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The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Adlus  primus.  Sccena  prima. 

\ 

Enter  Begger  nnd  HoJleSj  Chriftophero  Sly, 


Begger. 

Le  phecze  you  infaith. 

Holi.  A paire  of  ftockes  you  rogue. 

Beg.  Y’are  a baggage,  the  Slies  are  no  rogues.  Looke 
In  the  Chronicles,  wee  came  in  with  Richard  Conqueror: 
therefore  Paiicas  pallabriSi  let  the  world  Hide  ; SelTa. 

Hojl.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glades  you  have  burfl  > 

Beg,  No,  not  a deniere  : goe  by  leronimie,  goe  to  thy  cold 
bed,  and  warme  thee. 

Hoji.  I know  my  remedie,  I mud:  goe  fetch  the  head- 
borough. 

Beg.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  hft  borough,  He  anfwere  him 
by  law.  He  not  budge  an  inch  boy:  let  him  come  and 
kindly.  Fades  q/leepe, 

IVindc  homes.  Enter  a Lord  from  huntings  'with  his  traine. 


Lo.  Hnntfman  I charge  thee,  tender  well  my  hounds, 
Brach  Meriman,  the  poor  curre  is  imboH.  > 

And  couple  Cloivder  with  the  deepe  mouth’d  brach, 

Saw’fh  thou  not  boy  how  Sihier  made  it  good. 

At  the  hedge  corner,  in  the  colded  fault, 

I would  not  loofc  the  dogge  for  twentie  pound. 

Hunt/.  Why  Belman  is  as  good  as  he  my  lord, 

He  cried  vpon  it  at  the  mcered  lode, 
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And  twice  to  day  pick’d  out  the  dulleft  fent, 

Truft  me,  I take  him  for  the  dogge. 

Lord.  ‘Thou  art  a foole,  if  Eccho  vjtxt  as  fleetc, 

I would  efteeme  him  worth  a dozen  fuch  : 

But  fup  them  well,  and  looke  vnto  them  all. 

To-morrow  I intend  to  hunt  againe. 

Hunt/.  I will  my  lord. 

Lord.  What’s  hecre  ? One  dead,  or  drunkc  ? See  doth  he 
breath  ? » 

2 Hun.  He  breath’s  my  lord.  Were  he  not  warm’d  with 
ale,  this  were  a bed  but  cold  to  fleepe  fo  foundly. 

Lord,  Oh  mounflrous  beaft,  how  like  a fwine  he  lyes. 
Grimme  death  how  foule  and  ioathfome  is  thine  image  : 

Sirs,  I will  praflife  on  this  drunken  man. 

W^hat  thinke  you,  if  he  were  conuey’d  to  bed, 

Wrap’d  in  fweet  cloathes : rings  put  vpon  his  fingers  : 

A moft  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed. 

And  braue  attendants  neere  him  when  he  wakes. 

Would  not  the  begger  then  forget  himfelfe  ? 

1 Huntf.  Beleeue  me  lord,  I thinke  hee  cannot  choofe. 

2 Huntf.  It  would  feeme  firnnge  unto  him  when  he  wak’d. 
Lord.  Euen  as  a flat’ring  dreame,  or  worthies  fancie. 

Then  take  him  vp,  and  manage  well  the  iefi  : 

Carrie  him  gently  to  my  fairefi:  chamber, 

And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pidlures. 

Balme  his  foule  head  in  warme  diftilled  waters, 

And  burne  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweete  : 

Procure  me  muficke  readie  when  he  w'akes, 

To  make  a dulcet  and  a heauenly  found : 

And  if  he  chance  to  fpeake,  be  ready  firaight 
(And  with  a low  fubmifiiue  reuerence) 

Say,  what  is  it  your  honor  will  command  : 

Let  one  attend  him  with  a filuer  bafon 

Full  of  rofe- water,  and  beftrew’d  with  fiow’ers. 
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Another  beare  the  ewer  : the  third  a diaper, 

And  fay  wilt  pleafe  your  lordfhip  coole  your  hands. 

Some  one  be  readic  with  a coftly  fuite. 

And  afke  him  what  apparell  he  will  weare  : 

Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 

And  that  his  lady  mournes  at  his  difeafe, 

. Perfwade  him  that  he  hath  bin  lunaticke. 

And  when  he  fayes  he  is,  fay  that  he  drcames. 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a mightic  lord : 

This  do,  and  doe  it  kindly,  gentle  iirs, 

It  will  be  paflime  palling  excellent, 

If  it  be  hulbandcd  with  modellie. 

I Hunt/.  My  lord  I warrant  you  we  wil  play  our  part 
As  he  lhall  thinke  by  our  true  dilligence 
He  is  no  lelTe  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  vp  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him. 

And  each  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes. 

Sound  Trumpets., 

Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  ’tis  that  founds, 
f Belike  fome  noble  gentleman  that  meanes 
(Trauelling  fome  iourney)  to  repofe  him  heere. 

Enter  Seriiingman. 

How  now  ? who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An’t  pleafe  your  honor,  players 
That  offer  feruice  to  your  lordffiip. 

E?iter  Players. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  neere  : 

Now  fellowes,  you  are  welcome. 

Players.  We  thanke  your  honor. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  Hay  with  me  to  night  ? 

2 Player.  So  pleafe  your  lordffiippe  to  accept  our  dutie. 

B 3 Lord, 
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Lord.  With  all  my  heart.  This  fellow  I remember^ 

Since  once  he  plaide  a farmers  eldell:  fonne, 

Twas  where  you  woo’d  the  gentlewoman  fo  well : 

I haue  forgot  your  name  : but  fure  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform’d, 

Sincklo.  I thinke  ’twas  Soto  that  your  honor  meanes. 

Lord.  ’Tis  verie  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent : 

Well  you  are  come  to  me  in  happie  time. 

The  rather  for  I haue  fome  fport  in  hand, 

Wherein  your  cunning  can  affifl:  me  much. 

There  is  a lord  will  heare  you  play  to  night ; 

But  I am  doubtfull  of  your  modefties, 

Leafl  (ouer-eying  of  his  odde  behauiour. 

For  yet  his  honor  neuer  heard  a play) 

You  breake  into  fome  merrie  palllon. 

And  fo  offend  him  : for  I tell  you  firs. 

If  you  fhould  fmile,  he  growes  impatient. 

Play.  Feare  not  my  lord  we  can  containe  ourfelues, 

Were  he  the  verieft  anticke  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go  firra,  take  them  to  the  buttcrie. 

And  giue  them  friendly  welcome  euery  one. 

Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  houfe  affoords. 

Lxi^  one  'with  the  Players. 
Sirra  go  you  to  Bartholmew  my  page. 

And  fee  him  drefl  in  all  fuites  like  a ladie  : , 

That  done,  conduct  him  to  the  drunkards  chamber. 

And  call  him  madam,  do  him  obeifance  : 

Tell  him  from  me  (as  he  will  win  my  loue) 

He  bare  himfelfe  with  honourable  affion. 

Such  as  he  hath  obferu’d  in  noble  ladies 
Vnto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplifhed. 

Such  dutie  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do : 

With  foft  lowe  tongue,  and  lowly  curtefie. 

And  fay  : what  is’t  your  honor  doth  command, 
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Wherein  your  ladie,  and  your  humble  wife, 

May  fliew  her  dutie,  and  make  knowne  her  loue.' 

And  then  with  kinde  imbracements,  tempting  killes. 

And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofome 
Bid  him  (hed  teares,  as  being  ouer  ioyed 
To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor’d  to  health, 

Who  for  this  feuen  yeares  hath  efleemed  him 
No  better  than  a poore  and  loathfome  begger  ; 

And  if  the  boy  haue  not  a woman’s  guift 
To  raine  a Ihower  of  commanded  teares, 

’ An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a Ihift, 

Which  in  a napkin  (being  clofe-conuel’d) 

Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a waterie  eie  : 

See  this  difpatch’d  with  all  the  hafl:  thou  canfl. 

Anon  He  giue  thee  more  inflru^lions. 

Exit  a Seruingmanl 

I  know  the  boy  will  wel  vfurpe  the  grace. 

Voice,  gate,  and  adHon  of  a gentlewoman : 

I long  to  heare  him  call  the  drunkard  hufband. 

And  how  my  men  will  Hay  themfelues  from  laughter. 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant. 

He  in  to  counfell  them  : haply  my  prefence 
May  well  abate  the  ouer-merrie  fpleene. 

Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extreames. 

Elite r aloft  the  Drunkard  'with  attendants ^ fime  with  apparel^ 
bafon  and  ewer,  and  other  appurtenances,  and  Lord, 

Beg.  For  Gods  fake  a pot  of  fmall  ale. 

1 Ser.  Wilt  pleafe  your  lordfhip  drinke  a cup  of  fackc  ? 

2 Ser.  Wilt  pleafe  your  honor  tafle  of  thefe  conferues  ? 

3 Ser.  What  raiment  will  your  honor  weare  to  day. 

Beg.  I am  Chrijiophero  S!y,  call  not  me  honor  nor  lord- 
Ihip  : I ne’re  drank  facke  in  my  life  : and  if  you  giue  me  any 
ionferues,  giue  mee  conferues  of  beefe  ; nere  alk  me  what  ral. 
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ment  He  weare,  for  I haue  no  more  doublers  then  backes : no 
more  flockings  then  legges  : nor  no  more  fhooes  then  feet, 
nay  fomtime  more  feet  then  fhoes,  or  fuch  fliooes  as  my  toes 
looke  through  the  ouer  leather. 

Lord.  Heauen  ceafe  this  idle  humor  in  your  honor. 

Oh  that  a mightie  man  of  fuch  difcent. 

Of  fuch  pofTefTions,  and  fo  high  efleeme 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foule  a fpirit. 

Beg.  What  would  you  make  me  mad  ? Am  not  I Chrijlo- 
pher  Siie,  old  Slies  fonne  of  Burton-heath  by  byrth  a pedler, 
by  education  a cardmaker,  by  tranfmu ration  a beare-heard, 
and  now  by  prefent  profeilion  a tinker.  Afk  Marrian  Rack- 
et the  fat  alewife  of  Wincot,  if  lliee  know  me  not : if  fhe 
fay  I am  not  xiiii.  d.  on  the  fcore  for  Iheere  ale ; fcore  mee 
vp  for  the  lyingft  knaue  in  Chrijiendoine.  What  I am  not 
bellraught : here’s 

3 Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  ladie  mourne. 

2 Blan.  Oh  this  is  it  that  makes  your  feruants  droop. 

Lord.  Hence  comes  it,  that  your  kindred  fhuns  your  houfe 
As  beaten  hence  by  your  flrange  lunacie.  • 

Oh  noble  lord,  bethinke  thee  of  thy  birth, 

Cali  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment, 

And  banifh  hence  thefe  abieft  lowlie  dreames : 

Looke  how  thy  feruants  do  attend  on  thee, 

Each  in  his  office  readie  at  thy  becke. 

Wilt  thou  haue  muficke  ? Harke  Rpollo  playes,  Muficke. 
And  twentie  caged  nightingales  do  fing. 

Or  wilt  thou  fleepe  ? Wee’i  have  thee  to  a couch, 

Softer  and  fweeter  then  the  luflfuli  bed 
On  purpofe  trim’d  vp  for  Semiramis. 

Say  thou  wilt  walke  : we  will  beftrow  the  ground. 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ? thy  horfes  (hall  be  trap’d. 

Their  harneffie  fludded  all  with  gold  and  pearle. 

Doff  thou  loue  hawking  ^ Thou  haft  hawkes  will  foare 
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Aboue  the  morning  larke.  Or  wilt  thou  hunt. 

Thy  bounds  fhall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them 
And  fetch  fhrill  ecchoes  from  the  hollow  earth.  » 

1 Man.  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  gray-hounds  are  as  fwlft 
As  breathed  flags : I fleeter  then  the  roe. 

2 Man.  Doff  thou  loue  pi<5lures  ^ we  wil  fetch  thee  ftrait 
Adonis  painted  by  a running  brooke, 

And  Citherea  all  in  fedges  hid, 

Which  feeme  to  moue  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 

Euen  as  the  waning  fedges  play  with  winde. 

Lord.  Wee’l  fhevv  thee  /o,  - as  (he  was  a maid. 

And  how  (he  was  beguiled  and  furprii’d, 

As  liuelie  painted,  as  the  deede  was  done. 

3 Man.  Or  Daphne  roming  through  a thornie  wood, 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  flial  fweare  fhe  bleeds. 

And  at  that  fight  (hall  fad  Apollo  weepe. 

So  workmanlie  the  blood  and  teares  are  drawne. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a lord  and  nothing  but  a lord  : 

Thou  hafl;  a ladie  farre  more  beautifull. 

Then  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

1 Man.  And  til  the  teares  that  (he  hath  fhed  for  thee. 

Like  enuious  flouds  ore  run  her  louely  face. 

She  was  the  fairefl  creature  in  the  world. 

And  yet  Ihe  is  inferiour  to  none. 

Beg.  Am  I a lord  and  hauo  I fuch  a ladie  ? 

Or  do  I dreame  ? Or  haue  I dream’d  till  now  ? 

I do  not  fleepe  : I fee,  I heare,  I fpeake  : 

I fmel  fweet  fauors,  a?id  I feele  foft  things : 

Vpon  my  life  I am  a lord  indeede, 

And  not  a tinker,  nor  Chriftopher  Slie. 

Well,  bring  our  ladie  hither  to  our  fight, 

And  once  againe  a pot  o’th  fmallefl:  ale. 

2 Ma7i.  Wilt  pleafe  your  mightinefle  to  wafh  your  hands  ; 
Oh  how  we  ioy  to  fee  your  wit  reflor’d. 
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Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are : 

Thefe  fifteene  yeeres  you  haue  bin  in  a dreame. 

Or  when  you  wak’d,  fo  wak’d  as  if  you  flept. 

Beg.  Thefe  fifteene  yeeres,  by  my  fay,  a goodly  nap. 

But  did  I neuer  fpeake  of  all  that  time.  , 

I Man.  Oh  yes  my  lord,  but  verie  idle  words 
For  though  you  lay  heere  in  this  goodlie  chamber. 

Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  weare  beaten  out  of  doore. 

And  raile  vpon  the  hoffelle  of  the  honfe, 

And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  leete, 

Becaufe  fhe  brought  ffone-iugs,  and  no  feal’d  quarts  ; 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Racket. 

Beg.  I,  the  womans  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3 Man.  Why  fir  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  no  fuch-  maid 
^ Nor  no  fuch  men  as  you  haue  reckon’d  vp. 

As  Stephen  Siie,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 

And  Peter  Turph,  and  Henry  Pimpernell, 

And  twentie  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 

Which  nener  were,  nor  no  man  euer  faw. 

Beg.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 

All.  Amen. 

Enter  Ladie  'with  attendants. 

Beer,  I .thanke  thee,  thou  (halt  not  loofe  by  it. 

Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  lord  ? 

Beg.  Marrie  I fare  well,  for  heere  is  cheere  enough. 

Where  is  my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Heere  noble  lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her 
Beg.  Are  you  my  wife  and  will  not  call  mee  hufband  ? 

My  men  fiould  call  mee  lord,  I am  your  good-man. 

Lady.  My  hufband  and  my  lord^  my  lord  and  hufband 
I am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Beer.  I know  it  well,  what  mull  I call  her  ? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Seg. 
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£e^.  Alee  madam,  or  lone  madam  ? 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fo  lords  call  ladies. 

Beg,  Madame  wife,  they  fay  that  I haue  dream’d. 

And  flept  about  fome  fifteene  yeare  or  more. 

Lady.  I,  and  the  time  feeme’s  thirty  vnto  me. 

Being  all  this  time  abandon’d  from  your  bed. 

Beg.  ’Tis  much,  feruants  leaue  me  and  her  alone  : 

Madam  vndrefTe  yon,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Lady.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  intreate  of  you 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a night  or  two; 

Or  if  not  fo,  vntil  the  fun  be  fet. 

For  your  phyfitions  have  expredely  charg’d. 

In  perill  to  incurre  yon  former  malady, 

That  I fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed  : 

I hope  this  reafon  Hands  for  my  excufe. 

Beg.  I,  It  Hands  fo  that  I may  hardly  tarry  fo  long: 

But  I would  be  loth  to  fall  into  my  dreames  againe : I will 
therefore  tarrie  in  defpight  of  the  HeHi  and  the  blood. 

Enter  a MeJJenger. 

Mejf.  Your  honors  players  hearing  your  amendment, 

Are  come  to  play  a pleafant  comedie. 

For  fo  your  doctors  hold  it  verie  meete. 

Seeing  too  much  fadneHe  hath  congeal’d  your  blood. 

And  melancholly  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzie. 

Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  heare  a play. 

And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment. 

Which  barres  a thoufand  harmes  and  lengthens  life. 

Beg.  Marrie  I will  let  them  play,  it  is  not  a commontie,  a 
ChriHmas  gambold,  or  a tumbling  tricke  ? 

Lady,  No  my  good  lord,  it  is  more  pleafing  Hu  He, 

Beg.  What  houlhold  HuHe. 

Lady.  It  is  a kind  of  hiHory. 

Beg,  Well,  we’l  fee’t : 
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Com  madam  wife  fit  by  my  fide, 

And  let  the  world  flip,  wee  (hall  nerc  be  yonger, 

FlotinJJj.  Enter  Lucentio,  and  his  man  Trlano. 

Luc.  Tranio,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I had 
To  fee  faire  Paduciy  nurferie  of  arts, 

I,  am  arriu’d  for  fruitfull  Lumbar  die. 

The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy, 

And  by  my  fathers  lone  and  leaue  am  arm’d 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  companie. 

My  truflie  feruant  well  approu’d  in  all, 

Heere  let  vs  breath,  and  haply  inAitute 
A^courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  Audies. 

Pifa  renowned  for  graue  citizens 
Gaue  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firA 
A merchant  of  great  trafficke  through,  the  world  ; 
Vincentio' i>  come  of  the  Bentiuolij,  - 
Viccentio's  fonne,  brought  vp  in  Florence, 

It  {hall  become  to  ferue  all  hopes  conceiu’d 
To  decke  his  fortune  with  his  vertuous  deedes  : 

And  therefore  Tranio,  for  the  time  I Audie, 

Vertue  and  that  part  of  philofophie 
Will  I applie,  that  treates  of  happineffe, 

By  vertue  fpecially  to  be  atchieu’d. 

Tell  me  thy  minde,  for  I haue  Pija  left. 

And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaues 
A Aiallow  plafh,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deepe. 

And  with  facietie  feekes  to  quench  his  thirA. 

Tra.  Me  pardinato,  gentle  maiAer  mine  : 

I am  in  all  affedfed  as  yourfelfe. 

Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolue. 

To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweete  philofophie. 

Onely  (good  maAer)  while  we  do  admire 
This  vertue  and  this  morall  difeipline, 
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Let’s  be  no  ftoickes,  nor  no  ftockes  I pra}^ 

Or  fo  denote  to  Arijlotlcs  checkes 
As  Quid ; be  an  out-cafl:  quite  abiur’d  : 

Balke  logicke  with  acquaintance  that  you  haue. 

And  pradlife  rhetoricke  in  your  common  talke, 

Muficke  and  poefie  vfe,  to  quicken  you, 

The  mathematickes  and  the  metaphyfickes 

Fall  to  them  as  you  finde  your  flomacke  ferues  you  ; 

No  profit  growes  where  is  no  pleafure  tane  : 

In  briefe  fir,  fiudie  what  you  mofi:  afieft. 

Luc,  Gramercies  Tranio,  well  doft  thou  aduife. 

If  Biondello  thou  wcrt  come  afiiore. 

We  could  at  once  put  vs  in  readinefle. 

And  take  a lodging  fit  to  entertaine 
Such  friendes  (as  time)  in  Padua  lhall  beget. 

But  flay  a while,  what  companie  is  this  ? 

Tra,  Mailer  fomefhevv  to  welcome  vs  to  towne. 

Enter  Baptifia  with  and  his  two  daughters,  Katerina  Bianca, 
Gremio  a pantelo^vne,  Hortentio  fifter  to  Bianca. 

Lucen  Tranio,  JIand  by.  ' 

Bap.  Gentlemen  importune  me  no  farther, 

For  how  I firmly  am  refolu’d  you  know  : - 
That  is,  not  to  bellow  my  yongefi:  daughter, 

Before  I haue  a hufband  for  the  elder  : 

If  either  of  you  both  loue  Katherina^ 

Becaufe  I know  you  well,  and  loue  you  well, 

Leaue  (hall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather.  She’s  to  rough  for  mee. 

There,  there  Hortenfio,  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Kate.  I pray  you  fir,  is  it  your  will 
,To  make  a flale  of  me  amongfl  thefe  mates  ? 

Hor.  Mates  maid,  how  meane  yon  that  ? 

No 
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No  mates  for  you, 

VnlefTe  you  were  of  gentler  milder  mould. 

Kate.  I faith  fir,  you  lhall  neuer  need  to  fearc, 

I wis  it  is  not  halfe  way  to  her  heart : 

But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  fhould  be. 

To  combe  your  noddle  with  a three-legg’d  floole. 

And  paint  your  face,  and  vfe  you  like  a foole. 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  diuels,  good  Lord  deliuer  vs. 

Cre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Huflit  mafter,  heeres  fome  good  pallime  toward  ; 
That  wench  is  ftarke  mad,  or  wonderfull  froward, 

Lucen.  But  in  the  others  filence  do  I fee. 

Maids  milde  behauiour  and  fobrietie. 

Peace  Tranio. 

Tra.  Well  faid  Mr.  mum,  and  ga^e  your  fill. 

Bap,  Gentlemen,  that  I may  foonc  make  good 
What  I haue  faid  Bianca  get  you  in. 

And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee  good  Bianca^ 

For  I will  loue  thee  nere  the  lefTe  my  girle. 

Kate.  A pretty  peate,  it  is  bed  put  finger  in  the  eye,  and 
Ihe  knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter  content  you  in  my  difeontent. 

Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I fubferibe  : 

My  bookes  and  inftruments  (hall  be  my  companie. 

On  them  to  looke,  and  pradlife  by  my  felfe. 

Luc.  Harke  Tranio,  thou  maift  heare  Mineriia  fpeak. 

Hor.  Signior  Baptijia,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange, 

Sorrie  am  I that  our  good  will  eftedls 
Bianca's  greefe. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  vp 
fSignior  Baptijia)  for  this  fiend  of  hell. 

And  make  her  beare  the  pennance  of  her  tongue. 

Bay.  Gentlemen  content  ye  : I am  refolu’d  : 

Co  ki  Bianca. 
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And  for  I know  (he  taketh  moft  delight 
In  muficke,  inftruments,  and  poetry, 

Schoolemaflers  will  I keepe  within  my  houfe. 

Fit  to  inftru(5l  her  youth.  If  you  Hortenfio, 

Or  lignior  Gremio  you  know  any  fuch, 

Preferre  them  hither  : for  to  cunning  men, 

I will  be  very  kind  and  liberall, 

To  mine  owne  children,  in  good  bringing  vp,  ' 

And  fo  farewell  : Katherina  you  may  flay. 

For  I haue  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  Exit* 

Kate.  Why  and  I trufl  I may  go  too,  may  I not  ? 

What  Ihall  I be  appointed  hourcs,  as  though 
(Belike)  I knew  not  what  to  take, 

And  what  to  leaue  ? Ha.  Exit* 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  diuels  dam  : your  gifts  are  fo 
good  heere’s  none  will  holde  you  : there  loue  Is  not  fo  great 
HortenfiOy  but  we  may  blowe  our  nailes  together,  and  fall:  it 
fairely  out.  Our  cakes  dough  on  both  fides.  Farewell : yet 
for  the  loue  I beare  my  fweete  Bianca,  if  I can  by  any  meanes 
light  on  a fitt  man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  fliee  delights,  I 
will  wilh  him  to  her  father.  ' ! 

Hor.  So  will  1 ligniour  Gremio : but  a word  I pray  : 
Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrell  yet  neuer  brook’d  parle^ 
know  now  vpon  aduice,  it  toucheth  vs  both : that  we  may 
yet  againe  haue  accelTe  to  our  faire  millris,  and  be  happic 
riuals  in  Bianca'^  loue,  to  labour  and  effeft  one  thing 
fpecially. 

Gre.  What’s  that  I pray  ? 

Hor,  Marrie  fir  to  get  a hulband  for  her  filler. 

Gre.  A hulband  : a diuell. 

Hor.  I fay  a hulband. 

Gre.  I fay  a diuell ; think’fl  thou  Hortenjio,  though  her 
father  be  verie  rich,  any  man  is  fo  verie  a foole  to  be  married 
to  hell  ? 
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/Ter.  ^Tufh  Gremio  : though  it  pafTe  your  patience  and 
mine  to  endure  her  lowd  alarums,  why, man  there  be  good 
fellowes  in  the  world,  and  a man  could  light  on  them,  would 
take  her  with  all  faults,  and  mony  enough. 

Gre.  I cannot  tell:  but  I had  as  lief  take  her  dowrie  with 
this  condition ; to  be  whipt  at  the  high  crofTe  euerie  morn- 
ing. 

Hot.  Faith  (as  you  fay)  there’s  fmall  choice  in  rotten 
apples : but  come,  fince  this  bar  in  law  makes  vs  friends,  it 
fhall  be  fo  farr  Forth  friendly  maintain’d,  till  by  helping  Bap- 
fijias  eldeft  daughter  to  a hufband,  wee  fet  his  yongefl  free 
for  a hufband,  and  then  have  too’t  afrelh ; fweete  Bianca, 
happy  man  be  his  dole  : he  that  runnes  fafteH:,  gets  the 
ring : How  fay  you  fignlor  Gremio  ? 

Gre.  I am  agreed,  and  would  I had  giuen  him  the  bed: 
horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  woing  that  would  thoroughly 
woe  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  ridde  the  houfe  of  her. 
Come  on. 

Exeunt  amho.  Manet  Tranio  and  Lucentio. 

- T *‘a.  I pray  fir  tel  me,  is  it  polTible 
That  loue  fhould  of  a fodaine  take  fuch  hold. 

Luc.  Oh  Tranio  till  I found  it  to  be  true,  ‘ • • 

I neuer  thought  it  polTible  or  likely. 

But  fee,  while  idely  I flood  looking  on, 

I found  the  effefl  of  loue  in  idleneffe, 

And  now  in  plaineffe  do  confeffe  to  thee  ' 

That  art  to  mee  as  fecret  and  as  deere 

As  Anna  to  the  queene  of  Carthage  was  : " • 

Tranio  I burne,  I pine,  I perilh  Tranio, 

If  I atchueiue  not  this  yong  modefl  gyrle : 

Counfail  me  Tranio,  for  I know  thou  can’ll : 

Affifl  me  Tranio,  for  I know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mailer  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now, 

Affeflion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart ; 

If 
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If  loue  haue  touch’d  you,  naught  remaines  but  fo, 

Redivie  te  captam  quam  qiicas  minimo. 

Luc.  Gramercies  lad  : go  forward,  this  contents. 

The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfels  found. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  look’d  fo  longly  on  the  maide. 
Perhaps  you  mark’d  not  what’s  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  Oh  yes,  I faw  fweete  beau  lie  in  her  face. 

Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 

That  made  great  hue  to  humble  him  to  her  hand. 

When  with  his  knees  he  kift  the  Cretan  ftrond, 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  I mark’d  you  not  how  her  lifter 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  vp  fuch  a ftorme. 

That  mortal  eares  might  hardly  indure  the  din. 

Luc.  Tranio,  1 faw  her  corrall  lips  to  moue. 

And  with  her  breath  Ihe  did  perfume  the  ayre, 

Sacred  and  fweete  was  all  I faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then  ’tis  time  to  ftirre  him  from  his  trance  ^ 
I pray  you  awake  fir  : if  you  loue  the  maide. 

Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  atchieue  her.  Thus  it  ftands  : 
Her  elder  filler  is  fo  curft  and  Ihrew’d, 

That  till  the  father  rid  his  hands  of  her, 

Mafter,  your  loue  mull  liue  a maide  at  home. 

And  therefore  has  he  clofely  meu’d  her  vp, 

Becaufe  Ihe  will  not  be  annoy’d  with  fuiters. 

Luc,  Ah  Tranloy  what  a cruell  fathers  he  : 

But  art  thou  not  aduis’d,  he  tooke  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchoolemafters  to  inftru(ft:  her. 

Tra.  I marrie  am  I fir,  and  now  ’tis  plotted, 

Luc.  I haue  it  Tranio. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  hand, 

Both  our  inuentions  meet  and  iumpe  in  one, 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 
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Tra.  You  will  be  fchoole-mafler, 

And  vndertakc  the  teaching  of  ihe  maid  r 
That’s  your  deuice. 

Luc.  It  is  : may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  pofTible : for  who  fhall  beare  your  part^ 
And  be  in  Padua  heere  Vincentio'%  fonne, 

Keepe  houfe,  and  ply  his  booke,  welcome  his  friends^ 
Vilit  his  countriemen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc»  Bajia,  content  thee  : for  I haue  it  full. 

We  haue  not  yet  bin  feene  in  any  houfe, 

Nor  can  we  be  diftinguilh’d  by  our  faces. 

For  man  or  mailer  ; then  it  followes  thus  : 

Thou  Ihalt  be  mafler,  Tranio  rn  my  fled  : 

Keepe  houfe,  and  port,  and  feruants  as  I Ihould, 

I will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine ^ 

Some  Neapolitany  or' meaner  man  of  Pifa. 

’Tis  hatch’d,  and  Hiall  be  foe  : Tranio  at  once 
Vncafe  thee  : take  my  conlord  hat  and  cloake. 

When  Biondello  comes,  he  waites  on  thee, 

But  I will  charme  him  firll  to  keepe  his  tongue> 

Tra.  So  had  you  neede: 

In  breefe  fir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is. 

And  I am  tied  to  be  obedient. 

For  fo  your  father  charg’d  me  at  our  parting  % 

Be  feruiceable  to  my  fonne  (quoth  he) 

Although  I thinke  ’twas  in  another  fence, 

1 am  content  to  be  Liicentioy 
Becaufe  fo  well  I loue  Liicentio. 

Luc.  Tranio  be  fo,  becaufe  Lucentio  loues, 

And  let  me  be  a flaue,  t’achieue  that  maide, 

Whofe  fodaine  fight  hath  thral’d  my  wounded  eye. 


Enter 
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Enter  Blondello. 

Heere  comes  the  rogue.  Sirra,  where  haue  you  bin  ? 

Bion.  Where  haue  I beene?  Nay  how  now,  where  are  you? 
Mafler  ha’s  my  fellow  Tranio  ftolne  your  clothes,  or  you 
ftolne  his,  or  both  ? Pray  what’s  the  newes  ? 

Luc^  Sirra  come  hither,  ’tis  no  time  to  iefl. 

And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time 
Your  fellow  Tranio  heere  to  faue  my  life. 

Puts  my  apparell,  and  my  countenance  on, 

And  I for  my  efcape  haue  put  on  his  ; 

For  in  a quarrell  fince  1 came  afhore, 

I kil’d  a man,  and  feare  I was  defcried  : 

Waite  you  on  him,  I charge  you,  as  becomes  : 

While  I make  way  from  hence  to  faue  my  life  : 

You  vnderftand  me  ? 

Bion.  I hr  ncVe  a whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a iot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth, 

Tranio  is  chang’d  into  Lucentio. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I were  fo  too. 

Tra.  So  could  I ’faith  boy,  to  haue  the  next  wifh  after, 
that  Lucentio  indeede  had  Baptijias  yongeft  daughter.  But 
firra  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  mailers.  I aduife  you  vfe 
your  manners  difcreetly  in  all  kinde  of  companies : when  I 
am  alone,  why  then  I am  Tranio  .•  but  in  all  places  elfe,  you 
mailer  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio  let’s  go  : 

One  thing  more  refls,  that  thyfelfe  execute. 

To  make  one  among  thofe  wooers  ; if  thou  alke  mee  why, 
fufficeth  : my  reafons  are  both  good  and  waighty. 

Exeunt.  The  Prefeniers  aboue Jpeakes, 

I Man.  My  lord  you  nod,  you  do  not  minde  the  play. 

Beg.  Yes  by  Saint  Anne  do  I,  a good  matter  furely ; 
comes  there  any  more  of  it  ? 

C 2 Ladyi 
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Lady.  My  lord,  ’tis  but  begun. 

Beg.  ’Tis  a verie  excellent  peece  of  worke,  madame  ladle : 
would  ’tvvere  done.  They  fit  and  markc. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  his  man  Grumio. 

Petr.  Verona,  for  a while  I take  my  leaue, 

To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua  ; but  of  all 
My  bell  beloued  and  approued  friend 
Hortenfio : and  I trow  this  is  his  houfe  : 

Heere  firra  Grumio,  knocke  I fay. 

Gru.  Knocke  fir  ? whome  fhould  I knocke  ? Is  there  any 
man  has  rebus’d  your  worfhip  I 

Petr.  Villaine  I fay,  knocke  me  heere  foundly. 

Gru.  Knocke  you  heere  fir  ? Why  fir,  what  am  I fir,  that 
I fhould  knocke  you  heere  fir. 

Petr.  Villaine  I fay,  knocke  me  at  this  gate. 

And  rap  me  well,  or  He  knocke  your  knaues  pate. 

Gru.  My  mr  is  growne  quarrelfome  : 

I fhould  knocke  you  firfl. 

And  then  I know  after  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

'Petr.  Will  it  not  be  ? 

Faith  firrah,  and  you’l  not  knocke  He  ring  it, 

He  trie  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fmg  it. 

' He  rings  him  by  the  eares. 

* Cm.  Helpe  miflris  helpe,  my  mafter  is  mad. 

Petr.  Now  knocke  when  I bid  you  : firrah  villaine. 

Enter  Hortenlio. 

Hor.  How  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? my  old  friend  Grumk, 
and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  ? How  do  you  all  at  Verona  P 
Petr.  Signior  Hortenfio  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Contutti  le  core  bene  trohatto,  may  I fay. 


Hor. 
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Hor.  Alla  nojira  cafa  bene  veniiio  miilto  honorata  Jignior  mio 
Petruchio. 

Rife  Grumio  rife,  we  will  compound  this  quarrell. 

Gru.  Nay  ’tis  no  matter  fir,  what  he  Jeges  in  Latine,  If 
' tills  be  not  a lawfull  caufe  for  me  to  leaue  his  feruice,  looke 
you  fir:  he  bid  me  knocke  him,  and  rap  him  foundly  fir, 
well,  was  it  fit  for  a feruant  to  vfe  his  mafter  fo,  being  per- 
haps (for  ought  I fee)  two  and  thirty,  a peepe  out  ? Whome 
would  to  God  I had  well  knockt  at  firR  then  had  not  Grumio 
come  by  the  worfl. 

Petr.  A fencelelTe  villaine  : good  HortenfiOf 
I bad  the  rafcall  knocke  vpon  your  gate. 

And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knocke  at  the  gate  ? Oh  heauens  : fpake  you  not 
thefe  words  plaine  i Sirra,  knocke  mee  heere  : rappe  me 
heere  : knocke  me  well,  and  knocke  me  foundly  ? And  come 
you  now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Petr.  Sirra  begon,  or  talke  not  I aduife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio  patience,  I am  Grumio's  pledge: 

Why  this  a heauie  chance  twixt  him  and  )'ou. 

Your  ancient  truftie  pleafant  feruant  Grumio  i 
And  tell  me  now  (fweete  friend)  what  happie  gale 
Rlowes  you  to  Padna  heere,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Petr.  Such  winde  as  fcatters  yong  men  through  the  world, 
To  feeke  their  fortunes  farther  then  at  home. 

Where  fmall  experience  grow'es  but  in  a few. 

Signior  HortenfiOy  thus  it  ffands  with  me, 

Antonio  my  father  is  deceaft. 

And  I haue  thruff  myfelfe  into  this  maze, 

Happily  to  wiue  and  thriue,  as  beft  I may  : 

Crownes  in  my  purfe  I haue,  and  goods  at  home, 

And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor.  Petruchio^  fhall  I then  come  roundly  to  thee, 

And  wilh  thee  to  a fhrew’d  ill-fauor’d  wife  ? 

C3 
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Thou ’dll;  thanke  me  but  a little  for  my  counfell  s 
And  yet  He  promife  thee  Ihe  lhall  be  rich, 

And  verie  rich  : but  th’arc  too  much  my  friend. 

And  He  not  wilh  thee  to  her. 

Petr,  HortenftOy  ’tvvixt  fuch  friends  as  wee, 

Few  words  fuffice  : and  therefore,  if  thou  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio^  wife  : 

(As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  woing  dance) 

Be  Ihe  as  foule  as  was  Fhrentlus  loue, 

As  old  as  Sibelly  and  as  curlf  and  Ihrow’d 
As  Socrates  Zentippe^  or  a worfe  ; 

She  moues  me  not,  or  not  remoues  at  leaft 
AfTeflions  edge  in  me.  Were  Ihe  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  Jdriaticke  Teas. 

I come  to  wiue  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 

If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua, 

Gru,  Nay  looke  you  fir,  he  tels  you  flatly  what  his  minde 
^s  : why  giue  him  gold  enough,  and  marrie  him  to  a puppet 
or  an  aglet  babie,  or  an  old  trot  with  ne’re  a tooth  in  her 
head,  though  fhe  haue  as  many  difeafes  as  two  and  fiftie  horfes^ 
Why  nothing  comes  amiiTe,  fo  monie  comes  withall. 

Hor,  Petruchioy  flnce  we  are  flept  thus  farr  in, 

I will  continue  that  I broach’d  in  iefl, 

I can  Petruchio  helpe  thee  to  a wife 

With  wealth  enough,  and  yong  and  beautious, 

Brought  vp  as  befl  becomes  a gentlewoman. 

, Her  only  fault  and  that  is  faults  enough. 

Is,  that  Ihe  is  intollerable  curfl:, 

And  Ihrow’d  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  mcafure, 

That  were  my  flate  farre  worfer  then  it  is, 

I would  not  wed  her  for  a mine  of  gold. 

Petr.  Hortenfio  peace  : thou  know’H  not  golds  efleT, 

Tell  mee  her  fathers  name,  and  ’tis  enough  .* 


For 
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For  I will  boord  her,  though  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumne  crackc. 

Hor.  Her  father  Baptifta  Minola^ 

An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman. 

Her  name  is  Katherina  Minolay 
Renown’d  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Petr.  I know  her  father,  though  I know  not  her. 

And  he  knew  my  deceafed  father  well : 

I will  not  fleepe  Hortenfio  til  I fee  her. 

And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you. 

To  giue  you  ouer  at  this  firft  encounter, 

Vnleffe  you  will  accom  panic  mee  thither. 

Gru.  I pray  you  fir  let  him  go  while  the  humor  Ians’. 
A my  word,  and  fhe  knew  him  as  well  as  I do,  fhe  would 
thinke  fcolding  would  do  little  good  vpon  him.  Shee  may 
perhaps  call  him  halfe  a fcore  knaues,  or  fo  : why  that’s 
nothing  ; and  he  begins  once,  hee’le  raile  in  his  rope  trickes. 
He  tell  you  what  fir,  and  fhe  Rand  him  but  a litle,  he,  will 
throw  a figure  in  her  face,  and  fo  disfigure  hir  with  it,  that 
fhe  fhall  haue  no  more  eies  to  fee  withall  then  a cat ; you 
know  him  not  fir. 

Hor.  Tarrie  Petruchio  I muR  go  with  thee, 

For  in  Baptijias  keepe  my  treafure  is  : 

He  hath  the  iewel  of  my  life  in  hold. 

His  yongeR  daughter,  beautifull  Bianca, 

And  her  with-holds  from  me.  Other  more 
Suters  to  her,  and  riuals  in  my  loue  : 

Suppofing  it  a thing  impoffible, 

For  thofe  defedls  I haue  before  reheai  R, 

That  euer  Katherina  wil  be  woo’d 
Therfore  this  order  hath  Baptijia  tane, 

That  none  fhall  haue  acceffe  vnto  Bianca, 

Till  Katherine  the  curR,  haue  got  a hufband. 
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Gru,  Katherine  the  curft, 

A title  for  a maide,  of  all  titles  the  worfl. 

Hor.  No'.v  (hall  my  friend  Petruchio  do  me  grace. 

And  offer  me  difguis’d  in  fober  robes. 

To  old  Baptifta  as  a fchoole-mafler. 

Well  feene  in  muficke,  to  inflru6t  Bianca, 

That  lo  I may  by  this  deuice  at  leaf): 

Haue  leaue  and  lelfure  to  make  loue  to  her. 

And  vnfufpefted  court  her  by  her  felfe. 

Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  difguis^d. 

Gru,  Heere’s  no  knauerie.  See,  to  beguile  the  olde  folkcs, 
how  the  young  folkes  lay  their  heads  together.  Mafter, 
niafler,  looke  about  you  : who  goes  there  ? 

Hor,  Peace  Grumioy  it  is  the  riuall  of  my  loue. 

Petruchio  Hand  by  a. while. 

Cru,  A propper  tripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gremio,  Oh  very  well,  I haue  perus’d  the  note  : 

Hearke  you  fir.  He  haue  them  verie  fairely  bound,  ^ 

All  bookes  of  loue,  fee  that  at  any  hand. 

And  fee  you  reade  no  other  lectures  to  her  : 

You  vnderflande  me.  Ouer  and  befide 
Signior  Baptijlas  liberalitie. 

He  mend  it  with  a largeffe.  Take  your  paper  too, 

And  let  me  haue  them  verie  well  perfum’d  ; 

For  fhe  is  fweeter  then  perfume  itfelfe 

To  whom  they  go  to  : what  will  you  reade  to  her. 

Luc,  W'hat  ere  I read  to  her,  He  pleade  for  you. 

As  for  my  patron,  Hand  you  fo  affur’d. 

As  firmely  as  your  felfe  were  Hill  in  place. 

Yea  and  perhaps  with  more  fucceffefull  words 
Then  you  : vnlefle  you  were  a fchollerijlr. 

Gre,  Oh  this  learning,  what  a thing  it  is, 
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Cru.  Oh  this  woodcocke,  what  an  afTe  it  is. 

Petru,  Peace  firra. 

Hor,  Grumio  mum  : God  fauc  you  fignior  Grcinlo. 
Gre.  And  you  are  wel  met,  fignior  Hortenfio. 

Trow  you  whither  I am  going  ? To  Baptl/ia  Minola^ 

1 promifi:  to  enquire  carefully 

Aboute  a fchoolemafter  for  the  faire  Biaiica, 

And  by  good  fortune  I haue  lighted  well  ^ 

On  this  yong  man  : for  learning  and  behauiour 

Fit  for  her  turne,  Vv^ell  read  in  poetrie 

And  other  bookes,  good  ones,  I warrant  yee. 

Hor,  ’Tis  well : and  I haue  met  a gentleman 
Hath  promift  me  to  heipe  one  to  another, 

A fine  mufitian  to  inflru61  our  miflris. 

So  fliall  I no  whit  be  behind  in  dutie. 

To  faire  Bianca^  fo  beloued  of  me. 

Gre.  Beloued  of  me,  and  that  my  deeds  fhall  prone. 
Gru,^  And  that  his  bags  fhall  proue. 

Bor.  GremiOy  ’tis  now’^  time  to  vent  our  loue, 

Liflen  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeake  me  faire. 

He  tell  you  newes  indifferent  good  for  either.  ' 

Heer?  is  a gentleman  whom  by  chance  I met 
Vpon  agreement  from  vs  to  his  liking,  . 

Will  vndertake  to  woo  curfl  Katherine^ 

Yea  and  to  marrie  her,  if  her  dowrie  pleafe. 

•Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well  : 

Hortenfio,  haue  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Petr.  I know  fhe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  fcold : 

If  that  be  all  mailers,  I heare  no  harme. 

Gre.  No,  fayfl  me  fo,  friend  ? what  countreymap  ? 
Petr.  Borne  in  Verona,  old  Butonios  fonne  : 

My  father  dead,  my  fortune  hues  for  me. 

And  I do  hope  good  dayes  and  long,  to  fee. 
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Gre.  Oh  fir,  fuch  a life  with  fuch  a wife,  were  firange  : 
But  if  you  haue  ftomacke,  too’t  a Gods  name. 

You  lhall  haue  me  afiifiing  you  in  all. 

But  will  you  woo  this  wild -cat  ? 

Petr,  Will  I liue  ? 

Cru.  Wil  he  woo  her  ? I : or  lie  hang  her. 

Petr.  Why  came  I hither,  but  to  that  intent? 

Thinke  you,  a little  dinne  can  daunt  mine  eares  ? 

Haue  I not  in  my  time  heard  l^^ons  rore  ? 

Haue  I not  heard  the  fea,  puft  vp  with  windes. 

Rage  like  an  angry  boare,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 

Haue  I not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field  ? 

And  heauens  artillerie  thunder  in  the  fkies  ? 

Haue  I not  in  a pitched  battell  heard 

Loud  larums,  neighing  fteeds,  and  trumpets  clangue  ? 

And  do  you  tell  me  of  a womans  tongue  ? 

That  giues  not  halfe  fo  great  a blow  to  heare,  . 

As  wil  a chefle-nut  in  a farmers  fire. 

Tufii,  tufii,  feare  boyes  with  bugs. 

Gru,  For  he  feares  none. 

Grem.  Hortenjio  hearke : 

This  gentleman  is  happily  arriu’d  ; 

My  minde  prefumes  for  his  owne  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I promift  we  would  be  contributors. 

And  beare  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoere. 

Gre,  And  fo  we  will,  prouided  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I would  I were  as  fure  of  a good  dinner. 

Enter  Tranlo  hraue,  and  Biondello. 

T'ra,  Gentlemen  God  faue  you.  If  I may  be  bold 
Tell  me  I befeech  you  which  is  the  readiefi  way 
To  the  houfe  of  fignior  Baptifla  Minola  ? 


Bion. 
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Bion.  He  that  ha’s  the  two  falre  daughters  : ift  he  you 
meane  ? 

Tra.  Euen  he  Biondello. 

Gre.  Hearke  you  fir,  you  meane  not  her  to 

Tra,  Perhaps  him  and  her  fir,  what  haue  you  to  do  ? 

Petr.  Not  her  that  chides  fir,  at  any  hand  I pray. 

Tra.  I loue  no  chiders  lir : Biondello, _ let’s  away. 

Luc.  Well  begun  Tranio. 

Hor.  Sir  a word  ere  you  go  : 

Are  you  a futor  to  the  maid  you  talke  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra,  And  I be  fir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Gre.  No  ; if  without  more  words  yon  will  get  you  hence, 
Tra.  Why  fir,  I pray  you  are  not  the  Areets  as  free  for 
me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  fhe. 

Tra.  For  what  -reafon  I befeech  you. 

Gre.  For  this  reafon  if  you’l  kno. 

That  (lie’s  the  choice  loue  of  fignior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  (he  is  the  chofen  of  (ignior  Hortenjio, 

Tra.  Softly  my  maAers ; if  you  be  gentlemen 
Do  me  this  right : hearc  me  patience, 

Baptifta  is  a noble  gentleman. 

To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  vnknowne. 

And  were  his  daughter  fairer  then  (he  is. 

She  may  more  futors  haue,  and  me  for  ©ne. 

Faire  Ladaes  daughter  had  a thoufand  wooers. 

Then  well  one  more  may  faire  Bianca  haue  ; 

And  fo  (he  (hall : Lucentio  (hall  make  one. 

Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeede  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  gentleman  will  out-talke  vs  all. 

Luc.  Giue  him  head,  I know  hee’l  proue  a iade. 

Petr.  Hortenfw,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 

Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  afke  you, 

Did  you  yet  euer  fee  Baptijias  daughter  I 

Tra. 
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Tra.  No  fir,  but  heare  I do  that  he  hath  two  : 

The  one,  as  famous  for  a fcolding  tongue. 

As  is  the  other,  for  beautious  modefbe. 

Petr.  Sir,  fir,  the  firft’s  for  me,  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea  leaue  that  labour  to  great  Hercules, 

And  let  it  be  more  then  Alcides  twelue. 

Petr.  Sir  vnderfland  you  this  of  me  (infootli) 

The  yongeft  daughter  whom  you  hearken  for. 

Her  father  keepes  from  all  accede  of  Tutors 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 

Vntil  the  elder  filler  firfl  be  wed. 

The  yonger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Mud:  deed  vs  all,  and  me  amongd  the  red  : 

And  if  you  breake  the  ice,  and  do  this  feeke, 

Atchieue  the  elder,  fet  the  yonger  free, 

For  our  accede,  whofe  hap  fhall  be  to  hauc  her, 

Wil  not  fo  gracelede  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir  you  fay  wel,  and  well  you  do  conceiuc, 

And  fmce  you  do  profeffe  to  be  a futor. 

You  mud  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  gentleman. 

To  whom  we  all  red  generally  beholding. 

Tra.  Sir,  I diall  not  be  dacke,  in  figne  whereof, 

Pleafe  ye  we  may  contriue  this  afternoone. 

And  quaffe  caroufes  to  our  midrede  health. 

And  do  as  aduerfaries  do  in  law, 

Striue  mightily,  but  eate  and  drinke  as  friends. 

Gru.  Eton.  Oh  excellent  motion  : fellowes  let’s  be  gon. 

Hor.  The  motions  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 

Pctruchioy  I fhall  be  your  Been  venuto.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Katherina  and  Bianca. 

Bian.  Good  fider  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  j^ourfelfe. 

To  make  a bondmaide  and  a daue  of  mce. 
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That  I dirdalne  : but  for  thefe  other  goods, 

Vnbind  my  hands,  lie  pull  them  offrayfelfe. 

Yea  all  my  rayment,  to  my  petticoate, 

Or  what  you  will  commaund  me,  will  I do. 

So  well  I know  my  dutie  to  my  elders. 

Kate,  Of  all  thy  Tutors  heere  I charge  tell 
Whom  thou  lou’fl  belt : fee  thou  diffemble  not. 

Bianca,  Beleeue  me  filler,  of  all  the  men  aliue, 

I neuer  yet  beheld  that  fpeciall  face. 

Which  1 could  fancie,  more  then  any  other. 

Kate.  Minion  thou  lyell ; It’s  not  Hortenfio  ? 

Bian.  If  thou  affefl  him  filler  heere  I fweare 
lie  plead  for  you  myfelfe,  but  you  Ihall  haue  him. 

Kate.  Oh  then  belike  yon  fancie  riches  more. 

You  will  haue  Gremlo  to  keepe  you  faire. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  enuie  me  fo  ? 

Nay  then  you  iefl,  and  now  I well  perceiue 
You  have  but  iefled  with  me  all  this  while: 

I pre  thee  filler  Kate  vnite  my  hands.  ' 

Ka.  If  that  be  iell,  then  all  the  rell  was  fo.  Strikes  her. 

Enter  Baptilla. 

Dap.  Why  how  now  dame,  whence  growes  this  infolence  ? 
Bianca f Hand  afide,  poore  gyrle  Ihe  weepes : 

Go  ply  the  needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 

For  lhame  thou  hilding  of  a diuellifli  fpirit, 

Why  doll  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  nere  wrong  thee  ? 

When  did  Ihee  crolfe  thee  with  a bitter  word  ? 

Kate.  Her  filence  flouts  me,  and  He  be  reueng’d. 

Flies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What  in  my  fight  ? Bianca  get  thee  in.  Exit, 

Kate.  What  will  you  not  fulFer  me  : nay  now  I fee 
She  is  your  rreafure,  Ihe  muH  haue  a hulband. 


I muH 
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I mufl  dance  bareToot  on  her  wedding  day. 

And  for  your  loue  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell. 

Talke  not  to  me,  I will  go  lit  and  weepe. 

Till  I can  finde  occafion  of  reuenge. 

Bap,  Was  euer  gentleman  thus  greeu’d  as  I ? 

But  who  comes  heere. 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio,  in  the  habit  of  a meane  man^  Petru* 
chio  'with  Tranio,  •with  his  boy  bearing  a lute  and  books, 
Cre,  Good  morrow  neighbour  Baptijla, 

Bap,  Good  morrow  neighbour  Gremio : God  faue  you 
gentlemen. 

Petr,  And  you  good  fir  : pray  haue  you  not  a daughter 
cal’d  Katerina^  and  vertuous. 

Bap.  I haue  a daughter  fir,  cal’d  Katerina, 

Gre.  You  are  to  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Petr,  You  wrong  me  lignior  Gremioy  giue  me  leaue  t 
I am  a gentleman  of  Verona  fir. 

That  hearing  of  her  beau  tie,  and  her  wit. 

Her  affabiiitie  and  baflifull  modeftle : 

Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behauiour. 

Am  bold  to  fhew  myfelfe  a forward  guefl 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eie  the  witnefle 
Of  that  report,  which  I fo  oft  haue  heard, 

And  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 

I do  prefent  you  with  a man  of  mine 
Cunning  in  muficke,  and  the  mathematickes, 

To  inflruct  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences, 

Whereof  I know  flie  is  not  ignorant. 

Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong, 

His  name  is  Litioy  borne  in  Mantua, 
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Bap.  Y’are  welcome  fir,  and  he  for  your  good  fake : 

But  for  my  daughter  Katerine,  this  I know. 

She  is  not  for  your  turne  the  more  my  greife. 

Petr.  I fee  you  do  not  meane  to  part  with  her. 

Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  companie. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I fpeake  but  as  I finde. 

Whence  are  you  fir  ? what  may  I call  your  name, 

Petr.  is  my  name  yi/«^07zzVs'fonne, 

A man  well  knowne  throughout  all  Italy, 

Bap.  I know  him  well : you  are  welcome  for  his  fake. 

Gre.  Sauing  your  tale  Petruchio,  I pray  let  vs  that  are 
poore  petitioners  fpeake  too  ? Bacare,  you  are  meruaylous 
forward. 

\ * 

Petr.  Oh,  pardon  me  fignior  Cremio,  I would  faine  be 
doing. 

Gre.  I doubt  it  not  fir.  But  you  will  curfe 
Your  wooing  neighbors  : this  is  a guift 
Very  gratefull,  1 am  fure  of  it,  to  exprefie 
The  like  kindnelfe  myfeife,  that  haue  beene 
MoVe  kindely  beholding  to  you  then  any 
Freely  glue  vnto  this  yong  fcholler,  that  hath 
Beene  long  ftudying  at  Rhemes,  as  cunning 
In  GreekCf  Latine,  and  ether  languages. 

As  the  other  in  muficke  and  mathematickes  : 

His  name  is  Cambio  : pray  you  accept  his  ferulce. 

Bap.  A thoufand  thankes  fignior  Gremio: 

Welcome  good  Cambio,  But  gentle  fir, 

Methinke  you  walke  like  a firanger. 

May  I be  fo  bold  to  know  the  caufe  of  your  comming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  me  fir,  the  boldneffe  is  mine  owne, 

That  being  a firanger  in  this  citric  heere,  ^ 

Do  make  myfelfe  a futor  to  your  daughter, 

Vnto  Bianca,  faire  and  vertuous : 

Nor  is  your  firme  refolue,  vnknowne  to  mee, 
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In  the  preferment  of  the  eldefl:  fifler. 

This  libertie  is  all  that  I requeft, 

That  vpon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 

I may  haue  welcome  "mongfl  the  reft  that  woo. 

And  towards  the  education  of  your  daughters  : 

I heerc  beftow  a fi mple  inftrument. 

And  this  fmall  packet  of  Greeke  and  Latine  bookes  ’ 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great : 

Bap,  Lucentia  is  your  name  of  whence  I pray. 

Tra.  Of  Pi/a  hr,  fonne  to  Vincentio. 

Bap,  A mightie  man  P if  a by  report, 

I know  him  well : you  are  verie  welcome  fir : 

Take  you  the  lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  bookes. 

You  (hall  go  fee  your  pupils  prefently. 

Holla,  within. 

Enter  a Seruant, 

Sirrah,  lead  thefe  gentlemen 

To  my  daughters,  and  tell  them  both 

Thefe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  vfe  them  well. 

We  will  go  walke  a little  in  the  orchard, 

And  then  to  dinner  : you  are  palling  welcome. 

And  fo  I pray  you  all  to  thinke  yourfelues. 

Pet,  Signior  Baptifta,  my  bufinefie  alketh  hafte. 

And  euery  day  I cannot  come  to  woo, 

You  knew  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me, 

Left  folie  heire  to  all  his  lands  and  goods. 

Which  I haue  bettered  rather  than  decreaft. 

Then  tell  me,  if  I get  your  daughters  loue. 

What  dowrie  fliall  I haue  with  her  to  wife. 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  halfe  of  my  lands, 

And  in  pofiefiion  twentie  thoufand  crownes. 

Pet» 
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Pet.  And  for  that  dowrie,  lie  afTure  her  of 
Her  widdow-hood,  be  it  that  fhe  furuiue  me 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoeuer. 

Let  fpecialties  be  therefore  drawne  between  vs. 

That  couenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  I,  when  the  fpeciall  thing  is  well  obtain’d. 

That  is  her  loue  : for  that  is  all  in  ail. 

Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing  : for  I tell  you  father, 

I am  as  peremptorie  as  file  proud  minded  : 

And  where  two  raging  fires  meete  together. 

They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feedes  their  furle. 

Though  litle  fire  growes  great  with  litle  winde. 

Yet  extreme  guds  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 

So  I to  her,  and  fo  fhe  yeelds  to  me. 

For  I am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a babe. 

Bap.  Well  maid  thou  woo,  and  happie  be  thy  fpeed  ; 

But  be  thou  arm’d  for  fome  vn happie  words. 

Pet.  I to  the  proofe,  as  mountaines  are  for  windes. 

That  fhakes  not,  though  they  blow  perpetually 

. Enter  Hortenfio  'with  his  head  broke. 

Bap.  How  now  my  friend  why  dod  thou  looke  fo  pale  ? 
Hor.  For  feare  I promife  you,  if  I looke  pale. 

Bap.  What  will  my  daughter  proue  a good  mufitian  ? 

Hor.  I thinke  fhe’l  proue  a fouldier, 
iron  may  hold  with  her  but  neuer  lutes. 

Bap.  Why  then  thou  cand  not  breake  her  to  the  lute  ? 
Hor.  Why  no  for  fhe  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me  : 

I did  but  tell  her  fhe  midooke  her  frets. 

And  bow’d  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering. 

When  (with  a moid  impatient  diuellifli  fpirit) 

Frets  call  you  thefe  ? (quoth  die)  He  fume  with  them  : 

And  with  that  word  die  droke  me  on  the  head, 

VoL.  II.  D And 
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And  through  the  inftriiment  my  pate  made  way. 

And  there  I ftood  amazed  for  a while, 

As  on  a pillorie,  looking  through  the  lute, 

While  fhe  did  call  me  rafcall,  fidler, 

and  twangling  lacke,  with  twentie  luch  vilde  tearmes. 

As  had  fhe  Audied  to  mifufe  me  fo. 

Pet,  Now  by  the  world,  it  is  a luAie  wench, 

I loue  her  ten  times  more  then  ere  I did, 

Oh  how  I long  to  haue  fome  chat  with  her. 

Bap.  Well  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfited. 

Proceed  in  pra6life  with  my  yonger  daughter. 

She's  apt  to  learne,  and  thankefull  for  good  turnes  : 

Signior  PetriichiOy  will  you  go  with  vs. 

Or  fliall  I fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you. 

Exit.  Manet  Petruchiow 
Pet,  I pray  you  do.  He  attend  her  heere, 

And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  fhe  comes. 

Say  that  fhe  raile,  why  then  He  tell  her  plaine. 

She  fings  as  fweetly  as  a nightinghale  : 

Say  that  fhe  frowne,  He  fay  fhe  lookes  as  cleare 
As  morning  rofes  newly  wafht  with  dew  : 

Say  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeake  a word. 

Then  He  commend  her  volubility. 

And  fay  fhe  vttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 

If  fhe  do  bid  me  packe,  He  giue  her  thankes. 

As  though  fhe  bid  me  Aay  by  her  a weeke  : 

if  fhe  denie  to  wed,  He  craue  the  day 

When  I fhall  afke  the  banes,  and  when  be  married* 

But  heere  fhe  comes,  aud  now  Petruchio  fpeake. 

Enter  Katerina. 

Good  morrow  Kate,  for  thats  your  name  I heare. 

Kate,  Weil  haue  you  heard,  but  fome  thing  hard  of 
hearing  : 

They  call  me  Kaierine,  that  do  talke  of  me. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  You  lye  in  faith,  for  you  are  call’d  plain®  Kate, 

And  bony  KatCy  and  fomtimes  KaU  the  curft ; 

But  Kate,  the  prettied  Kate  in  Chrijiendomey 
Kate  of  Kate-hally  my  fuper'daintlc  Kate^ 

For  dainties  are  all  KateSy  and  therefore  KaU^ 

Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation. 

Hearing  thy  mildnefle  prais’d  in  euery  town^. 

Thy  vertues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  beau  tie  founded. 

Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 

Myfelfe  am  mou’d  to  woo  thee  for  my  We, 

Kate.  Mou’d  in  good  time,  let  him  that  mou’d  you  hither, 
Remoue  you  hence : I knew  you  at  the  fird 
You  were  a moueable. 

Pet.  Why,  what’s  a moueable  ? ^ 

Kate.  A ioyn’d  doole. 

Pet.  Thou  had  hit  it : con^  fit  on  me. 

Kate.  Afles  are  made  to  beare,  and  fo  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  beare,  and  fo  are  you* 

Kate.  No  fuch  iade  as  you,  if  me  you  meanc. 

Pet.  Alas  good  Katey  I will  not  burden  thee. 

For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  yong  and  light. 

Kate.  Too  light  for  fuch  a fwaine  as  you  to  catchy 
And  yet  as  heauie  as  my  waight  diould  be. 

Pet.  Shold  be,  diould : buzze. 

KaU.  Well  tane,  and  like  a buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh  dow- wing’d  turtle  (hall  a buzzard  take  thee  ? 

Kate.  I for  a turtle  as  he  takes  a buzzard. 

Pet.  0)me,  come  you  wafpc,  y ’faith  you  are  too  angrie- 

Kate.  If  I be  wafpidi,  bed  beware  my  ding. 

Pet.  My  remedy  is  then  to  plucke  it  out. 

Kate.  I,  if  the  foole  could  finde  it  where  it  lies. 

Pet.  Who  knowes  not  where  a wafpe  does  wearc  his  ding  ? 
In  his  taile. 
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Kate,  In  his  tongue  \ 

Pet,  Whofe  tongue. 

Kate,  Yours  if  you  talke  of  tailes,  and  fo  farewell. 

Pet,  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  taile. 

Nay,  come  againe,  good  Kate^  I am  a gentleman. 

Kate,  That  He  trie.  She Jirikes  him 

Pet,  I fweare  He  cuffe  you,  if  you  ftrike  againe. 

Kate,  So  may  you  loofe  your  armes. 

If  you  Hrike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman, 

And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then  no  armes. 

Pet.  A herald  Kate  ? oh  put  me  in  thy  bookes. 

Kate.  What  is  your  creft,  a-coxcombe  ? 

Pet.  A comblefTe  cocke,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 

Kate.  No  cocke  of  mine  you  crow  too  like  a crauen* 

Pet,  Nay  come  Kate  come  : you  mu  ft  not  looke  fo  fowre. 
Kate.  It  is  my  fafliion  when  I fee  a crab. 

Pet,  Why  heere’s  no  crab,  and  therefore  looke  not  fowre. 
Kate.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet,  Then  ftiew  it  mee. 

Kate,  Had  I a glafte,  I would. 

Pet,  What,  you  meane  my  face. 

Kate^  Well  aym’d  of  fuch  a yong  one. 

Pet.  Now  by  St,  George  I am  toa  yong  for  you. 

Kate.  Yet  you  are  wither’d. 

Pet.  ’Tis  with  cares. 

Kate.  I care  not. 

Pet,  Nay  heare  you  Kate.  In  footh  you  fcape  not  fo, 
Kate,  I chafe  you  if  I tarrie.  Let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a whit,  I find  you  pafting  gentle : 

’Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fullen. 

And  now  I finde  report  a very  lyar  : 

For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefomc,  palTing  courteous, 

But  flow  in  fpeech  : yet  fweete  as  fpring-time  flowers. 

Thou  cauft  not  frowne,  thou  canft  not  looke  afconce, 
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Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angrie  wenches  will, 

Nor  hall:  thou  pleafure  to  be  crolle  in  talke ; 

But  thou  with  mildnelTe  entertain’fl  thy  wooers. 

With  gentle  conference,  foft,  and  affable. 

Why  does  the  world  report  that  Kate  doth  limpe  ? 

Oh  fland’rous  world  : Kate  like  the  hazle  twig 
Is  flraight,  and  (lender,  and  as  browne  in  hue 
As  hazle  nuts,  and  Tweeter  then  the  kernels  : 

Oh  let  me  fee  thee  walke,  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kate.  Go  foole,  and  whom  thou  keep’ft  command. 
Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  To  become  a groue 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gate  : 

Oh  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate, 

And  then  let  Kate  be  chaff,  and  Dian  fportfull. 

Kate.  Where  did  you  ftudie  all  this  goodly  fpeech  ? 
Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother  wit. 

Kate.  A wittie  mother,  witleffe  elfe  her  Tonne. 

Pet.  Am  I not  wife  ? 

Kate.  Yes,  keepe  you  warme. 

Pet.  Marry  fo  I meane  fweete  Katherme  in  thy  bed  ; 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  afide. 

Thus  in  plaine  termes  : your  father  hath  confcnted 
That  you  fhall  be  my  wife  ; your  dowrie  greed  on. 
And  will  you,  nill  you,  I will  marry  you. 

Now  Kate,  I am  a hulband  for  your  turnc, 

For  by  this  light,  whereby  I fee  thy  beauty. 

Thy  beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well. 

Thou  mud:  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 

Enter  Baptiffa,  Gremio,  Tranio. 

For  lam  he  am  borne  to  tame  you  Kate, 

And  bring  you  from  a wilde  Kate  to  a Kate 
Conformable  as  other  hculhold  Kates  : 
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Heere  comes  your  father,  ncuer  make  deniall, 

I mulf,  and  will  haue  Katherine  to  my  wife. 

Bap.  Now  fignior  Petruchioy  how  fpeed  you  with  my 
daughter  ? 

Pet,  How  but  well  fir  ? how  but  well  ? 

It  were  impoffible  I fhould  fpeed  amiffe. 

Bap,  Why  how  now  daughter  Katherine,  in  your  dumps  ? 
Kat,  Call  you  me  daughter  ? now  I promife  you 
You  haue  fhewd  a tender  fatherly  regard. 

To  wi{h  me  wed  to  one  halfe  lunaticke, 

A mad-cap  ruffian  and  a fwearing  lacke, 

That  thinkes  with  oathes  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father  ’tis  thus,  yourfelfe  and  all  the  world 
That  talk’d  of  her,  haue  talk’d  amille  of  her  ; 

If  file  be  curft,  it  is  for  policie. 

For  ffiee’s  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  doue 
Shee  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morne. 

For  patience,  ffie  will  prone  a fecond  Grijfell, 

And  Roman  Lticrece  for  her  chahitie  : 

And  to  conclude,  we  haue  greed  fo  well  together. 

That  vpon  Sonday  is  the  wedding  day. 

Kate.  He  fee  thee  hang’d  on  Sonday  firll. 

Cre.  Hark  Petriichio,  ffie  fayes  ffice’ll  fee  thee  hang’d  firff. 
Tra.  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ? nay  then  god  night  our  part. 
Pet.  Be  patient  gentlemen,  I choofe  her  for  myfelfe. 

If  ffie  and  I be  pleas’d,  what’s  that  to  you  ? 

’Tis  bargain’d  twixt  vs  twaine  being  alone. 

That  ffie  ffiall  ftill  be  curfl  in  companie. 

I tell  you  ’tis  incredible  to  belieue 

How  much  ffie  loues  me  : oh  the  klndefl  Kate, 

Shee  hung  about  my  necke,  and  kiffie  on  kifle 
Shee  vi’d  fo  faff,  proteffing  oath  on  oath. 

That  in  a twinke  ffie  won  me  to  her  loue. 

Oh  you  are  nouices,  ’tis  a world  to  fee 
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How  tame  when  men  and  women  are  alone, 

A meacocke  wretch  can  make  the  curfleft  fhrew  ; 

Giue  me  thy  hand  Kate^  I will  vnto  Venice 
To  buy  apparell  ’gainfl  the  wedding  day  : 

Prouide  the  feaft  father,  and  bid  the  guefls, 

I will  be  fure  my  Katherine  (hall  be  fine. 

Bap,  I know  not  what  to  fay,  but  giue  me  your  hands, 
God  fend  you  ioy  Petruchio,  ’tis  a match. 

Gre.  Tra,  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  witnefles. 

Pet,  Father  and  wife,  and  gentlemen  adieu, 

I will  to  Venice,  Sonday  comes  apace, 

We  will  haue  rings,  and  things  and  fine  arrayr, 

And  kifie  me  Kate,  we  will  be  married  a Sonday. 

Exit  Petruchio  and  Katherine* 
Gre,  Was  euer  match  clapt  vp  fo  fodainly  ? 

Bap,  Faith  gentlemen  now  I play  a merchants  part. 

And  venture  madly  on  a defperate  mart. 

Tra,  'Twas  a commodity  lay  fretting  by  you, 

’Twill  bring  you  gaine,  or  perifh  on  the  feas. 

Bap,  The  gaine  I feeke,  is  quiet  me  the  match. 

Gre,  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a quiet  catch. 

But  now  Baptijia,  to  your  yonger  daughter. 

Now  is  the  day  we  long  haue  looked  for, 

I am  your  neighbour,  and  was  futor  firft. 

Tra*  And  I am  one  that  loue  Bianca  more 
Then  words  can  witneffe,  or  your  thoughts  can  gueffc. 

Gre*  Yongling  thou  canft  not  loue  fo  deare  as  1. 

Tra.  Gray-beard  thy  loue  doth  freeze. 

Gre,  But  thine  doth  frie. 

Skipper  (land  backe,  ’tis  age  that  nourilheth. 

Tra*  But  youth  in  ladies  eyes  that  flouriflieth. 

Bap*  Content  you  gentlemen,  I will  compound  this  Arifc 
’Tis  deeds  muft  win  the  prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  affure  my  daughter  greatefl  dower, 
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Shall  haue  my  Biancas  loue. 

Say  fignior  Gremioj  what  can  you  afliire  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  city 
Is  richly  furnifhed  with  plate  and  gold, 

Bafons  and  ewers  to  laue  her  dainty  hands  t 
My  hangings  all  of  Tirian  tapeftrie  : 

In  iuory  coffers  I haue  ffuft  my  crownes  : 

In  cipres  chefls  my  arras  counterpoints, 

Coflly  apparell,  tents,  and  canopies. 

Fine  linnen,  Turky  c'ufhions  boll  with  pearle, 

Vallens  of  Venice  gold,  in  needle  worke  : 

Pewter  and  brafle,  and  all  things  that  belongs 
To  houfe  or  houfe-keeping  : then  at  my  farme 
I haue  a hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pale, 

Six-fcore  fat  oxen  Handing  in  my  Halls, 

And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 

My  felfe  am  Hrooke  in  yeeres  I muH  confe/Ie, 

And  if  I die  to-morrow  this  is  hers 

ft 

If  whirH  I Hue  Hie  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  only  came  well  in  : fir,  liH  to  me, 

I am  my  fathers  heyre  and  onely  fonne. 

If  I may  haue  your  dairghter  to  my  wife. 

He  leaue  her  houfes  three  or  foure  as  good 
Within  rich  Pifa  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  fignior  Gremio  has  in  Padua, 

Befides  two  thoufand  duckets  by  the  yeere 
Of  fruitfull  land,  ail  which  Hiall  be  her  ioynter. 

What,  haue  I pincht  you  fignior  Gremio? 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  duckets  by  the  yeere  of  land. 
My  land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all : 

That  Hie  Hiall  haue,  befides  an  argoHe 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marcellus  roade  : 

What,  haue  I choakt  you  with  an  argofie 
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Tra»  Cremioy  ’tis  knowne  my  father  hath  no  leflc 
Then  three  great  argofies,  befides  two  galliafles 
And  twelue  tite  gallies,  thefe  I will  afTure  her. 

And  twice  as  much  what  ere  thou  offreft  next. 

Gre,  Nay,  I haue  offered  all,  I haue  no  more, 

And  file  can  haue  no  more  then  all  I haue. 

If  you  like  me,  fhe  fhall  haue  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the  world 
By  your  firme  promife,  Gremio  is  out-uied.  • 

Bap.  I muff  confefTe  your  offer  is  the  beft. 

And  let  your  father  make  her  the  afTurance, 

She  is  your  owne,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me  : 

If  you  fliould  die  before  him  where’s  her  dower  ? 

Tra.  That’s  but  a cauill : hee  is  olde,  1 yong. 

Gre,  And  may  not  yong  men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap.  Well  gentlemen,  I am  thus  refolu’d. 

On  Sonday  next,  you  know. 

My  daughter  Katherine  is  to  be  married  : 

Now  on  the  Sonday  following  fliail  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  yon,  if  you  make  this  afTurance  : 

If  not  to  fignior  Gremio : 

And  fo  I take  my  leaue,  and  thanke  you  both.  ^ Exit. 

Gre,  Adieu  good  neighbour  : now  I fcare  thee  not : 

Sirra,  yong  gamefler,  your  father  were  a foole 
Togiue  thee  all,  and  in  his  waining  age 
Set  foot  vnder  thy  table  : tut,  a toy. 

An  olde  Italian  foxe  is  not  fo  kinde  my  boy. 

Era.  A vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide. 

Yet  I haue  fac’d  it  with  a card  of  ten  : 

’Tis  in  my  head  to  doe  my  mafter  good  : 

I fee  no  reafon  but  fup pos’d  Lucent io 
Mufl:  get  a father,  call’d  fuppos’d  Vincent  io. 

And  that’s  a wonders  : father’s  commonly 
Doe  get  their  children  : but  in  this  cafe  of  wolng, 

A childc  fhall  get  a fire,  if  I faile  not  of  my  cunning. 


Exit. 


Exit. 

Adtus 
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A6lus  Tertla. 

Enter  Lucentio,  Hortentio,  and  Blanca. 

Luc.  Fidler  forbeare  you  grow  too  forward  fir, 

Haue  you  fo  foone  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  fifter  Katherine  welcom’d  you  withall. 

Hort.  But  wrangling  pedant  this  is 
The  patronefle  of  heauenly  harmony  : 

Then  glue  me  leaue  to  haue  prerogatiiie, 

And  when  in  muficke  we  haue  fpent  an  houre 
Your  leflure  lhall  haue  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc,  Prepofterous  afle  that  neuer  read  fo  farre. 

To  know  the  caufe  why  muficke  was  ordain’d : 

Was  it  not  to  refrelh  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  vfuall  paine  ? 

Then  glue  me  leaue  to  read  philofophy 
And  while  I paufe,  ferue  in  your  harmony. 

Hor.  Sirra,  I will  beare  thefe  braues  of  thine. 

Bian,  Why  gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong. 

To  ftriue  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  choice  : 

I am  no  breeching  fcholler  in  the  fchooles, 
lie  not  be  tied  to  houres,  nor  pointed  times. 

But  learne  my  lelTons  as  I pleafe  myfclfe, 

And  to  cut  off  all  flrife  heere  fit  we  downe. 

Take  you  the  inftrument,  play  you  the  whiles. 

His  lecture  will  be  done  ere  you  haue  tun'd. 

jlort.  You’ll  leaue  his  leflure  when  I am  in  tune  ? 

Luc,  That  will  be  neuer,  tune  your  inftrument. 

Bian,  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc,  Heere  madam  : Hie  that  Jimois,  hie  eft  f^geri^  telus, 
hie  fteterat  ^riami  regia  celfafenis, 

Bian,  Confter  them. 

Luc. 
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Ltic,  Hie  ibat,  as  I told  you  before  Simois,  I am  Lucentio, 
hie  eji,  fonne  vnto  Vineentio  of  Pifay  Sigeria  telluSy  difguifed 
thus  to  get  your  loue,  hie  fteteraty  and  that  Lucenth  that 
comes  a wooing  Priami,  is  my  man  Tranio,  regia^  bearing 
my  port,  eelfa,  fenis  that  we  might  beguile  the  old  pantalowne. 

Hor.  Madam  my  inftrument’s  in  tune. 

Bian,  Let’s  heare,  oh  fie  the  treble  iarres. 

Lite,  Spit  in  the  hole  man,  and  tunc  againe. 

BiaJi,  Now  let  mee  fee  if  I can  confter  it.  Hie  ibat  fimoisy 
I know  you  not,  hie  ejl  figeria  telluSy  I trufl  you  not,  hicjta- 
terat  priami  take  heede  he  heare  vs  not,  regia  prefume  not, 
eelfa  fenis  difpaire  not. 

Hor,  Madam,  ’tis  now  in  tunc. 

Luc,  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hor,  The  bafe  is  right,  ’tis  the-  bafe  knaue  that  iarres, 

Luc,  How  fierie  and  forward  our  pedant  is, 

Now  for  my  life  the  knaue  doth  court  my  loue, 

Pedafeuky  He  watch  you  better  yet : 

In  time  I may  belieue  yet  I miHruH. 

Bian,  Miflrufl  it  not,  for  fure  JEacides, 

Was  Aiax  cal’d  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

Hort,  I muft  beleeue  my  mafler,  elfe  I promife  you, 

I fhould  be  arguing  Hill  vpon  that  doubt. 

But  let  it  rcH,  now  Litio  to  you  : 

Good  maHer  take  it  not  vnkindly  pray 
That  I haue  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hort,  You  may  go  walke,  and  giue  me  leaue  a while. 

My  lefTons  make  no  muficke  in  three  parts. 

Luc,  Are  you  fo  formall  fir,  well  I muH  waite 
And  watch  withall,  for  but  I be  deceiu’d, 

Our  fine  mufition  groweth  amorous. 

Hor,  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inHrument, 

To  learne  the  order  of  my  fingering, 

I muH  begin  with  rudiments  of  art, 
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To  teach  you  gamoth  in  a briefer  fort, 

More  pleafant,  pithy  and  elfeffuall. 

Then  hath  beene  taught  by  any  of  my  trade. 

And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairely  drawne. 

Bian.  Why,  I am  paft  my  gamouth  long  agoe. 

Bor.  Yet  read  the  gamouth  of  Hortentio. 

Bian.  Gamouth  I am  the  ground  of  all  accord : 

B re,  to  plead  Hortenfw's  paflion  : 

Deeme,  Bianca  take  him  for  thy  lord 
C faiit,  that  loues  with  all  affedion  : 

D Jol  re,  one  clifFe,  two  notes  haue  I,  ^ 

Ela  mi,  hiow  pi  tty  or  I die. 

Call  you  this  gamouth  i tut  I like  it  not, 

Old  falhions  pleafe  me  bell,  I am  not  fo  nice 
To  charge  true  rules  for  old  inuentions. 

Enter  a Mejfenger, 

Nicke.  MiflrelTe  your  father  prayes  you  leaue  your  bookes. 
And  helpe  to  drefle  your  hflers  chamber  vp,  . * 

You  know  to  morrow  is  the  wedding  day. 

Bian.  Farewell  fweete  mailers  both,  I mull  be  gon. 

Luc.  Faith  miftrelTe  then  I haue  no  caufe  to  hay. 

Bor.  But  I haue  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant, 

Methinkes  he  lookes  as  though  he  was  in  loue  : 

Yet  if  thy  thoughts  Bianca  be  fo  humble 
To  cah  thy  wandring  eies  on  euery  hale : 

Seize  thee  that  lih,  if  once  I finde  thee  ranging, 

Bortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  Exit. 

Enter  Baptiha,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Katherine,  Bianca,  and 

others,  attendants . 

Bap.  Signior  Lucentio,  this  is  the  pointed  day  * 

That  Katherine  and  Petruchio  fhould  be  married, 

And  yet  we  heare  not  of  our  fonne  in  law  : 
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What  will  be  faid,  what  mockery  will  it  be  ? 

To  want  the  bride-groome  when  the  priefl:  attends 
To  fpeake  the  ceremoniall  rites  of  marriage  ? 

What  faies  Liicentio  to  this  lhame  of  ours  ? 

Kate,  No  fhame  but  mine  : I mull  forfooth  be  forft 
To  giue  my  hand  oppos’d  againll  my  heart 
Vnto  a mad-braine  rudefby  full  of  fpleene. 

Who  woo’d  in  hade,  and  meanes  to  wed  at  leifure 
I told  you  I,  he  was  a franticke  foole. 

Hiding  his  bitter  ieds  in  blunt  behauiour. 

And  to  be  noted  for  a merry  man  ; 

Hee’ll  wooe  a thoufand,  point  the  day  of  marriage, 

Make  friends,  innite,  and  proclaime  the  banes,  ' 

Yet  neuer  meanes  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo’d  : 

Now  mud  the  world  point  at’poore  Katherine, 

And  fay,  loe,  there  is  mad  Petruchi6*s  wife 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marrie  her. 

Tra.  Patience  good  Katherine  and  Baptijla  too, 

‘Vpon  my  life  Petruchio  meanes  but  well. 

What  euer  fortune  dayes  him  from  his  word. 

Though  he  be  blunt,  I knew  him  paffing  wife. 

Though  he  be  merry,  yet  withall-he’s  honed. 

' Kate,  Would  Katherine  had  neuer  feen  though. 

Exit  vjeepmg. 

Bap,  Go  girle,  I cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weepe. 

For  fuch  an  iniurie  would  vexe  a verie  faint. 

Much  more  a fhrew  of  impatient  humour. 

E?iter  Biondello. 

Bion,  Mader,  mader,  newes,  and  fuch  newes  as  you  neuer 
heard  of. 

Bap,  Is  it  new  and  old  top  ? how  may  that  be  ? 

Bion,  Why,  is  it  not  newes  to  hearc  of  Petriichio's  com- 
mlng  ? 

Bap, 
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• Bap.  Is  he  come  ? 

Bion,  Why  no  fir 

Bap.  What  then  ? 

Bion.  He  is  comming. 

Bap*  When  will  he  be  heerc  ? 

Bion.  When  he  flands  where  I am,  and  Tees  you  there, 

Tra.  But  fay,  what  to  thine  olde  newes  ? 

Bion.  Why  Peiruchio  is  comming,  in  a new  hat  and  an 
olde  ierkin,  a paire  of  old  breeches  thrice  turn’d  ; a paire  of 
bootes  that  haue  been  candle-cafes,  one  buckled,  another 
lac’d  ; an  old  ruBy  fword  tane  out  of  the  towne  armory,  with 
a broken  hilt,  and  chapelelfe  : with  two  broken  points : his 
horfe  hip’d  with  an  olde  mothy  faddle,  and  ftirrops  of  no 
kindred  : befides  polleft  with  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe 
in  the  chine,  troubled  with  the  lampaffe,  infefled  with  the 
falhions,  full  of  windegalls,  fped  with  fpauins,  raied  with  the 
yellowes,  pall:  cure  of  the  hues,  ffarke  fpoyl’d  with  the  Bag- 
gers, begnawne  with  the  bots,  waid  in  the  backe,  and  fhoul- 
der-lhotten,  neere  leg’d  before,  and  with  a halfe-checkt  bitte, 
and  a headBall  of  Iheepes  leather,  which  being  reBrained  to 
keepe  him  from  Bumbling,  hath  been  often  burB,  and  now 
repaired  with  knots  ; one  girth  fixe  times  peec’d,  and  a wo- 
mans crupper  of  velure  which  hath  two  letters  for  her  name, 
fairely  fet  down  in  Buds,  and  heere  and  there  peec*d  with 
packthreed. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Bion,  Oh  fir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  world  caparifon’d  like 
the  horfe  : with  a linnen  Bock  on  one  leg,  and  a kerfey  boot 
hofe  on  the  other,  gartred  with  a red  and  blew  liB ; an  old 
hat,  and  the  humor  of  fourty  fancies  prickt  in’t  for  a feather  : 
a monBer,  a very  monBer  in  apparell,  and  not  like  a chriBian 
foot-boy,  or  a gentlemans  lacky. 

Tra.  ’Tis  fome  old  humor  pricks  him  to  this  falhion,  yet 
oftentimes  he  goes  but  meane  apparel’d. 
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Sap,  I am  glad  he’s  come,  howfoere  he  comes. 

Bion,  Why  fir,  he  comes  not. 

Bap.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  comes  ? 

Bion»  Who,  that  Petruchio  came  ? 

Bap.  I,  that  Petruchio  came. 

Bion.  No  fir,  I fay  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on  his  backc. 
Bap.  Why  that’s  all  one. 

Bion.  Nay  by  S.  lamyy  I hold  you  a penny,  a horfe  and  a 
man  is  more  then  one,  and  yet  not  many. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Come  where  be  thcfe  gallants  ? who’s  at  home  ? 

Bap.  You  are  welcome  fir. 

Pet,  And  yet  I come  not  well. 

Bap,  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  fo  well  apparel ’d*  as  I wifh  you  were.  ' 

Pet.  Were  it  better  I Ihould  rulh  in  thus  : 

But  where  is  Kate  ? where  is  my  louely  bride  ? 

How  does  my  father  ? gentles  nae  thinkes  you  frowne, 

And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company, 

As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument. 

Some  commet,  or  vnufuall  prodigie  : 

Bap.  Why  fir,  you  know  this  is  your  wedding  day : 

Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come. 

Now  fadder  that  you  come  fo  vnprouided  : 

Fie,  doff  this  habit,  (hame  to  your  eidate. 

An  eye-fore  to  our  folemne  felliuall. 

Tra.  And  tell  vs  what  occafion  of  Import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detain’d  you  from  your  wife. 

And  fent  you  hither  fo  vnlike  yourfelfe  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  heare, 
Sufficeth  I am  come  to  keepe  my  word. 

Though  in  fome  part  inforced  to  digrefle, 

Which  at  more  leifure  I will  fo  excufe, 
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As  you  fhall  well  be  fatisfied  withall. 

But  where  is  Kate  F I flay  too  long  from  her, 

The  morning  weares,  ’tis  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra,  See  not  your  bride  in  thefe  vnreuerent  robes, 

Goe  to  my  chamber,  put  on  clothes  of  mine. 

Pet.  Not  I,  bclieue  me,  thus  Ilevifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus  I trull:  you  will  not  marrie  her. 

Petr.  Good  footh  euea  thus  : therefore  ha  done  with  words. 

To  me  Ihe’s  married  not  vntb  my  clothes  : 

Could  I repaire  what  llie  will  weare  in  me. 

As  I can  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 

’Twere  well  for  Kate^  and  better  for  myfelfe. 

But  what  a foole  am  I to  chat  with  you. 

When  I Ihould  bid  good  morrow  to  my  bride  I 

And  feale  the  title  with  a lonely  kilTe.  Exit, 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire. 

We  will  perfwade  him  be  it  poflible, 

\ 

To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bap%  He  after  him,  and  fee  the  euent  of  this.  Exit, 

Tra.  But  fir,  loue  concerneth  vs  to  adde 
Her  fathers  liking,  which  to  bring  to  palfe 
As  before  imparted  to  your  worfliip, 

I am  to  get  a man  what  ere  he  be. 

It  Ikills  not  much,  weele  fit  him  to  our  turne, 

And  he  fliall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa^ 

And  make  alTurance  heere  in  Padua 
Of  greater  fummes  then  I haue  promifed. 

So  lhall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope, 

And  marrie  fweete  Bianca  with  confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchoolmafter 
Doth  watch  Bianca's  Heps  fo  narrowly  : 

’Twere  good  raethinkes  to  fteale  our  marriage, 
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'Which  once  perform’d,  let  all  the  world  fay  no. 

He  keepe  mine  owns  defpite  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  wee  meaiie  to  looke  into, 

And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinelTe, 

Wee’l  ouer* reach  the  graybeard  Gremio^ 

The  narrow  prying  father  Minolay 
The  quaint  rhufitian,  amorous  Litioy 
All  for  my  mailers  fake  Liicentio. 

Enter  Gremlo. 

Signior  Gremioy  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  ere  I came  from  fchoole. 

Tra,  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  comming  home  ? 
Gre'^  A bridegroome  fay  you  ? ’tis  a groome  indeed, 

A grumling  groome,  and  that  the  girle  fhall  finde. 

Tra.  Curlier  then  £he,  why  ’tis  impoffible. 

Gre.  Why  he’s  a deuill,  a deuill,  a very  fiend. 

Tra.  Why  file’s  a deuil,  a deuill,  the  deuills  damme. 

Gre.  Tut,  file’s  a lambe,  a doue,  a foole  to  him: 

Tie  tell  you  fir  Lucentio  ; when  the  priefl 
Should  alke  if  Katherine  fiiould  be  his  wife, 

I,  by  goggs  woones  quoth  he,  and  fwore  fo  loud, 

That  all  amaz’d,  the  priefl  let  fall  the  booke. 

And  as  he  Hoop’d  againe  to  take  it  vp, 

This  mad-brain’d  bridegroome  tooke  him  fuch  a cufie. 

That  down  fell  priefl  and  booke,  and  booke  and  priefl. 

Now  take  them  vp  quoth  he  if  any  lifl. 

Tra.  What  faid  the  wench  when  be  rofe  againe  t 
Gre.  Trembled  and  fhooke  for  why  he  flamp’d  and  fwore, 
as  if  the  vicar  ment  to  cozen  him  : but  after  many  ceremonies 
done,  he  calls  for  wine,  a health  quoth  he,  as  if  he  had  been 
aboord  carowfing  to  his  mates  after  a florme,  qnaft  off  the 
mufcadell,  and  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fextons  face : hauing 
VoL.  II.  E no 
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no  other  reafon  but  that  his  beard  grew  thinne  and  hungerly, 
and  feem’d  to  afke  him  fops  as  he  was  drinking.  This  done, 
he  tooke  the  bride  about  the  neck  and  kift  her  lips  with  fuch 
a clamorous  fmacke,  that  at  the  parting  all  the  church  did 
eccho : and  I feeing  this,  came  thence  for  very  fhame,  and 
after  mee  I know  the  rout  is  comming,  fuch  a mad  marriage 
neuer  was  before  : harke,  harke  I heare  the  minflrels,  play. 

Muftcke  fAayes, 

Enter  Petruchio,  Kate,  Bianca,  Hortenfio,  Baptifta. 

Eetr.  Gentlemen  and  friends  I thanke  you  for  your  pains, 

I know  you  thinke  to  dine  with  mee  to  day. 

And  haue  prepar’d  great  Bore  of  wedding  cheere. 

But  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  mee  hence. 

And  therefore  heere  I meane  to  take  my  leaue. 

Bap,  Is’t  poffible  you  will  away  to  night  ? 

Pet.  I muB  away  to  day  before  night  come. 

Make  it  no  wonder  : if  you  knew  my  buBneffe, 

You  would  intreate  me  rather  goe  then  Bay : 

And  honeB  company,  I thanke  you  all. 

That  haue  beheld  me  giue  away  myfelfe 
To  this  moB  patient,  fweete,  and  vertuous  wife. 

Dine  with  my  father,  drinke  a health  to  mee. 

For  I muB  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 

Tra,  Let  vs  intreate  you  Bill  after  dinner. 

Pet,  It  may  not  be. 

Cm,  Let  me  intreate  you. 

Pet,  It  cannot  be. 

Kat.  Let  me  intreate  you. 

Pet,  I am  content. 

Kat.  Are  you  content  to  Bay  ? 

Pet.  1 am  content  you  fliall  intreate  me  Bay, 

But  yet,  not  Bay,  intreate  me  how  you  can. 

Kat,  Now  if  you  loue  me  Bay. 

Pet^ 
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Pet.  Griimio,  myhorfe. 

Gru.  I fir  they  be  ready,  the  oates  haue  eaten  the  hoiTes. 
Kat.  Nay  then. 

Doe  what  thou  canfl,  I will  not  goe  to  day. 

No,  nor  to-morrow,  hot  till  I pleafe  myfelfe. 

The  dore  is  open  fir,  there  lies  your  way. 

You  may  be  iogging  whiles  your  bootes  are  greene  : 

For  mee,  He  not  be  gone  till  I pleafe  myfelfe, 

’Tis  like  you’ll  proue  a lolly  furly  groome. 

That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O Kate  content  thee  prethee  be  not  angrie. 

Kate.  I will  be  angry,  what  haft  thou  to  doe  ? 

Father,  be  quiet,  he  ftiall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Gre.  I marrie  fir,  now  it  begins  to  worke. 

Kat.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridall  dinner, 

I fee  a woman  may  be  maide  a foole 
If  flie  had  not  a fpirit  to  refill:. 

Pet.  They  ftiall  go  forward  Kate  at  thy  command, 

Obey  the  bride  you  that  attend  on  her. 

Goe  to  the  feaft,  reuell  and  domineere, 

Carowfe  full  meafure  to  her  maiden -head. 

Be  madde  and  merry,  or  goe  hang  yourfelues: 

But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  ftie  muft  with  me  : 

Nay,  looke  not  big,  nor  ftampe,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 

I will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  owne, 

Shee  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  ftie  is  my  houfe, 

My  houfhold-ftufte,  my  field  my  barne. 

My  horfe,  my  oxe,  my  affe,  my  any  thing, 

And  heere  ftiee  ftands,  touch  her  who  euer  dare’. 

He  bring  mine  aftion  on  the  proudeft  he 

That  flops  my  way  in  Padua  : Grumia 

Draw  forth  thy  weapon,  wee  are  befet  with  theeues, 

Refeue  thy  miftrefte  if  thou  be  a man  : 
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Feare  not  fweete  wench,  they  fhall  not  touch  thee  Kate, 

He  buckler  thee  againfl  a million.  Exeunt  Pet.  Kat. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  goe,  a couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Cre,  Went  they  not  quickly,  I fliould  die  with  laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  matches  neuer  was  the  like. 

Luc.  MiftrelTe,  what’s  your  opinion  of  your  filler  ? 

Bian,  That.being  mad  herfelfe,  fhe’s  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I wan'ant  him  Petruchio  is  Rated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,  though  bride  and  bride- 
For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table,  (groom  wants 

You  know  there  wants  no  iunckets  at  the  feafl : 

Lucentio  you  fhall  fupply  the  bridegroomes  place. 

And  let  Bianca  take  her  fillers  roome. 

Tra.  Shall  fweete  Bianca  pra6life  how  to  bride  it  \ 

Bap.  She  fliall  Lucentio : come  gentlemen  let’s  goe. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Grumio. 

Gru.  Fie  fie  on  all  tired  iades,  on  all  mad  mailers,  and  all 
foule  waies : was  euer  man  fo  beaten  \ was  euef  man  fo  raied  \ 
was  euer  man  fo  weary  ? I am  fent  before  to  make  a fire, ’and 
they  are  comming  after  to  warme  them  : now  were  not  I a lide 
pot,  and  foone  hot ; my  very  lippes  might  freeze  to  my 
teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roofe  of  my  mouth,  my  heart  in  my 
belly,  ere  I Ihould  come  by  a fire  to  thaw  mee,  but  I with 
blowing  the  fire  lhall  warme  myfelfe : for  confidering  the 
weather,  a taller  man  then  I will  take  cold  ; holla,  hoa 
Curtis. 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  thats  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A piece  of  ice : if  thou  doubt  it,  thou  maill  Hide 
from  my  Ihoulder  to  my  heele,  with  no  greater  a run  but  my 
head  and  my  necke,  A fire  good  Curtis. 

Cur. 
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Cur*  Is  my  mafler  and  his  wife  comming  Grwnio  ? 

Gru.  Oh  I Burtis  I,  and  therefore  fire,  fire,  caff  on  no  water. 

Cur.  Is  (he  fo  hot  a flirew  as  fhe’s  reported  ? 

Gru.  She  was  good  Curtis  before  this  froff  ; but  thou 
know’ft  winter  tames  man,  woman,  and  beaff ; for  it  hath 
tam’d  my  olde  maffer,  and  my  new  miflris,  and  myfelfe  fellow 
Curtis. 

Cur.  Away  you  three  inch  foole  ; I am  no  beaff. 

Gru.  Am  I but  three  inches  ? Why  thy  home  is  a foot  and 
fo  long  am  I at  the  leafl.  But  wilt  thou  make  a tire  or  fhall 
I complaine  on  thee  to  our  miftris,  whofe  hand  (fhe  being 
now  at  hand)  thou  (halt  foone  feele,  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for 
being  flow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Cur.  I pretheegood  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the  world? 

Cru.  A cold  world  Curtis  in  euery  office  but  thine,  and 
therefore  fire  : doe  thy  dutie,  and  haue  thy  dutie,  for  my 
mafler  and  miflris  are  allmofl  frozen  to  death. 

Cur.  There’s  fire  readie,  and  therefore  good  Griimio  the 
newes. 

Gru.  Why  lacke  boy,  ho  boy,  and  as  much  newes  as  thou 
wilt. 

Cur.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  conicatching. 

Gru.  Why  therefore  fire,  for  I haue  caught  extreme  cold. 
Where’s  the  cookc,  is  fupper  readie,  the  houfe  trim’d,  rufhes 
flrew’d,  cobwebs  fwept,  the  feruingmen  in  their  new  fuftion, 
the  white  flockings,  and  euery  officer  his  wedding  garment 
on?  iht  lackes  faire  within,  the  6’;7j  faire  without,  the 
carpets  laide,  and  euery  thing  in  order  ? 

Cur.  All  ready : and  therefore  I pray  thee  newes. 

Gru.  Firfl  known  my  horfe  is  tired,  my  mafler  and  miflris 
falne  out. 

Cur.  How  ? 
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Cru,  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  durt,  and  thereby  hangs 
a tale.' 

Cur.  Let’s  ha’t  good  Grumio. 

Gru*  Lend  thine  eare. 

Cur.  Heere. 

Grii.  There. 

Cur.  This  ’tis  to  feele  a tale,  not  to  heare  a tale. 

Grii,'  And  therefore  ’tiscal’d  a fenfible  tale  : and  thiscuffe 
was  but  to  knocke  at  your  eare,  and  befeech  liflning  : now  I 
begin  inprimis  we  came  downe  a foule  hill,  rny  mailer  riding 
behinde  my  miflris. 

Cur.  Both  of  one  horfe  ? 

Gru.  What’s  that  to  thee  I 

Cur.  Why  a horfe. 

Cfu.  Tell  thou  the  tale:  but  hadH  thou  not  crofl  me, 
thou  Ihouldll  haue  heard  how  her  horfe  fell,  and  Ihe  vnder 
her  horfe  : thou  Ihouldll  haue  heard  in  how  miery  a place, 
how  Ihe  was  bemoil’d,  how  he  left  her  with  the  horfe  vpon 
her,  how  he  beate  me  becaufe  her  horfe  humbled,  how  Ihe 
waded  through  the  durt  to  plocke  him  off  me  : how  he 
fwore,  how  fhe  prai’d,  that  neuer  prai’d  before  : how  I cri- 
ed, how  the  horfes  ranne  away,  how  her  bridle  was  burll ; 
how  I loll  my  crupper,  with  many  thinges  of  worthy  memo, 
rie,  which  now  Ihall  die  in  obliuion,  and  thou  returne  vnex- 
perienc’d  to  the  graue. 

Cur.  By  this  reckning  he  more  Ihrew  than  fhe. 

Gru.  I,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudell  of  you  all  Ihall 
finde  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talke  I of  this  ? Call 
forth  Nathdnielly  lofephj  Nicholas y Phillip y TValter,  Sugerfop 
and  the  refl : let  their  heads  bee  flickely  comb’d,  their  blew 
coats  brulli’d,  and  their  garters  of  an  indifferent  knit,  let  them 
CLirtfie  with  their  left  legges,  and  not  prefume  to  touch  a 
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halre  of  my  maflers  horfe-taile  till  they  kilTe  their  hands. 
Are  they  all  readle  ? 

Ciir,  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Cur.  Doe  you  heare  ho  ? you  mull  meete  my  malfler  to 
countenance  my  miflris. 

Gru.  Why  (he  hath  a face  of  her  owne. 

Cur.  Who  knowes  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou  it  feemes,  that  calls  for  company  to  counte- 
nance her. 

Cur.  I call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter  four  e or  fine  feruingmen. 

Gru.  Why  (he  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 

Nat.  Welcome  home  Grumio. 

Phil.  How  now  Grumio. 
lof.  What  Grumio. 

Nick.  Fellow  Grumio. 

Nat.  How  now  old  lad. 

Gru.  Welcome  you ; how  now  you  : what  you  : fellow 
you  : and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now  my  fprucc  compa- 
nions, is  all  readie,  and  all  things  neate  ? 

Nat.  All  things  is  readie,  how  neere  is  our  mafter 

Gru.  E’ne  at  hand,  alighted  by  this  : and  therefore  be  not 

Cdckes  palTion,  filence,  I heere  my  mailer. 

I 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaues  ? what  no  man  at  doore 
To  hold  my  Airrop,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ? 

Where  is  Nathaniell,  Gregory,  Phillips 
All  fcr*  Heeae,  heere  fir,  heere  fir. 
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Pet,  Heere  fir,  heere  fir,  heere  fir,  heere  fir.  , 

You  logger-headed  and  vnpollifht  groomes  : 

What  ? no^ attendants  ? no  regard  ? no  dutie  ? 

Where  is  the  foolifn  knaue  I lent  before  ? 

Cru,  Heere  fir,  as  foolifii  as  I was  before. 

Pet.  You  pezant,  fwalne,  you  horfon  malt-horfc  drudg 
Did  I not  bid  thee  meete  me  in  the  Parke, 

And  bring  along  thefe  rafcall  knaues  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniels  coat  fir  was  not  fully  made. 

And  Gabriels  pumpes,  were  all  vnpinkt  i’th  heele  : 

There  was  no  linke  to  colour  Peters  hat, 

And  Walters  dagger  was  not  come  from  Iheathing : 

Thefe  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Rafe  and  Gregorie, 

The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggerly. 

Yet  as  they  are,  heere  they  are  come  to  meete  you. 

Pet.  Go  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fupper  in.  Ex.fer. 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I led  > 

Where  are  thofe  ? Sit  downe  Kate, 

And  welcome.  Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud. 

Enter  feruants  'with  fupper. ' 

Why  when  I fay  ? Nay  good  fweete  Kate  be  merrie. 

Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogues  : you  villaines,  when  I 
It  'was  the  friar  of  orders  gray. 

As  hefo^th  'walked  on  his  'way. 

Out  you  rogue,  you  plucke  my  foot  awrie. 

Take  that,  and  mend  the  plucking  of  the  other. 

Be  merrie  Kate  : fome  water  heere  : what  hoa. 

Enter  one  unth  'water. 

Where’s  my  fpaniel  T^roilus  ? Sirra,  get  you  hence, 

And  bid  my  cozen  Ferdinand  come  hither  : 

One 
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One  Kate  that  you  mufl:  kuTe,  and  be  acquainted  with. 

Where  are  my  flippers  ? (hall  1 haue  fome  water  ? 

Come  Kate  and  wafli,  and  welcome  heartily  ; 

You  horfon  villaine,  will  you  let  it  fall  i 

Kate,  Patience  I pray  you,  *twas  a fault  vn willing. 

Pet.  A horfon  beetle-headed  flap-ear’d  knaue  : 

Come  Kate  fit  downe,  I know  you  haue  a flomack. 

Will  you  giue  thankes,  fweete  Kate^  or  elfe  Ihall  I ? 

What’s  this,  mutton  ? 

I Ser.  I. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it  ? 

Peter.  I. 

Pet.  ’Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat 
What  dogges  are  thefe  ? where  is  the  rafcall  cooke  ? 

How  durft  you  villaines  bring  it  from  the  drefler 
And  feme  it  thus  to  me  that  lone  it  not  ? 

Th^re,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups,  and  all : 

You  heedlefle  iolt-heads  and  vnmanner’d  flaues.  ^ 

What,  do  you  grumble  ? He  be  with  you  Hraight. 

Kate.  I pray  you  hulband  be  not  fo  difquiet. 

The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I tell  thee  Kate^  ’twas  burnt  and  dried  away. 

And  I expreflefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it : 

For  it  engenders  choller,  planteth  anger. 

And  better  ’twere  that  both  of  vs  did  faft, 

Since  of  ourfelues,  ourfelues  are  chollericke. 

Then  feede  it  with  fuch  ouer-rofled  flefh : 

Be  patient,  to  morrow ’t  fhall  be  mended, 

And  for  this  night  we’l  faft  for  companie. 

Come  I will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridall  chamber.  Exeunt, 
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Enter  feruaiits  fever  ally, 

Nat.  Peter  didll  euer  fee  the  like. 

Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  owne  humor. 

CrumiOf  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis  a feruant. 

Cur.  In  her  chamber,  making  a fermon  of  continencle  ta 
her,  and  railes,  and  fweares,  and  rates,  that  fhe  (poorc 
foule)  knowes  not  which  way  to  Hand,  to  looke,  to  fpeake, 
and  fits  as  one  new  rifen  from  a dreame.  Away,  away,  for 
he  is  comming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Thus  haue  I politickely  begun  my  reigne. 

And  ’tis  my  hope  to  end  fucceffefully  : , 

My  faulcon  now  is  Iharpe,  and  paffing  emptie. 

And  till  ^lie  Hoope,  fhe  muH  not  be  full  gorg’d, 

For  then  fhe  neuer  lookes  vpon  her  lure. 

Another  way  I haue  to  man  my  haggard, 

'I'o  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keepers  call : 

That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  kites. 

That  baite,  and  beate,  and  will  not  be  obedient : 

She  eate  no  meate  to  day,  nor  none  fhall  eate. 

Laft  night  fhe  flept  not,  nor  to  night  fhe  fhall  not : 

As  with  the  meat,  fome  vndeferued  fault 
He  finde  about  the  making  of  the  bed. 

And  heere  He  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  boulfler. 

This  way  the  couerlet,  another  way  the  fheets  : 

I,  and  amid  this  hurly  I intend. 

That  all  is  done  in  reuerend  care  of  her. 

And  in  conclufion,  fhe  fhall  watch  all  night, 

'And  if  file  chance  to  nod.  He  raile  and  brawle. 

And  with  the  efamour  keepe  her  fliU  awake  : 
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This  is  a way  to  kill  a wife  with  kindnefle. 

And  thus  He  curbe  her  mad  and  headftrong  humors 
He  that  knowes  better  how  to  tame  a flirew. 

Now  let  him  fpeake,  ’tis  charitie  to  (liew.  Exit, 

Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Is’t  poffible  friend  LifiOj  that  milfris  Bianca 
Doth  fancie  any  other  but  Lucentio^ 

I tell  you  hr,  Ihe  beares  me  faire  in  hand. 

Luc.  Sir,  to  fatishe  you  in  what  I haue  faid. 

Stand  by,  and  marke  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bor.  Now  miflris  profit  you  in  what  .you  read  ? 

Bian.  What  mailer  reade  you  firil:,  refolue  me  that  ? 

Hor.  I read,  that  I profefle  the  art  to  loue. 

Bian.  And  may  you  proue  hr  maher  of  your  art. 

Luc.  While  you  fweete  deere  proue  mihrehe  of  my  heart. 

Hor.  Quicke  proceeders  marry,  now  tell  me  I pray, 

You  that  durh:  fweare  that  your  mihris  Bianca 
Lou’d  me  in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightfull  loue,  vneonhant  womankind, 

I tell  thee  Lifio  this  is  wonderfull. 

Hor.  Miilake  no  more,  I om  not  Lifio, 

Nor  a muhtian  as  I feeme  to  bee. 

But  one  that  fcorne  to  Hue  in  this  difguife. 

For  fuch  a one  as  leaues  a gentleman, 

And  makes  a god  of  fuch  a cullion. 

Know  hr,  that  I am  call’d  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio,  I haue  often  heard 
Of  your  intire  afFeflion  to  Bianca, 

And  hnce  mine  eyes  are  witnehe  of  her  lightnefle. 
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I will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 

Forfweare  Biancay  and  her  loue  for  euer. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kiffe  and  court  : fignior  Lucentio, 
Heere  is  my  hand,  and  heere  I firmly  vow, 

Neuer  to  woo  her  more,  but  do  forfw^eare  her 
As  one  vnworthy  all  the  former  fauors 
That  I haue  fondly  flatter’d  them  withall. 

Tra.  And  heere  I take  the  like  vnfained  oath, 

Neuer  to  marrie  with  her,  though  (he  would  intreate. 

Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaflly  fhe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  world  but  he  had  quite  forfwornc 
For  me,  that  I may  furely  keepe  mine  oath. 

^ I will  be  married  to  a wealthy  widdow. 

Ere  three  dayes  pafle,  which  hath  as  long  lou’d  me. 

As  I haue  lou’d  this  proud  difdainfull  haggard. 

And  fo  farewell  fignior  Lucentioy 

Kindnefle  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  lookes 

Shall  win  my  loue,  and  fo  I take  my  leaue. 

In  refoluiion,  as  I fwore  before. 

Tra,  Miftris  Bianca,  bleffe  you  with  fuch  grace, 

As  longeth  to  a louers  blefled  cafe  : 

Nay,  I haue  tane  you  napping  gentle  loue. 

And  haue  forfworne  you  with  Hortenfio. 

Bian.  Tranio  you  iefl:,  but  haue  you  both  forfworne  me? 

Tra.  Miflris  we  haue. 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Lijio. 

Tra.  I’faith  hee’l  haue  a luftie  widdow  now. 

That  fhall  be  woo’d,  and  wedded  in  a day. 

Bian.  God  giue  him  ioy. 

Tra.  I,  and  hee’l  tame  her. 

Bian,  He  fayes  fo  Tranio. 

Tra.  Faith  he  is  gon  vnto  the  taming  fchoole. 

Bian,  The  taming  fchoole : what  is  there  fuch  a place  ? 

Tra, 


\ 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew* 

Tra.  I miflrls,  and  Petruchio  Is  the  mafler. 

That  teacheth  trickes  eleuen  and  twentie  long, 

To  tame  a fhrew,  and  charme  her  chattering  tongue. 

Enter  Biondello. 

% 

Bicn»  Oh  raafter,  maher  I haue  watch t fo  long, 
That  I am  dogge-wearie,  but  at  laft  I fpied 
An  antient  angell  comming  downe  the  hill. 

Will  feme  the  turne. 

Tra,  What  is  he  Biondello  ? 

Bion»  Maher,  a marcantant,  or  a pedant, 

T know  not  what,  but  formall  in  apparell. 

In  gate  and  countenance  furely  like  a father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truh  my  tale, 

He  make  him  glad  to  feeme  Vincentio, 

And  glue  alTu ranee  to  Baptijia  Minolaj 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vmcenfio. 

Par.  Take  me  your  loue,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

Enter  a Pedant. 

Ped.  God  fiue  you  fir. 

Tra,  And  you  fir,  you  are  welcome, 

Trauaile  you  farre  on  or  are  you  at  the  fartheh  ? 

Ped.  Sir  at  the  fartheft  for  a weeke  or  two, 

But  then  vp  farther,  and  as  farre  as  Rome, 

And  fo  to  Tripolie,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countreyman  I pray  ? 

Ped,  Of  Mantua. 

Tra,  Of  Mantua  fir,  marrie  God  forbid, 

And  come  to  Padua  carelelTe  of  your- life. 

Ped.  My  life  fir  I how  I pray  ? for  that  goes  hard. 
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Tra.  ’Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua j know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 

Your  fhips  are  (laid  at  Venice,  and  the  duke 
For  priuate  qiiarrell  hwixt  your  duke  and  him. 

Hath  publifli’d  and  proclaim’d  it  openly : 

*Tis  mariiaile,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come. 

You  might  haue  heard  it  elfe  proclaim’d  about. 

Ped,  Alas  hr,  it  is  worfc  for  me  then  fo. 

For  I ,haue  bills  for  monie  by  exchange 
From  Florence  and  mufl:  hcere  deliuer  them. 

Tra.  Well  fir,  to  doe  you  courtefie. 

This  will  I doe,  and  this  will  I aduife  you. 

Firfi  tell  me,  haue  you  euer  beene  at  Pifa  T 

Ped.  I hr,  in  Pifa  haue  I often  bin, 

Pifa  renowned  for  graue  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Ped.  I know  him  not,  but  I haue  heard  of  him  : 

A merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father  hr,  and  footh  to  fay. 

In  count’nance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you. 

Bion.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  all  one. 

Tra.  To  faue  your  life  in  this  extremitie. 

This  fauor  will  I doe  you  for  his  fake, 

And  thinke  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  fortunes. 

That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio, 

His  name  and  credit  fhall  you  vndertake. 

And  in  my  houfe  you  fhall  be  friendly  lodg’d, 

Looke  that  you  take  vpon  you  as  you  fhould, 

Y"ou  vnderftand  me  hr  : fo  fhall  you  hay 
Till  you  haue  done  your  buhnehe  in  the  citie : 

If  this  be  court’he  hr,  accept  of  it. 

Ped.  Oh  hr  I doe,  and  will  repute  you  euer 
The  patron  of  my  life  and  libertie. 

Tra, 
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T'ra,  Then  goe  with  me,  to  make  the  matter  good, 

This  by  the  way  I let  you  vnderftand, 

My  father  is  heere  look’d  for  euerie  day. 

To  pafTe  afliirance  of  a dowre  in  marriage 
’Twixt  me,  and  one  Baptijias  daughter  heere  : 

In  all  thefe  circum^ances  He  inftrudl  you, 

Goe  with  me  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you.  Exeunt. 

Adlus  Quartus.  Scoena  Prima.  • 

Enter  Katherina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  No,  no  forfooth  I dare  not  for  my  life. 

Kat.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpite  appearcs. 
What,  did  he  marrie  me  to  famifh  me  f 
Beggers  that  come  vnto  my  fathers  doore, 

Vpon  intreatie  haiie  a prefent  almes. 

If  not,  elfewhere  they  meete  with  charitie  : 

But  I,  who  neuer  knew  how  to  intreate, 

Nor  neuer  needed  that  I fliould  intreate. 

Am  ftaru’d  for  meate,  giddie  for  lacke  of  fleepe  : 

With  oathes  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed. 

And  that  which  fpights  me  more  then  all  thefe  wants. 

He  does  it  vnder  name  of  perfefl  loue  : 

As  who  fhonld  fay  if  I fliould  fleepe  or  eate, 

’ Fwere  deadly  ficknefle,  or  elfe  prefent  death. 

I prethee  goe,  and  get  me  fome  repafl:, 

I care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfomc  foode. 

Gru.  What  fay  you  to  a neats  foote  I 

Kate.  ’Tis  palling  good,  I prethee  let  me  haue  It, 

Gru.  I feare  it  is  too  chollericke  a meate. 

How  fay  you  to  a fat  tripe  finely  broyl’d  ? 

Kat €,  I like  it  well,  good  'Grumio  fetch  it;  me. 

Gru. 
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Gru,  I cannot  tell,  I feare  ’tis  chollericke. 

What  fay  you  to  a pecce  of  beefe  and  muftard  ? 

Kate.  A difh  that  I do  loue  to  feede  vpon. 

Gni.  I but  the  muffard  is  too  hot  a little. 

Kate.  Why  then  the  beefe,  and  let  the  muftard  reff. 

Grit.  Nay  then  I will  not,  you  fliall  haue  the  muftard 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  beefe  of  Grumio. 

Kate.  Then  both  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Gru.  Why  then  the  muflard  without  the  beefe. 

Kate.  Go  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flaue, 

Beats  him. 

That  feed’fl:  me  with  the  verle  name  of  meate. 

Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  packe  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  vpon  my  miferie  : 

Go  get  thee  gone  I fay. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Hortenho  'with  meate. 

Petr.  How'  fares  my  Kate^  what  fweeting  all  a-mort  I 
Hor.  Mihris,  what  cheere  ? 

Kate.  Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Plucke  vp  thy  fpirits,  looke  cheerefully  vpon  me. 
Heere  loue,  thou  feefl  how  diligent  lam.. 

To  drelTe  thy  meate  myfelfe,  and  bring  it  thee. 

I am  fure  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnelfe  merits  thankes. 

What,  not  a word  ? nay  then  thou  lou’P  it  not ; 

And  all  my  paines  Is  forted  to  no  proofe. 

Heere  take  away  this  difh. 

Kate.  I pray  you  let  it  (land. 

Pet.  The  pooreft  feruice  is  repalde  with  thankes, 

And  fo  lhall  mine  before  you  touch  the  meate. 

Kate.  I thanke  you  fir. 

Hor.  Signior  Petruchio,  fie  you  are  to  blame  ; 

Come  mlflris  Kate,  He  beare  you  companie. 
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Pet.  Eate  it  vp  all  Hortenjio,  if  thou  louefl:  mee  : 
Much  good  do  it  vnto  thy  gentle  heart : 

Kate  eate  apace  ; and  now  my  honie  loue, 

Will  vve  return  vnto  thy  fathers  houfe. 

And  reuell  it  as  brauely  as  the  beft. 

With  filken  coats  and  caps,  and  golden  rings, 

With  ruffes  and  cuffes,  and  fardingales,  and  thinges  : 
With  fcarfes  and  fannes,  and  double  change  of  brau’ry, 
With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  knau’ry. 
What  haft  thou  din’d  ? The  tailor  ftayes  thy  leafure, 
To  deck  thy  bodie  with  his  ruffling  treafure. 

Enter  Tailor. 

Come  tailor,  let  ys  fee  thefe  ornaments 

Enter  Haberdajher, 

Lay  forth  the  gowne.  What  newes  with  you  fir  ? 

Fel.  Hecre  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  befpeake. 

Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a porreiiger, 

A veluet  difti : fie,  fie,  ’tis  lewd  and  filthy, 

Why  ’tis  a cockle  or  a wallnut-fhell, 

A knack,  a toy,  a tricke,  a babies  cap  : 

Away  with  it  come  let  me  haue  a bigger. 

Kate.  He  haue  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time. 

And  gentlewomen  weare  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  haue  one  too 
And  not  till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  haft. 

Kate.  Why  fir  I truft  I may  haue  leaiie  to  fpeak 
And  fpeakel  will.  I am  no  childe,  no  babe, 

Your  betters  haue  indur’d  me  fay  my  minde 
And  if  you  cannot,  beft  you  flop  your  eares. 

My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart, 

VoL.  II.  ’ ' F 
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Or  elfe  my  heart  concealing  It  will  breake, 

And  rather  then  it  fliall,  I will  be  free, 

Euen  to  the  vttermofl:  as  I pleafein  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  faiefl:  true,  it  is  a paltrie  cap, 

A cuftard  cofFen,  a bauble,  a hlken  pie, 

I loue  thee  well  in  that  thou  lik’fl:  it  not. 

Kate.  Loue  me,  or  loue  me  not,  I like  the  cap, 

And  it  I will  haue,  or  I will  haue  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gowne  why  I : come  tailor  let  vs  fee’t. 

Oh  mercie  god,  what  malking  flufFe  is  heere  ? 

Whats  this  ? a fleeue  ? ’tis  like  ademi-cannon, 

What,  vp  and  downe  caru’d  like  an  apple  tart  ? 

Heers  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  fiilh  and  flafh. 

Like  to  a cenfor  in  a barbers  flioppe  : 

_Why  what  a deuils  name  a tailor  caril  thou  this  ? 

\ 

Kfor.  I fee  fliees  like  to  haue  neither  cap  nor  gowne. 

Tail.  You  bid  me  make  it  ordeiTie  and  well, 

According  to  the  fafhion,  and  the  time. 

Pet.  Marrie  and  did  : but  if  you  be  remembred, 

I did  not  bid  you  marre  it  to  the  time. 

Goe  hop  me  oucr  euery  kennell  home, 

For  you  fliall  hop  without  my  cudome  fir  : 

He  none  of  it;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Kate.  I neuer  faw  a better  fafliion'd  gowne, 

More  queint,  m.ore  pleafmg,  nor  more  commendable  : 

Belike  you  meane  to  make  a puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why  true,  he  meanes  to  make  a puppet  of  thee. 

Tail.  She  faies  your  worfhip  meanes  to  make  a puppet  of  her. 
Pet.  Oh  monflrous  arrogance  : 

Thou  l3^efl:,  thou  thred,-thou  thimble, 

Thou  yard  three  quarters,  halfe  yard,  quarter,  nalle, 

Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou  : 

Brau’d  in  mine  owne  houfe  with  a fkelne  of  Hired  : 

Away 
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Away  thou  ragge,  thou  quantitie,  thou  remnant. 

Or  I fhall  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard, 

As  thou  fhalt  thinke  on  prating  whirfl  thou  liu’fl:  : 

I tell  thee  I,  that  thou  haft  marr’d  her  gowne. 

T'ail.  Your  worftiip  is  deceiu’d,  the  gowne  is  made 
luft  as  my  mafter  had  direction  : 

Criimio  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Gru.  I gaue  him  no  order,  I gaue  him  the  ftufFe. 

Tail.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  fhould  be  made  ? 

Gru.  Marrie  fir  with  needle  and  thred. 

Tail.  But  did  you  not  requeft  to  haue  it  cut  ? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fac’d  many  things. 

Tail.  I haue. 

Gru.  Face  not  mee  : thou^  haft  brau’d  many  men,  braue 
not  me ; I will  neither  bee  fac’d  nor  brau’d.  I fay  vnto  thee, 
I bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gowne,  but  I did  not  bid  him 
cut  it  to  pieces  ; ergo  thou  Heft. 

Tail.  Why  heere  is  the  note  of  the  faftiion  to  teftific. 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  note  lies  in’s  throate  if  he  fay  I faid  fo. 

Tail.  Inprimis  a loofe  bodied  gowne. 

Gru.  Mafter,  if  euer  I faid  loofe-bodied  gowne,  fow  me  in 
the  fkirts  of  it,  and  beate  me  to  death  with  a bottome  of 
browne  thred : I faid  a gowne. 

Pet.  Proceede. 

Tail.  With  a fmall  compaft  cape. 

Gru.  I confeffe  the  cape. 

Tail.  With  a trunke  fleeue. 

Gru.  I confeffe  two  fleeu;;s.  • 

Tail.  The  fleeues  curioufly  cut. 

Pet.  I there’s  the  villainie. 

Gru.  Error  i’th  bill  fir,  error  i’th  bill  ? I commanded  the 
fleeues  fliould  be  cut  out,  and  fow’d  vp  againe,  and  that  He 

F 2 ^ prouc 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

proue  vpon  thee,  though  thy  little  finger  be  armed  In  a 
thimble. 

Tail.  This  is  true  that  I fay,  and  I had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  fhouldfi:  know  it. 

Cru.  I am  for  thee  firaight:  take  thou  the  bill,  giue  me 
thy  meate-yard,  and  fparc  not  me. 

Hor.  God-a-mercy  Griimio^  then  he  fhall  haue  no  oddes. 
Pet.  Well  fir  in  breefe  the  gowne  is  not  for  me. 

Gru,  You  are  i’th  right  fir,  ’tis  for  my  mifiris. 

Pet.  Go  take  it  vp  vnto  thy  mafters  vfe. 

Gru.  Villaine,  not  for  thy  life : take  vp  my  miffrefie  gowne 
•for  thy  mafters  vfe. 

Pet.  Why  fir  what’s  your  conceit  in  that  ? 

Gru.  Oh  fir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  then  you  thinke  for  : 
Take  vp  my  miftris  gowne  to  his  mafters  vfe. 

Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Pet.  Hortenfwy  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  tailor  paide. 

Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Tailor,  He  pay  thee  for  thy  gowne  to  morrow, 

Take  no  vnkindnefle  of  his  haftie  words  : 

Away  I fay,  commend  me  to  thy  mafter.  Exit.  Tail. 

. Pet.  Well  come  my  Kate^  we  will  vnto  your  fathers, 

Euen  in  thefe  honeft  meane  habiliments : 

Our  purfes  ftiall  be  proud,'  our  garments  poore  : 

For  ’tis  the  minde  that  makes  the  bodie  rich. 

And  as  the  funne  breakes  through  the  darkeft  clouds. 

So  honor  peereth  in  the  meaneft  habit. 

' What  is  the  iay  more  precious  then  the  larke  ? 

Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautifull. 

Or  is  the  adder  better  then  the  eele, 

Eecaufe  his  painted  Ikin  contents  the  eye. 

Oh  no  Kate  : neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poore  furniture,  and  meane  arra}''. 
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If  thou  accountedft  it  fliame,  lay  it  on  me, 

And  therefore  frolike,  we  will  hence  forthwith, 

To  feafl:  and  fport  vs  at  thy  fathers  houfe, 

Go  call  my  men,  and  let  vs  flraight  to  him, 

And  bring  our  horfes  vnto  Long-lane  end. 

There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walke  on  foote, 

Let’s  fee,  I thinke  ’tis  now  fome  feuen  a clocke, 

And  well  may  we  come  there  by  dinner  time. 

Kate,  I dare  affure  you  fir,,  ’tis  almoft  two, 

And  ’twill  be  fupper  time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  lhall  be  feuen  ere  I go  to  horfe  : 

Looke  what  I fpeake,  or  do,  or  thinke  to  doe, 

You  are  Hill  crolTing  it,  firs  let ’t  alone, 

I will  not  goe  to  day,  and  ere  I doe. 

It  diall  be  what  a clock  I fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why  fo  this  gallant  will  command  the  funne. 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  drejl  like  Vincentio. 

Tra.  Sirs,  this  is  the  houfe,  pleafe  it  you  that  I call. 
Ped.  I what  elfe,  and  but  1 be  deceiued, 

Signior  Baptijla  may  remember  me 
Neere  twentie  yeares  agoe  in  Genoa. 

Tra.  Where  wee  were  lodgers,  at  the  PegafuSy 
’Tis  well,  and  hold  your  owne  in  any  cafe 
With  fuch  aufleritie  as  longeth  to  a father. 

$ 

Enter  Biondello. 

Ped.  I warrant  you  : but  fir  here  comes  your  boy, 
’Twere  good  he  weere  fchool’d. 

Tra,  Feare  you  not  him  : firra  Biondello, 

Now  doe  your  dutie  throughlie  I aduife  you  : 

Imagine  ’twere  the  right  Vincentio, 

Bion,  Tut,  feare  not  me. 
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Tra  But  hafl:  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifla, 

Bion.  I told  him  that  your  father  was  at  Venice^ 

And  that  yOu  look’t  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

Tra.  Th’art  a tall  fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drinke, 

Heere  comes  Baptijia  : fet  your  countenance  fir. 

Enter  Baptida  and  Lucentio  : Pedant  hooted  and  bare  headed. 
Tra.  Signior  Bapti/la  you  are  happilie  met : 

s 

Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I told  you  of, 

I pray  you  Band  good  father  to  me  now, 

Giue  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Ped.  Soft  fon  : fir  by  your  leaue,  hauing  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fomc  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a waightie  caufe 
Of  loue  betweene  your  daughter  and  himfelfe  r 
And  for  the  good  report  I heare  of  you, 

And  for  the  loue  he  beareth  to  your  daughter. 

And  fhee  to  him  : to  flay  him  not  too  long, 

I am  content  in  a good  fathers  care. 

To  haue  him  matcht,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  then  I vpon  fome  agreement 
Me  fhall  you  finde  readie  and  willing 
With  one  confent  to  haue  her  fo  belfowed  : 

For  curious  I cannot  be  with  you 
Signior  Baptijiay  of  whom  I heare  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I haue  to  fay. 

Your  plainnefle  and  your  fhortneffe  pleafe  me  well 
Right  true  it  is  your  fon  Lucentio  here 
Doth  loue  my  daughter,  and  fhe  loueth  him 
Or  both  diffemble  deepely  their  affeclions  : 

And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  then  this, 

That  like  a father  you  will  deale. with  him,  . « 

And  paffe  my  daughter  a fufficient  dower, 

The 
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The  match  is  made  and  all  is  done, 

Your  fonne  fhall  haue  my  daughter  with  confent. 

Tra»  I thanke  you  fir,  where  then  doe  you  know  befi: 

We  be  affied  and  fuch  afiurance  tane. 

As  fiiall  with  either  parts  agreement '{land. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe  Liicentio  for  you  know 
Pitchers  haue  eares,  and  I haue  manie  feruants, 

Befides  old  Gremio  is  harkning  fiiill. 

And  happilie  we  may  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  and  it  like  you. 

There  doth  my  father  lie  : and  there  this  night 
Weele  pafie  the  bufinefie  priuately  and  well : 

Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  feruant  here. 

My  boy  (hall  fetch  the  fcriuener  prefentlie. 

The  woift  is  this  that  at  fo  flender  warning. 

You  are  like  to  haue  a thin  and  flender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well : 

Cambio  hie  you  home  and  bid  Bianca  make  her  readie  flraight : 
And  if  you  will  tell  what  hath  hapned, 

Lucentios  father  is  arriued  in  Padua, 

And  how  (he’s  like  to  be  Lucentios  wife. 

Biond.  I pray  the  Gods  flie  may  with  all  my  heart.  Exit, 
Tra.  Dallie  not  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 

Enter  Peter. 

* 

0 

Signior  Baptifta  fhall  I leadc  the  way. 

Welcome,  one  mefle  is  like  to  be  your  cheere. 

Come  fir  we  will  better  it  in  Pifa. 

Bap.  I follow  you.  Exeunt. 
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Enter  Lucentlo  andi  Biondello. 

Bion.  Cainbio. 

Luc.  What  faifl:  thou  Biondello. 

Biond.  You  faw  my  mafter  winke  and  laugh  vpon  you  ? 

Luc.  Biondello,  what  of  that  ? 

Biond.  Faith  nothing  : but  has  left  me  here  behinde  to  ex* 
pound  the  meaning  or  morrall  of  his  fignes  and  tokens. 

Luc.  I pray  thee  moralize  them. 

Biond.  Then  thus  : Baptifla  is  fafe  talking  with  the  deceiu- 
ing  father  of  a deceitfuil  fonne. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Biond.  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  fupper. 

Luc.  And  then. 

Bion.  The  old  priefl  at  Saint  Lukes  church  is  at  your  com 
mand  at  all  houres. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this. 

Bion.  I cannot  tell,  expe(ft  they  are  bulled  about  a coun- 
terfeit aflurance  : take  you  affurance  of  her  cum  preuilegio  ad 
impremendum  folem,  to  th’  church  take  the  priefl,  clarke,  and 
fome  fufEcient  honeft  witnefles  : ^ 

If  this  bee  not  that  you  looke  'for,  I haue  no  more  to  fay, 

But  bid  Bianca  farewell  for  euer  and  a day. 

Luc.  Hear’E  thou  Biondello, 

Biond.  I cannot  tarrie  : I knew  a wench  married  in  an  after- 
noone  as  fhe  went  to  the  garden  for  parfeely  to  flufFe  a rabit, 
and  fo  may  you  fir  : and  fo  adew  hr,  my  mafler  hath  ap- 
pointed me. to  goe  to  Saint  Lukes  to  bid  the  priefl  be  readie  to 
come  againfl  you  come  with  your  appendix. 

Luc.  I may  and  will,  if  (he  be  fo  contented  : 

She  will  be  pleas’d,  then  wherefore  Ihould  I doubt : 

Kap  what  hap  ma)^  He  roundly  go  about  her  : 

Jt  (hall  go  hard  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  Exit^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Petruchio,  Kate,  Hortenfio. 

Petr.  Come  on  a Gods  name,  once  more  towards  our  fa- 
' thers : 

Good  lord  how  bright  and  goodly  fhines  the  moone. 

Kate.  The  moone,  the  funne  : it  is  not  moone-light  now. 
Pet,  I fay  it  is  the  moone  that  fliines  fo  bright. 

Kate,  1 know  it  is  the  funne  that  fliine  fo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  mothers  fonne,  and  that’s  myfelfe. 

It  flrall  be  moone,  or  ffcarre,  or  what  I lifl. 

Or  ere  I iourney  to  your  fathers  houfe  : 

Goe  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  backe  againe 
Euer  more  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft. 

Hort.  Say  as  he  faies,  or  we  fhall  neuer  goe. 

Kate.  Forward  I pray,  fiiice  we  haue  come  fo  farr. 

And  be  it  moone,  or  funne,  or  what  you  pleafe: 

And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a riifh  candle  : 

Henceforth  I vowe  it  fhall  be  fo  for  me. 

Petr.  I fay  it  is  the  moone. 

* Kate.  I know  it  is  the  moone. 

Petr.  Nay  then  you  lye  : it  is  the  bleffed  funne. 

Kate,  Then  God  be  blefl,  it  is  the  bleffed  fun. 

But  funne  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not. 

And  the  moone  changes  euen  as  your  minde : 

What  you  will  haue  it  nam’d,  euen  that  it  is. 

And  fo  it  fhall  be  fo  for  Katherine. 

Hort.  Petruchioy  goe  thy  wayes,  the  field  is  won. 

Pet.  Well,  forward,  forward  thus  the  bowle  fnould  run, 
And  not  vnluckily  againfl  the  bias  : 

But  foft : company  is  comming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio. 

Good  morrow  gentle  miflris,  where  away : 

Tell  mefweete  Kate^  and  tell  me  truely  too, 

Hafl 
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Haft  thou  beheld  a frefher  gentlewoman  : 

Such  warre  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheekes  : 

What  ftarrs  do  fpangle  heauen  with  fuch  beautie. 

As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heauenly  face  ? 

Faire  louely  maide,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  : 

Sweete  Kate  embrace  her  for  her  beauties  fake. 

Hort.  A will  make  the  man  is^iad  to  make  the  woman  of  him. 
■ Kate.  Yong  budding  virgin,  faire,  and  frefli,  and  fweete. 
Whether  away,  or  whether  is  thy  aboade  \ 

Happy  the  parents  of  fo  faire  a childe  ; 

Happier  the  man  whom  fauourable  ftars 
Alors  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow. 

Petr.  Why  how  now  Kate,  I hope  thou  art  not  mad. 

This  is  a man  old,  wrinckled,  faded,  withered, 

And  not  a maiden,  as  thou  faift  he  is. 

Kate.  Pardon  old  father  my  miftaking  eyes, 

That  haue  bin  fo  bedazled  with  the  funne. 

That  euery  thing  I look  on  feemeth  greene  : 

Now  I perceiue  thou  art  a reuerent  father  : 

Pardon  I pray  thee  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Petr.  Do  good  old  grandfire,  and  with  all  make  known 
Which  way  thou  trauelleft  if  along  with  vs, 

Wee  fhall  be  ioyfull  of  thy  company. 

Vin,  Faire  fir,  and  you  my  merry  miftrls,  * 

That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  much  amafdc  me  : 

My  name  is  call’d  Vincentioy  my  dwelling  Pifa, 

And  bound  I am  to  Padua,  there  to  uifite 
A fonne  of  mine,  which  long  I haue  not  feene. 

Petr,  What  is  his  name  ? 

Vine.  Lucentio  gentle  fir. 

Petr.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  fonne  ; 

And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reuerent  age, 

I may  intitle  thee  my  louing  father,  , 
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’The  hfter  to  my  wife,  this  gentlewoman, 

Thy  fonne  by  this  hath  married  : wonder  not. 

Nor  not  be  grieued,  fhe  is  of  good  efteeme. 

Her  dowrie  vvealthie,  and  of  worthie  birth ; 

Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeeme 
The  fpoufe  of  any  noble  gentlewoman  : 

Let  me  imbrace  with  old  Vincentio; 

And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honefi  fonne, 

Who  will  of  thy  arriuall  be  full  ioyous. 

Vin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure. 

Like  pleafant  trauailors  to  breake  a iefi: 

Vpon  the  compariie  you  ouertake  ? 

Hort.  I do  affure  thee  father  fo  it  is. 

f 

Petr.  Come  goe  along  and  fee  the  truth  hereof. 

For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  iealous.  Exeunt, 
Hor.  Well  Petruchioy  this  has  put  me- in  heart : 

Haue  to  my  wdddow,  and  if  fhe  fro  ward. 

Then  hail:  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  vntoward.  Exit, 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  and  Bianca,  Gremio  is  out  before, 
Biond.  Softly  and  fwiftly  fir,  for  the  priefi:  is  ready. 

Luc.  I flie  Biondello  ; but  they  may  chance  to  neede  thee  at 
home  therefore  leaue  v^.  Exit, 

Biond,  Nay  faith,  He  fee  the  church  a your  backe. 

And  then  come  backe  to  my  miftris  as  foone  as  I can. 

Gre,  I maruaile  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

£;2f^r  Petruchio, . Kate,  Vincentio,  Grumio  unth  attendants. 
Pet.  Sir  heres  the  doore,  this  is  Liicentios  houfe, 

My  fathers  beares  more  toward  the  market-place. 

Thither  mufi:  I and  heere  I Icane  you  fir. 
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Vin.  You  fhall  not  choofe  but  drinke  before  you  go, 

I thinke  I fhall  command  your  welcome  here ; 

And  by  all  likelihood  fome  cheere  is  toward.  Knock. 

Creni.  They’re  bufie  within,  you  were  befl  knocke  lowder. 

Pedant  lookes  out  of  the  window. 

s 

Ped.  What’s  he  that  knockes  as  he  would  beate  downe  the 
gate  ? 

Vin.  Is  fignior  Lucentio  within  fir  ? 

Ped.  He’s  within  fir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withall. 

Vin.  What  if  a man  bring  him  a hundred  pound  or  two  to 
make  merrie  withall. 

Ped.  Keepe  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelfe,  he  fhall 
neede  none  fo  long  as  I hue. 

Petr.  Nay,  I told  you  your  fonne  was  beloued  in  Padua  : 
doe  you  heare  fir,  to  leaue  friuolous  circumftances,  I pray 
you  tell  fignior  Lucentio  that  his  father  is  come  from  Pifa,  and 
is  heere  at  the  doore  to  fpeake  with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  liefl:  his  father  is  come  from  Padua,  and  here 
looked!  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Art  thou  his  father  ? 

Ped.  I fir,  fo  his  mother  fayes  if  I may  beleeue  her. 

Petr.  Why  how  now  gentleman : why  this  is  flat  knaucrie 
to  take  vpon  you  another  mans  name. 

Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  villaine,  I beleeue  a meanes  to  cozen 
fome  bodie  in  this  citie  vnder  my  countenance. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  I haue  feene  them  in  the  church  together,  God  fend 
them  good  fhipping  : but  who  is  heere  mine  old  mafler  Vin” 
centio  : now  we  are  vndone  and  brought  to  nothing. 

Vin.  Come  hither  crackhempe. 

Bion.  I hope  I may  choofe  fir. 

Vin. 
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Vm.  Come  hither  you  rogue,  what  haue  you  forgot  mee  ? 

Biond.  Forgot  you,  no  fir:  I could  not  forget  you,  fori 
neiier  faw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vine,  What,  you  notorious  villaine,  didfl  thou  neuer  fee 
thy  miftris  father,  Vincentio  ; 

Bion.  What  my  worfliipfull  old  mafter  ? yes  marrie  hr  fee 
where  he  lookes  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Iff  fo  indeede.  He  beates  Biondello. 

Bion,  Helpe,  hclpe,  helpe,  here's  a mad  man  will  murder 
me. 

Pedan.  Helpe,  fonne,  helpe  fignior  Baptijla. 

Pet.  Prethee  Kate  let’s-  hand  afide  and  fee  the  end  of  this 
controuerfie. 

Enter  Pedant  'ivith  feniants^  Baptifta,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Sir  what  are  you  that  offer  to  beate  my  feruant  ? 

Vin.  What  am  I fir  ; nay  what  are  you  fir  : oh  immortall 
Gods  ; oh  fine  villaine,  a filken  doublet,  a veluet  hofe,  a 
fcarlet  cloak  and  a copataine  hat : oh  I am  vndone,  I am  vn- 
done : while  I plaie  the  good  hufband  at  home,  my  fonne  and 
my  feruant  fpend  all  at  the  vniuerfitie, 

Era.  How  now  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Bap.  What  is  the  man  lunaticke  ? 

, Era.  Sir,  you  feeme  a fober  ancient  gentleman  by  your 
habit  but  your  words  fhew  you  a mad  man  : why  fir,  what 
cernes  it  you,  if  I weare  pearle  and  gold  : I thanke  my  good 
father,  I am  able  to  maintaine  it. 

Vin.  Thy  father : oh  villaine,  he  is  a faile-maker  in  Ber^ 
gamo. 

Bap.  You  miflake  fir,  you  mlllake  fir,  praie  what  do  you 
think  is  his  name  ? 

Vin, 
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Vin.  His  name,  as  if  I knew  not  his  name:  I hane  brought 
him  vp  euer  fi nee  he  was’ three  yeeres  old,  and  his  name  is 
Tranio. 

Fed,  Awaie,  away  mad  afle,  his  name  is  Lucentio,  and  he 
is  mine  onelie  fonne  and  heire  to  the  lands  of  me  lignior  Vin- 
‘ centio. 

Vine.  Lucentio,  oh  he  hath  murdred  his  mafler ; lay  hold 
on  him  I charge  you  in  the  dukes  name  : oh  my  fonne,  my 
fonne  : tell  me  thou  villaine,  where  is  my  fonne  Lucentio  ? 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  oiheer  : carrie  this  mad  knaue  to  the 
laile  : father  Baptifla,  I charge  you  fee  that  he  be  forth  com- 
ming. 

Vin.  Carrie  me  to  the  iaile  ? 

Gre.  Stale  officer,  he  fliall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap,  Talke  not  fignior  Gremio  : I fay  he  fhall  goe  to  prifon. 

Gre.  Take  heede  fignior  Baptifla,  left  you  be  conicatcht 
In  this  bufinefle : I dare  fweare  this  is  the  right  Vincentio. 

Fed.  Sweare  if  thou  dar’ft. 

Gre.  Naie,  I dare  not  fweare  It. 

Tran.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay  that  I am  not  Lucentio. 

Gre.  Yes  I know  thee  to  be  fignior  Lucentio'. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  iaile  with  him. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  and  Blanca. 

Vin.  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  haild  and  abufd  : oh  mon- 
ftrous  villaine. 

Bion.  Oh  we  are  fpoil’d,  and  yonder  he  is,  denie  him,  for- 
fweare  him,  or  elfe  wee  are  all  vndone. 

Exit  BiondeUo,  Tranio  and  Fedant  as  fajl  as  may  he. 

Luc.  Pardon  fweete  father.  Kneele. 

Vin.  Liues  my  fweete  fonne  ? 

Bian.  Pardon  deere  father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended,  where  is  Lucentio  ^ / 

Luc* 
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Luc.  Heere’s  Lucentio,  right  Tonne  to  the  right  Vinceniio, 
That  haue  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine, 

While  counterfeit  fuppofes  bleer’d  thine  eine. 

Cre.  Heere’s  packing  with  a witnefTe  to  deceiue  vs  all. 

Vin.  Where  is  that  damned  villaine  Tranio, 

That  fac’d  and  braued  me  in  this  matter  To  ? 

Bap,  Why,  tell  me  is  not  this  my  Cambio  P 

Bian.  Cambio  is  chang’d  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Loue  wrought  thefe  miracles.  Biancas  loue 
Made  me  exchange  my  flate  with  Tranio, 

While  he  did  beare  my  countenance  in  the  towne. 

And  happilie  I haue  arriued  at  the  lafl 
Vnto  the  wifhed  hauen  of  my  blifle  : 

What  Tranio  did,  myfelfe  enforll  him  to ; / 

Then  pardon  him  fweete  father  for  my  fake. 

Vin.  He  flit  the  villaines  nofe  that  would  haue  Tent  me  to 
the  iaile. 

Bap.  But  doe  you  heare  fir,  haue  you  married  my  daugh- 
ter without  aiking  my  good  will  ? 

Vin.  Feare  not  Baptijla,  wee  will  content  you,  go  to : but 
I will  in  to  be  reueng’d  for  this  villanie.  / , Exit, 

Bap.  And  I to  found  the  depth  of  this  knauerie.  Exit, 

Luc.  Looke  not  pale  Bianca,  thy  father  will  not  frowne. 

^ ■ Exeunt, 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough,  but  He  in  among  the  refl:. 

Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  fliare  of  the  feaflr. 

Kate.  Hufband  let’s  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  adoe, 

Petr.  Fiffl:  kifle  me  Kate,  and  wee  will. 

Kate.  What  in  the  midfl:  of  the  flreete  ? 

Petr.  What  art  thou  afliam’d  of  me  ? 

Kate.  No  fir,  God  forbid,  but  afliam’d  to  kifle. 

Petr,  Why  then  let’s  home  againe : come  firra  let’s  away, 

Kate.  Nay,  I will  giue  thee  a kiflTe,  now  pray  loue  flay. 

Pet, 
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Pef.  Is  not  this  well  ? come  my  fweete  Kate, 

Better  once  then  neuer,  for  neuer  too  late.  Exeunt, 

Adlus  Quintus. 

Enter  Baptlfta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  the  Pedant,  Lucentio, 
and  Bianca,  Tranio,  Biondello,  Grumio,  and  'widdow  : 
the  feridngmen  'ivith  Tranio  bringing  in  a banquet, 

Luc.  At  laft,  though  long,  our  iarring  notes  agreo. 

And  time  it  is  when  raging  warre  is  come. 

To  fmile  at  fcapes  and  perils  ouerblowne  : 

My  faire  Bianca  bid  my  father  welcome. 

While  I with  felfe  fame  kindneffe  welcome  thine : 

Brother  Petruchio,  filler  Katerina, 

And  thou  Hortenfio,  with  thy  louing  Widdo-w  : 

Feafl  with  the  bell,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe. 

My  banket  is  to  clofe  our  flomakes  vp 

After  our  great  good  cheere  : pray  you  fit  downe. 

For  now  we  fit  to  chat  as  well  as  eate. 

Petr.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and'eate  and  eate. 

Bap.  Padua  afFoords  this  kindneffe  fonne  Petruchio, 

Petr,  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kinde. 

Hor,  For  both  our  fakes  I would  that  word  were  true. 

Petr.  Now  for  my  life  Hortenfio  feares  his  JVidovj, 

Wid.  Then  neuer  trufl  me  if  I be  affeard. 

Petr,  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifle  my  fence : 

I meane  Hortenfio  is  afear’d  of  you. 

Wid.  He  that  is  giddie  thinkes  the  world  turns  round. 

Petr,  Roundly  replied. 

Kate.  Miftris  how  meane  you  that  ? 

Wid,  Thus  I conceiue  by  him. 

Petr,  Conceiues  by  me,  how  likes  Hortenfo  that  ? 

Hor.  My  widdow  fayes,  thus  fhe  conceiucs  her  tale. 
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Petr*  Verie  well  mended  : kifle  him  for  that  good  widdow* 
Kate.  He  that  is  giddie  thinkes  the  world  turnes  round, 

I pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid.  Your  hufband  being  troubled  with  a ftirew, 

Meafures  my  hulbands  forrow,  by  his  woe : 

And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kate,  A verie  meane  meaning, 

Wid.  Right.  I meane  you. 

Kate.  And  I am  meane  indeed,  refpedling  you. 

Petr.  To  her  Kate. 

Hor.  To  her  Widdow. 

Petr.  A hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her  down. 

Hor.  That’s  my  office. 

, Petr.  Spoke  like  an  officer ; ha  to  thee  lad. 

Drinkes  to  Hortenfio. 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quicke  witted  folkes  ? 

Gre.  Beleeue  me  fir,  they  but  together  well. 

Bian.  Head,  and  but  an  haftle  witted  bodie. 

Would  fay  your  head  and  but  were  head  and  home. 

Vin.  I miflris  bride,  hath  that  awakened  you  ? 

Bian.  I,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  He  fleepe  againc. 
Petr.  Nay  that  you  fliall  not  fince  you  haue  begun  : 

Haue  at  you  for  a better  left  or  too. 

Bian.  Am  I your  bird,  I meane  to  fhlft  my  bufh. 

And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  my  bow. 

You  are  welcome  all.  . Exit  Bianca. 

Petr.  She  hath  preuented  me,  here  fignior  Tranio, 

This  bird  you  aim’d  at,  though  you  hit  her  nor, 

Therfore  a health  to  all  that  fhot  and  mifi. 

Tri.  Oh  fir,  Lucent io  flipt  me  like  his  gray-hound. 

Which  runs  himfelfe,  and  catches  for  his  mafier. 

Pet.  A good  fwift  fimile,  but  fomething  currifii, 

VoL.  II.  G Tra. 
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*Tis  well  fir  that  you  hunted  for  yourfelfe  : 
’Tis  thought  your  deere  does  hold  you  at  a baye. 

Bap,  Oh,  oh  Petruchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 
Luc.  I thanke  thee  for  that  gird  good  Tranio. 

Hor.  Confeffe,  confelle,*  hath  he  not  hit  you  here 
Petr.  A has  a Title  gald  me  I confefTe  : 

And  as  the  left  did  glaunce  away  from  me, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim’d  you  too  out  right. 

Bap.  Now  in  good  fadne/Ie  fonne  Petruchio, 

I thinke  thou  haft  the  vericft  ihrew  of  all. 

Petr.  Well  I fay  no:  and  therefore  fir,  afturance. 
Let’s  each  one  fend  vnto  his  wife, 

And  he  whofe  wife  is  moft  obedient. 

To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  her. 

Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

Hor,  Content  what’s  the  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twentie  crownes. 

Petr.  Twenty  crownes. 
lie  venture  fo  much  of  my  hawke  or  hound, 

But  twentie  times  fo  much  vpon  my  wife. 

Luc,  A hundred  then. 

Hor.  Content. 

Petr.  A^  match  ’tis  done. 

Hor.  Who  (hall  begin  ? 

Luc.  That  will  I. 

Goe  Biondelloy  bid  j^our  miftrls  come  to  me. 

Bion.  I goe. 

Bap.  Sonne  He  be  you  halfe,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc,  He  haue  nohaliies  ; He  beare  it  all  myfelfe. 

Enter  Biondello. 


How  now,  what  newes  ? 
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Bion.  Sir,  my  miftrls  fends  you  word  ^ 

That  fhe  is  bufie,  and  fhee  cannot  come. 

Petr.  How  ? (he’s  bufie  and  fliee  cannot  come : is  that  an 
anfwere  ? 

Cre.  I,  and  a kinde  one  too  : 

Praie  God  fir  your  wife  fend  you  not  a worfe. 

Petr.  I hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirra  Biondelloy  goe  and  intreate  my  wife  to  come  to 
mee  forthwith.  Exit  Bion. 

Pet.  Oh  ho  intreate  her,  nay  then  fhe  mufl  needes  come. 
Hor.  I am  affraid  fir,  doe  what  you  can 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  intreated  : now  where’s  my  wife  ? 

Bion.  She  fayes  you  haue  fome  goodly  iefl  in  hand. 

She  will  not  come : fhe  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Petr.  Worfe  and  worfe,  fhe  will  not  come ; 

Oh  vild,  intollerable,  not  to  be  induc’d : 

Sirra  Griimio,  goe  to  your  miftris, 

Say  I command  her  come  to  me.  Exit, 

Hor.  I know  her  anfwere. 

Pet.  What  ? 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end* 

Enter  Katerina. 

Bap.  Now  by  my  hollidam  here  comes  Katerina. 

Kat.  What  is  your  will  fir,  that  you  fend  for  me  ? 

Petr.  Where  is  your  fiflier,  and  Hortenfios  wife  ? 

Kate.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  parler  fire. 

Petr.  Goe  fetch  them  hither,  if  they  denie  to  come. 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  vnto  their  hnfbands  ; 

Away  I fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight. 

G 2 Euc. 
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Lite.  Here  Is  a wonder,  if  you  talke  of  a wonder. 

Her.  And  fo  it  is  : I wonder  what  it  boads. 

Petr,  Marrie  peace  it  boads,  and  loue,  and  quiet  life, 

An  awfull  rule,  and  right  fupremacie  : 

And  to  be  fliort,  what  not,  that’s  fweete  and  happie. 

Bap.  Now  faire  befall  thee  good  Petruchio  ; 

The  wager  thou  haft  won,  and  I will  adde 
Vnto  their  lodes  t wen  tie  thoufand  crownes. 

Another  dowrie  to  another  daughter. 

For  flie  Is  chang’d  as  fhe  had  neuer  bin. 

O 

Petr.  Nay,  I will  win  my  wager  better  3^et, 

And  Ihew  more  figne  of  her  obedience. 

Her  new  built  vertue  and  obedience. 

Enter  Kate,  Bianca,  and  Widdow. 

See  where  fhe  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  wiues 
As  prifoners  to  her  womanlie  perfwafion  : 

Katerine,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 

Off  with  that  bable,  thro\y  it  vnder  foote. 

Wid.  Lord  let  me  neuer  haue  a caufe  to  figh, 

Till  I be  brought  to  fuch  a fiHie  paffe. 

Bian.  Fie  what  a foolifh  dutie  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I would  your  dutie  were  as  foolifh  too  : 

The  wifdome  of  your  dutie  faire  Bianca^ 

Hath  cofl:  me  hue  hundred  crownes  fince  fupper  time. 

Bian.  The  more  foole  you  for  laying  on  my  dutie. 

Pet.  Katherine  I charge  thee  tell  thefe  head-flrong  women, 
What  dutie  they  doe  owe  their  lords  and  hufbands. 

JKid,  Come,  come,  your  mocking  : we  will  haue  no  telling. 
Pet.  Come  on  I fay,  and  firfl  begin  with  her. 

JVid.  She  lhall  not. 

Pet.  I fay  fhe  fhall,  and  firff  begin  with  her. 

Kate,  Fie,  fie,  vnknit  that  threatning  vnkind  brow, 


And 
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'And  dart  not  fcornefull  glances  from  thofe  eies. 

To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  gouernour. 

It  blots  thy  beautie,  as  frofts  doe  bite  the  meades. 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlewindes  fhake  faire  budds. 
And  in  no  fence  is  meete  or  amiable. 

A woman  mou’d,  is  like  a fountaine  troubled, 

Muddie,  ill  feeming  thicke,  bereft  of  beautie. 

And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  drie  or  thirflie 
Will  daigne  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 

Thy  huiband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper. 

Thy  head,  thy  foueraigne : one  that  cares  for  thee, 

And  for  thy  maintenance.  Commits  his  bodie 
To  painfull  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land  : 

To  watch  the  night  in  flormes,  the  day  in  cold, 

Whilfl  thou  ly’ll:  warme  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe. 

And  craues  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands,' 

But  loue,  fare  lookes,  and  true  obedience  ; 

Too  Title  payment  for  fo  great  a debt. 

Such  dutie  as  the  fubjeff  owes  the  prince, 

Euen  fuch  a woman  oweth  to  her  huiband  : 

And  when  Ihe  is  froward,  peeuilh,  fullen,  fower, 

And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will : 

What  is  Ihe  but  a foule  contending  rebell. 

And  gracelelTe  traitour  to  her  louing  lord  ^ 

I am  afham’d  that  women  are  fo  limple. 

To  offer  warre,  where  they  fliould  kneele  for  peace ; 

Or  feeke  for  rule,  fupremacie,  and  fway. 

When  they  are  bound  to  feme,  loue,  and  obay. 

Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weake,  and  fmooth, 

Vnapt  to  toyle,  and  trouble  in  the  world. 

But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  harts. 

Should  well  agree  with  our  externall  parts  ^ 


Come, 
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Come,  come,  you  froward  and  vnable  wormes 

My  minde  hath  bin  as  bigge  as  one  of  yours,  < 

My  heart  as  great,  my  reafon  haplie  more. 

To  handle  word  for  word,  and  frowne  for  frowne ; 

But  now  I fee  our  launces  are  but  ftrawes ; 

Our  ftrength  as  weake,  our  weaknefTe  paft  compare. 

That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are. 

Then  vale  your  flomackes,  for  it  is  no  boote. 

And  place  your  hands  below  your  hulbands  foote : 

In  token  of  which  dutie,  if  he  pleafe, 

My  hand  is  readie  may  it  do  him  cafe. 

Pet.  Why  ther’s  a wench  : come  on,  and  kifTe  me  Kate^ 

Luc.  Well  go  thy  wayes  old  lad  for  thou  fhalt  ha’t. 

Vin.  ’Tis  a good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 

Luc.  But  a harfh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come  Kate^  wee’l  to  bed, 

We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 

’Twas  I won  the  wager  though  you  hit  the  white. 

And  being  a winner,  God  glue  you  good  night. 

Exit  Petruchlo, 

Hor.  Now  go  thy  wayes  thou  had;  tam’d  a curd  (hrow. 

Luc.  ’Tis  a wonder  by  your  leaue,  die  will  be  tam’d  fo. 
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KING  LEAR. 


Enter  Kent,  GloceRer,'  and  Bajlard, 

Kent. 

I Thought  the  king  had  more  afFefled  the  duke  of  Albeney 
then  Cornewall. 

Gloji.  It  did  alwales  feeme  fo  to  vs,  but  now  in  the 
diuifion  of  the  kihgdomes,  it  appeares  not  which  of  the  dukes 
he  values  moff,  for  equalities  are  fo  weighed,  that  curiofity 
in  neither,  can  make  choife  of  eithers  moytie. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  Tonne,  my  lord  ? 

GloJl.  His  breeding  fir  hath  beene  at  my  charge.  I haue 
fo  often  blulht  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I am  braz’d  to  it. 
Kent.  I cannot  conceiue  you. 

GloJl.  Sir,  this  young  fellowes  mother  could,  whereupon 
file  grew  round  wombed,  and  had  indeed  fir  a Tonne  for  her 
cradle,  ere  file  had  a hufband  for  her  bed,  do  you  Tmell  a fault  ? 

Kent.  I cannot  wifii  the  fault  vndone,  the  ifilie  of  it  being 
fo  proper. 

GloJl.  But  I haue  fir  a fonne  by  order  of  law,  Tome  yeare 
elder  then  this,  who  yet  is  no  deerer  in  my  account,  thogh 
this  knaue  came  fomething  fawcely  into  the  world  before  he 
was  fent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  faire,  there  was  good  Tporc 
at  his  making,  and  the  whoreTon  mufi:  be  acknowledgedi  do 
you  know  this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund  P 
Jlajl,  No  my  lord. 


Chjl. 
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Ghji.  My  lord  of  Kenty  remember  him  heereafter  as  my 
honourable  frifend. 

Baft,  My  feriiices  to  your  lordfhip. 

Kent.  I muft  loue  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  betcer. 

Baft,  Sir,  I fhall  ftudy  deferuing. 

Gloft,  He  hath  beene  out  nine  yeares,  and  away  he  /hall 
again,  the  king  is  comming. 

Sound  a fennet.  Enter  one  bearing  a coronet,  then  Lear,  then 
the  dukes  of  Albany  and  Cornwall,  next  Gonorill,  Regan, 
Cordelia,  'with  followers . 

Lear.  Attend  my  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy ^ Glofter, 
Gloft.  I /hall  my  liege. 

* Lear.  Meane  time  we  will  expre/Te  our  darker  purpofes* 
The  map  there ; know  wx  haue  diuided 
In  three  our  kingdome  ; and  tis  our  firfl:  intent. 

To  /hake  all  cares  and  bufine/Te  of  our  Rate, 

Confirming  them  on  younger  yeares, 

The  two  great  princes,  France  and  Burgundy, 

Great  riuals  in  our  youngeh:  daughters  loue, 

Long  in  our  courChaue  made  their  amorous  foiourne. 

And  here  are  to  be  anfwer’d  ; tell  me  my  daughters. 

Which  of  you  fhall  we  fay  doth  loue  vs  moR, 

That  we  our  largeR  bounty  may  extend, 

Where  merit  doth  moR  challenge  it : 

Gonorill  our  eldeR  borne,  fpeake  RrR. 

Gon.  Sir,  I do  loue  you  more  then  words  can  wield  the  matter 
Dearer  then  eye-fight,  fpace,  or  liberty. 

Beyond  what  can  be  valued  rich  or  rare. 

No  leffe ‘then  life  ; with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour, 

As  much  a childe  ere  loued,  or  father  friend, 

A loue  that  makes  breath  poore,  and  fpeech  vnable. 

Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I loue  you, 

Cen 
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Cor.  What  (hall  Cordelia  do,  loue  and  be  filent. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  euen  from  this  line  to  this. 

With  fliady  forrefts,  and  wide  fkirted  meads, 

We  make  thee  lady,  to  thine  and  Albaniei 

Be  this  pcrpetuail.  What  faies  our  fecorid  daughter  ? 

Our  deereft  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall,  fpeake. 

Reg.,  Sir  I am  made  of  the  felfe-fame  mettall  that  my  filler  Is 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth  in  my  true  heart, 

I finde-fheTiames  my  very  deed  of  loue,  onely  (liee  came  fliort. 
That  I profelTe  my  felfe  an  enemy  to  all  other  ioyes. 

Which  the  mofl  precious  fquare  of  fence  poffe/fes. 

And  finde  I am  alone  felicitate  in  your  deere  highnelTe  loue. 

Cor.  Then  poore  Cordelia,  and  yet  not  fo,  fince  I am  fure 
My  loue’s  more  richer  then  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee  and  thine  he’-editary  euer 
Remaine  this  ample  third  of  our  faire  kingdome. 

No  leffe  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure. 

Then  that  confirm’d  on  Gonorill ; but  now  our  ioy, 

Although  the  lafl,  not  leaf!  in  our  deere  loue, 

What  can  you  fay  to  win  a third,  more  opulent 
Then  your  fillers. 

Cor.  Nothing  my  lord. 

Lear.  How,  nothing  can  come  of  nothing,  fpeake  againe. 

Cor.  Vnhappy  that  I am,  I cannot  heaue  my  heart  into  mj" 
mouth,  I loue  your  maiefly  according  to  my  bond,  not  more 
nor  leffe. 

Lear.  Go  too,  go  too,  mend  your  fpeech  a little, 

Leafl  it  may  marre  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord. 

You  haue  begot  me,  bred  me,  loued  me, 

I returne  thofe  duties  backe  as  are  right  fit. 

Obey  you,  loue  you,  and  mofl  honour  you, 

Why  haue  my  fillers  hufbands,  if  they  fay  they  loue  you  all. 

Haply 
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Haply  when  I fhall  wed,  that  lord  whofe  hand 
Muft  take  my  plight,  fhall  carry  halfe  my  loue  with  him, 
Halfe  my  care  and  duty,  fure  I fhall  neuer 
Marry  like  my  fifters,  to  loue  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  this  with  thy  heart  ? 

Cor,  I good  my  lord. 

Lear.  So  young  and  fo  vntender  ? 

Cor,  So  young  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Well  let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower. 

For  by  the  facred  radience  of  the  funne, 

' The  miftreffe  of  Heccat,  and  the  might. 

By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbes, 

From  whom  we  do  exfifl:  and  ceafe  to  be, 

Heere  I difclaime  all  my  paternall  care, 

Propinquity  and  property  of  bloud, 

And  as  a flranger  to  my  heart  and  me, 

Hold  thee  from  this  for  euer,  the  barbarous  Scythian, 

Or  he  that  makes  his  generation 
MefTes  to  gorgp  his  appetite. 

Shall  be  as  well  neighbour’d,  pittied  and  releeued. 

As  thou  my  fome-time  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  liege.  (wrath 

Lear.  Peace  Kent,  come  not  betweene  the  dragon  and  his 
I lou’d  her  moff,  and  thought  to  fet  my  refl: 

On  her  kinde  nurfery,  hence  and  auoid  my  fight : 

So  be  my  graue  my  peace  as  heere  I giue, 

Her  fathers  heart  from  her ; call  France,  who  flirres  ? 

Call  Burgundy,  Cornwall,  and  Albany, 

With  my  two  daughters  dower  digeft  this  third. 

Let  pride,  which  fhe  cals  plainneffe,  marry  her  : 

I do  inuefl  you  ioyntly  in  my  power, 

Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  effefls 


That 
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That  troope  with  maiefly,  onr  felfe  by  monthly  courfe 
With  referuation  of  an  hundred  knights, 

By  you  to  be  fuftain’d,  fhall  our  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turnes,  onely  we  ftill  retaine 

The  name  and  all  the  additions  to  a king, 

The  fway,  reuenue,  execution  of  the  reft, 

Beloued  fonnes  be  yours,  which  to  confirme, 

This  coronet  part  betwixt  you. 

Keyits  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I haue  euer  honor’d  as  my  king, 

Loued  as  my  father,  as  my  mafler  followed, 

As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  praiers. 

hear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawne,  make  from  the  (haft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather, 

Though  the  forke  inuade  the  region  of  my  heart, 

Be  Kent  vnmannerly,  when  Lear  is  mad. 

What  wilt  thou  do  old  man,  think’fl:  thou  that  duty 
Shall  haue  dread  to  fpeake,  when  power  to  flattery  bowes. 
To  plainnefle  honours  bound,  when  maiefly  (loops  to  folly, 
Reuerfe  thy  d-oome,  and  in  thy  bell:  confideration 
Check  this  hideous  rafhnelfe,  anfwer  my  life. 

My  iudgement,  thy  yongeft  daughter  does  not  loue  thee  leaft, 
Nor  are  thofe  empty  hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Reuerbs  no  hollownelTe. 

Lear.  Kent^  on  thy  life  no  more. 

Kent.  My  life  I neuer  held  but  as  a pawne 
To  wage  againfl  thy  enemies,  nor  feare  to  lofe  it. 

Thy  (afety  being  the  motiue. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight. 

Kent.  See  better  Lear^  and  let  me  Aill  remaine 
The  true  blanke  of  thine  eie. 

Lear.  Now  by  Apollo- — 

Kent,  Now  by  Apollo^  king  thou  fwear’fl  tliy  Cods  In  vains. 

I^ear, 
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Lear.  VafTall,  recreant. 

Kent.  Do,  kill  thy  phylition. 

And  the  fee  bedow  vpon  the  foule  difeal^, 

Reuoke  thy  doome,  or  whilfl  I can  vent  clamour 
From  my  throat,  He  tell  thee  thou  dofl:  euill. 

Lear.  Heare  me,  on  thy  allegiance  heare  me  ; 

Since  thou  had:  fought  to  make,  vs  breake  our  vow. 

Which  we  durd  neuer  yet ; and  with  draied  pride. 

To  come  betweene  our  fentence  and  our  power. 

Which,  nor  our  nature,  nor  our  place  can  beare. 

Our  potency  make  good,  take  thy  reward, 

Foure  dayes  we  do  allot  thee  for  prouifion, 

To  diield  thee  from  difeafes  of  the  world. 

And  on  the  fift  to  turnc  thy  hated  backe 

Vpon  our  kingdome  ; if  on  the  tenth  day  following. 

Thy  banidit  triinke  be  found  in  our  dominions. 

The  moment  is  thy  death,  away. 

By  lupiter  this  diall  not  be  renokt. 

Kent.  Why  fare  thee  well  king,  dnee  thou  wilt  appeare, 
Friendlhip  lines  hence,  and  banifhment  is  here  ; 

The  gods  to  their  protedfion  take  the  maid. 

That  rightly  thinkes,  and  hath  mod  iudly  faid. 

And  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approue, 

That  good  efFedls  may  fpring  from  words  of  loue  ; 

Thus  Kcnty  O princes,  bids  you  all  adew, 

Hee’l  fhape  his  old  courfe  in  a country  new. 

Enter  France  and  Burgundy  'with  Gloceder. 

Clo.  Heer’s  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  or  Burgundy,  we  fird  addrede  towards  you, 
Who  with  a king  hath  riuald  for  our  daughter, 

What  in  the  lead  will  you  require  in  prefent 
Dower  with  her,  or  ceafe  your  qued  of  loue  ? 
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Burg,  Roiall  maiefty,  I craue  no  more  then  what 
Your  highneffe  offered,  nor  will  you  tender  lefle  ? 

Lear. . Right  noble  Burgundy,  when  fhe  was  deare  to  vs. 
We  did  hold  her  fo,  but  now  her  price  is’fallen  ; 

Sir,  there  flie  ftands,  if  ought  within  that  little 
Seeming  fubflance,  or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  peec’fl, 
And  nothing  elfe  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 

Shee’s  there,  and  fhe  is  yours. 

Burg,  I know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Sir,  will  you  with  thofe  infirmities,  fhe  owes, 
Vnfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 

Couered  with  our  curfe.  and  firanger’d  with  our  oath. 

Take  her  or  leaue  her. 

Burg.  Pardon  me  royall  fir,  ele6lion  makes  not  vp. 

On  fuch  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leaue  her  fir,  for  by  the  power  that  made  me, 
I tell  you  all  her  wealth.  For  you  great  king, 

I would  not  from  your  loue  make  fuch  a firay. 

To  match  you  where  I hate,  therefore  befeech  you. 

To  auert  your  liking  a more  worthier  way. 

Then  on  a wretch  whom  nature  is  afham’d 
Almofi:  to  acknowledge  hers. 

Fra.  This  is  mofl:  firange,  that  fhe  that  euen  but  now 
Was  your  bed  obieff,  the  argument  of  your  praife, 

Balme  of  your  age,  mofl  bed,  mod  deercd. 

Should  in  this  trice  of  time  commit  a thing 
So  mondrous,  to  difmantle  fo  many  foulds  of  fauour. 

Sure  her  offence  mud  be  of  fuch  vnnjitura 
That  monders  it,  or  you  forx  voucht  affedlions 
Falne  into  taint,  which  to  belecue  of  her 
Mud  be  a faith  that  reafon  without  miracle 
Could  neuer  plaint  in  me. 
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Cord.  I yet  befeech  your  maief^y, 

If  for  I want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 

To  fpeake  and  purpofe  not,  fince  what  I well  intend, 

He  do’t  before  I fpeake,  that  you  may  know 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulenelTe, 

No  vneleane  aflion  or  di (honoured  flep 

That  hath  depriu’d  me  of  your  grace  and  fauour. 

But  euen  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I am  rich, 

A ftill  foliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a tongue, 

As  I am  glad  I haue  nor,  though  not  to  haue  it. 

Hath  loll:  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Go  to,  goe  to,  better  thou  hadfl  not  been  borne. 
Then  not  to  haue  pleas’d  me  better. 

Fran,  Is  it  no  more  but  this,  a tardineffe  in  nature. 

That  often  leaues  the  hiflory  vnfpcke  that  it  intends  to  do. 
My  lord  of  Burgundy^  what  fay  you  to  the  lady  ? 

Loue  is  not  loue  when  it  is  mingled  with  refpefts  that  Bands 
Aloofe  from  the  entire  point,  will  you  haue  her  ? 

She  is  her  felfe  and  dov/er. 

Burg.  Royall  Lear,  giue  but  that  portion 
Which  your  felfe  propos’d,  and  here  I take 
Cerdelia  by  the  hand,  dutchelle  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing,  I haue  fworne. 

Burg.  I am  forry  then  you  haue  fo  loB  a father. 

That  you  muB  lofe  a hufband. 

Cord.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy,  fince  that  refpeiBs 
Of  fortune  are  his  loue,  I fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

Fran.  FaireB  Cordelia,  that  art  moB  rich  being  poore, 
MoBchoife  forfaken,  and  moB  loued  defpis’d. 

Thee  and  thy  verrues  heere  I feize  vpon. 

Be  it  lawful!  I take  vp  what’s  caB  away. 

Gods,  Gods!  tis  Brange,  that  from  iheir  cold’B  neglefl. 

My  loue  fliould  kindle  to  enBam’d  rerpedf. 
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Thy  dowrelefTe  daughter  king,  throwne  to  thy  chance, 

Is  queene  of  vs,  of  ours,  and  our  faire  France ; 

Not  all  the  dukes  in  watrifli  Burgundy^ 

Shall  buy  this  vnpriz’d  precious  maid  of  me. 

Bid  them  farwell  Cordelia^  though  vnkinde 
Thou  lofeft  heere,  a better  where  to  finde. 

Lear.  Thou  haft  her  France,  let  her  be  thine. 

For  we  haue  no  fuch  daughter,  nor  (hall  euer  fee 
That  face  of  hers  againc,  therefore  be  gone. 

Without  our  grace,  our  loue,  our  benizon : come  noble 
Burgundy,  Exit  Lear  and  Burgundy. 

Fran.  Bid  farwell  to  your  lifters. 

Cord.  The  iewels  of  our  father. 

With  wafht  eyes  Cordelia  leaues  you,  I know  you  what  you  arc^ 
And  like  a filter  am  molt  loth  to  call  your  faults 
As  they  are  named,  vfe  well  our  father, 

To  your  profelTed  bofoihes  I commit  him, 

But  yet  alalTe,  Itood  I within  his  grace, 

I would  preferre  him  to  a better  place ; 

So  farwell  to*  you  both. 

Gojiorill.  Prefcribe  not  vs  our  duties. 

Regan.  Let  your  Itudy  be  to  content  your  lord. 

Who  hath  receiu’d  you  at  fortunes  almes, 

You  haue  obedience  fcanted. 

And  well  are  worth  the  worth  that  you  haue  want^. 

Cord.  Time  lhall  vnfold  what  pleated  cunning  hides. 

Who  couers  faults,  at  laft  lhame  them  derides  ; 

Well  may  you  profper. 

Fran.  Come  faire  Cordelia.  Exit  France  and  Cord.  • 

Con.  Siller,  it  is  not  a little  I haue  to  fay, 

Of  what  moll  neerely  appertaines  to  vs  both, 

J thinke  our  father  will  hence  to  night. 

VoL.  II.  H 
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Reg.  That’s  mofl  certaine,  and  with  you,  next  month 
with  vs. 

Gon.  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  obferua- 
tion  we  hane  made  of  it  hath  not  beene  little  ; he  alwaies  loued 
our  fifler  mofl,  and  with  what  poore  iudgement  hee  hath  now 
caff  her  off,  appeares  too  grofle. 

Reg.  Tis‘  the  infirmity  of  his  age,  yet  he  hath  euer  but 
flenderly  knowne  himfelfe. 

Gono.  The  befl:  and  foundefl:  of  his  time  hath  bin  but  rafh, 
•then  muff  we  looke  to  receiiie  fr5  his  age,  not  alone  the 
imperfecftion  of  long  ingrafted  condition,  but  therwithal  vn- 
ruly  waiwardnes,  that  infirme  and  cholericke  yeares  bring 
with  them. 

Reg.  Such  vnconflant  Aars  are  we  like  to  haue  from  him, 
as  this  of  Kents  banifhment. 

Gono.  There  is  further  complement  of  leaue  taking  between- 
France  and  him,  pray  lets  hit  together,  if  our  father  cary 
authority  with  fuch- difpofitions  as  he  beares,  this  laft  fur- 
render  of  his  will  but  offend  vs. 

Regan.  We  fliall  further  thinke  on’t. 

Gon.  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  it’h  heate.  Exeunt, 

Enter  BaAard  Joins. 

Baji.  Thou  nature  art  my  goddeffe,  to  thy  law  my  feruices 
are  bound,  wherefore  fhould  I Aand  in  the  plague  of  cuAom.e, 
and  permit  the  curiofity  of  nations  to  depriue  me,  for  that  I 
am  fome  12.  or  14.  moone-fhines  lag  of  a brother:  why 
baftard  ? wherefore  bafe,  when  my  dementions  are  as  well 
compact,  my  minde  as  generous,  and  my  fhape  as  true  as  ho- 
neft  madams  iffue,  why  brand  they  vs  with  bafe,  bafe 
baAardy  ? who  in  the  lufty  Aealth  of  nature,  take  more  com- 
pofition  and  fierce  quality,  then  doth  within  a Aale  dull  lied 
bed,  goe  to  the  creating  of  a whole  tribe  of  fops  got  tweene 
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fleepe  and  wake ; well  the  legitimate  Edgar ^ I muft  hane  your 
land,  our  fathers  loue  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund^  as  to  the  le- 
gitimate : well  my  legitimate^  if  this  letter  fpeed,  and  my  in- 
uention  thriue,  Edmund  the  bafe  fhall  tooth’legitimate  : I 
grow,  I profper,  now  gods  ftand  vp  for  baftards. 

Enter  Glocefler. 

Gloft.  Kent  banifht  thus,  and  France  in  choller  parted,  and 
the  king  gone  to  night,  fubfcrib’d  his  power,  confined  to  ex- 
hibition, all  this  done  vpon  the  gad ; Edmund,  how  now, 
what  newes  ? 

Bajl.  So  pleafe  yonr  lordfhip,  none. 

Clo/i.  Why  fo  earnefily  feeke  you  to  put  vp  that  letter  ? 

Baft,  I know  no  newes,  my  lord. 

Clo,  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Baft,  Nothing  my  lord. 

Gloft.  No,  what  needs  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it  into 
your  pocket,  the  quality  of  nothing  had  not  fuch  need  to  hide 
itfelfe,  lets  fee,  come  if  it  be  nothing  I fhal  not  need  fpec- 
tacles. 

Baft.  I befeech  you  fir  pardon  me,  it  is  a letter  from  my 
brother,  that  I haue  not  all  ore  read,  for  fo  much  as  I haue 
perufed,  I finde  it  not  fit  for  your  liking. 

Gloft.  Giue  me  the  letter  fir. 

Baft.  I (hall  offend,  either  to  detaine  or  giue  it,  the  con- 
tents as  in  part  I vnderfiand  them,  are  too  blame. 

Glo.  Lets  fee,  lets  fee. 

Baft.  I hope  for  my  brothers  iufiification,  he  wrote  this 
but  as  an  effay,  or  tafle  of  my  vertue.  A letter, 

Gloft.  This  policy  of  age  makes  the  world  bitter  to  the  beft 
of  our  times,  keepes  our  fortunes  from  vs  till  our  oldnefie 
cannot  rellifh  them,  I begin  to  finde  an  idle  and  fond  bondage 
in  the  oppreflion  of  aged  tyranny,  who  fwaies  not  as  it  hath 
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power,  but  as  it  is  fuffered,  come  to  mee,  that  of  this  I may 
fpeake  more  ; if  our  father  would  fleepe  till  I wakt  him,  you 
ftiould  enioy  halfe  his  reuenew  for  euer,  and  liue  the  beloued 
of  your  brother  Edgar. 

Hum,  confpiracy,  flept  till  I wakt  him,  you  (hould  enioy 
halfe  bis  reuenew:  my  fonne  Edgar,  had  he  a hand  to  write 
this,  a hart  and  braine  ta  breed  it  in  ? when  came  this  to 
you,  who  brought  it  ? 

Baft.  It  was  not  brought  me  my  lord,  there’s  the  cunning 
of  it,  I found  it  throwne  in  at  the  cafement  of  my  clofet. 

Glofi,  You  know  the  carradler  to  be  your  brothers  ? 

Bajl.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I durll  fweare  it 
were  his,  but  in  refpeft  of  that,  I would  faine  thinke  it  were 
not. 

Glojl.  Is  it  his  ? 

Baji.  It  is  his  hand  my  lord,  but  I hope  his  heart  is  not  in 
the  contents. 

Gloji*  Hath  he  neuer  heeretofore  founded  you  in  this  bufi- 
neffe  ? 

Bajl.  Neuer  my  lord,  but  I haue  often  heard  him  maintaine 
it  to  be  fit,  that  fonnes  at  perfit  age,  and  fathers  declining, 
his  father  fiiould  be  as  ward  to  the  fonne,  and  the  fonne 
mannage  the  reuenew.  ' ^ 

Gloji.  O villaine,  villaine,  his  very  opinion  in  the  letter^ 
abhorrid  .villaine^  vnnaturall  detefted  bruitifii  villaine,  worfe 
then  bruitiih,  go  fir  feeke  him  ; I,  apprehend  him,  abhomin- 
able  villaine,  where  is  he  ? 

Baft.  I do  not  well  know  my  lord,  if  It  fliall  pleafe  you  to 
fufpend  your  indignation  againfi  my  brother,  till  you  can  de- 
riue  from  him  better  tefiimony  of  this  intent,  you  (hal  runne 
a certaine  courfe,  where  if  you  violently  proceed  againll  him, 
miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would  make  a great  gap  in  your 
owne  honour,  and  fhake  in  peeces  the  heart  of  his  obedience, 
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I dare  pawne  downe  my  life  for  him,  hee  hath  wrote  this  to 
feele  my  affeiftion  to  your  honour,  and  to  no  further  pretence 
of  danger. 

Gloji.  Thinke  you  fo  ? 

Baft.  If  your  honour  iudge  it  meete,  I will  place  you 
where  you  (hall  heare  vs  conferre  of  this,  and  by  an  aurigular 
aflTurance  haue  your  fatisfaffion,  and  that  without  any  further 
delay  then  this  very  euening. 

Gloft.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a monfler. 

Bafl.  Nor  is  not  fure. 

Gloft.  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderly  and  entirely  loues, 
him : heauen  and  earth  ! Edmund  feeke  him  out,  winde  me 
into  him,  I pray  you  frame  your  bufines  after  your  owne 
wifedome,  I wold  vnftate  myfelfe  to  be  in  a due  refolution. 

Bqfl.  I fhall  feeke  him  fir  prefently,  conuey  the  bufinefle  as 
I fhall  fee  meanes,  and  acquaint  you  withall. 

Gio.  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  funne  and  moone,  portend  no 
good  to  vs,  though  the  wifedome  of  nature  can  reafon  thus 
and  thus,  yet  nature  findes  itfelfe  fcourg’d  by  the  fequent  ef- 
fe6fs,  loue  cooles,  friend  (hip  fals  off,  brothers  diuide,  in  ci- 
ties mutinies,  in  countries  difeords,  pallaces  treafon,  the  bond 
crackl  betweene  fonne  and  father  ; finde  out  this  villaine, 
Edmund  it  fhall  lofe  thee  nothing,  do  it  carefully  ; and  the 
noble  and  true  hearted  Kent  banifht,  his  offence  honefl ; 
ftrange,  ftrangc  ! 

Baft,  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  'world,  that 
when  we  are  ficke  in  fortune,  often  the  furfet  of  our  owne 
behauiour,  we  make  guilty  of  our  difafters,  the  funne,  the 
moone,  and  the  flars,  as  if  we  were  villaines  by  iieceffity, 
fooles  by  heauenly  compulfion,  knaues,  theeues,  and  tre- 
cherers  by  fpirituall  predominance,  drunkards,  liars,  and 
adulterers  by  an  enforc’d:  obedience  of  planitary  influence, 
and  all  that  we  are  eyill  in,  by  a diuine  thrulling  on,  an  ad- 
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mlrable  euafion  of  whore -mafler  man,  to  lay  his  goatifh  dlf- 
pofition  to  the  charge  of  ftars  : my  father  compounded  with 
my  mother  vnder  the  Dragons  taile,  and  my  natiuity  was  vnder 
Vrfa  maior^  fo  that  it  followes  I am  rough  and  lecherous  ; 
fut,  I fhould  haue  beene  that  I am,  had  the  maidenleft  ftarre 
of  the  firmament  twinckled  on  my  baftardy  ; Edgar, 

Enter  Edgar. 

and  out  he  comes  like  the  catafirophe  of  the  old  comedy, 
mine  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a figh  like  them  of  Bed- 
lam  ; O thefe  ecdipfes  do  portend  thefe  diuifions. 

Edgar.  How  now  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  contem- 
plation are  you  in  ? 

Baji.  I am  thinking  brother  of  a predidlion  I read  this  other 
day,  what  fhould  follow  thefe  ecdipfes.  • 

Edg.  Doe  you  bufie  your  felfe  about  that  ? 

Bajl.  I promife  you  the  effects  he  writ  of,  fucceed  vnhap- 
piiy.  as  of  vnnaturalneffe  betweene  the  childe  and  the  parent, 
death,  dearth,  diffolutions  of  ancient  armies,  diuifions  in 
fiate,  menaces  and  malediflions  againfi:  king  and  nobles,  need- 
leffe  diffidences,  baniffiment  of  friends,  diffipation  of  cohorts, 
nuptlall  breaches,  and  I know  not  what. 

Edg.  How  long  haue  you  bin  in  a fedary  afironomicall  ? 

Baft.  Come,  come,  when  faw  you  my  father  lafl  ? 

Edg.  Why  the  night  gone  by. 

Baft.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Two  houres  together. 

Baft.  Parted  you  in  good  tearmes  ? found  you  no  difplea- 
fure  in  him  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethinke  yourfelfe  wherein  you  may  haue  offended 
him,  and  at  my  entreaty,  forbeare  his  prefence,  till  fome 
little  time  hath  qualified  the  heate  of  his  difpleafure,  which 

at 


I 


The  History  of  King  Lear* 

at  this  inflant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  with  the  mifchlefe  of 
your  perfon  it  would  fcarfe  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villaine  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Baft.  That’s  my  feare  brother,  I aduife  you  to  the  befl, 
goe  arm’d,  I am  no  honeft  man  if  there  be  any  good  meaning 
towards  you,  I haue  told  you  what  I haue  feen  and  heard, 
but  faintly,  nothing  like  the  image  and  horror  of  it ; pray 
you  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I heare  from  you  anon  ? Exit  Edgar. 

Baft.  I do  feme  you  in  this  bufmelTe  : 

A credulous  father,  and  a brother  noble, 

Whofe  nature  is  fo  farre  from  doing  harmes, 

That  he  fufpefls  none,  on  whofe  foolifli  honefly 
My  praiflifes  ride  eafie,  I fee  the  bufinefle. 

Let  me  if  not  by  birth,  haue  lands  by  wit. 

All  with  me’s  meete,  that  I can  fafhion  tit.  Exit. 

Enter  Gonorill  and  a Gentleman, 

Gin.  Did  my  father  ftrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of  his 
foole  ? 

Gent.  Yes  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me, 

Euery  houre  he  flalhes  into  one  grofle  crime  or  other. 

That  fets  vs  all  at  ods.  He  not  endure  it ; 

His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelfe  vpbraids  vs 
Oa  euery  trifle  when  he  returnes  from  hunting, 

I will  not  fpeake  with  him,  fay  I am  ficke. 

If  you  come  flacke  of  former  feruices. 

You  {hall  do  well,  the  fault  of  it  He  anfwer. 

Gent,  Hee’s  comming  madam,  I heare  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe,  you  and 
your  fellow-feruants,  Ide  haue  it  come  in  quelHon,  if  he  dif- 
like  it,  let  him  to  our  filler,  whofe  minde  and  mine  I know  i^ 
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that  are  one,  not  to  be  ouer-rulde ; idle  olde  man  that  ftlll 
would  manage' thofe  authorities  that  he  hath  giuen  away,  now 
by  my  life  olde  fooles  are  babes  againe,  and  muft  be  vfed 
with  checkes  as  flatteries,  when  they  are  feene  abus’d,  re- 
member what  I tell  you. 

Cent.  Very  well,  madam. 

Con.  And  let  his  knights  haue  colder  lookes  among  you, 
what  growes  of  it  no  matter,  aduife  your  fellowes  fo,  I would 
breed  from  hence  occafions,  and  I fhall,  that  I may  fpeake, 
Jle  write  flraight  to  my  flfler  to  hold  my  very  courfe ; goe 
prepare  for  dinner.  Exit.' 

^ Ejiter  Kent. 

Ken.  If  but  as  well  I other  accents  borrow,  that  can  my 
fpeech  defufe,  my  good  intent  may  carry  through  it  felfe  to 
that  ful  ifliic  for  which  I raiz’d  my  likenefle ; now  banilht 
Kentf  if  thou  canfl  ferue  where  thou  doft  fland  condemn’d, 
thy  mafler  whom  thou  louefl,  (hall  finde  the  full  of  labour. 

Enter  Lear. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  flay  a iot  for  dinner,  goe  get  It  ready : 
how  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A man  fir. 

Lear.  What  dofl  thou  profefle  ? what  wouldfl  thou  with 
vs  ? 

Kent.  I doe  profefle  to  bee  no  lefle  then  I feeme,  to  ferue 
him  truely  that  wil  put  me  in  trufl,  to  loue  him  that  is  ho- 
nefl,  to  conuerfe  with  him  that  is  wife  and  faies  little,  to 
feare  iudgement,  to  fight  when  I cannot  chufe,  and  to  eate 
no  fifli. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A very  honefl  hearted  fellow,  and  as  poore  as  the 
king. 


Lear. 
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Lear.  If  thou  be  as  poore  for  a fuble<ft,  as  he  is  for  a king, 
thou  art  poore  enough,  what  wouldft  thou  ? 

Kent.  Seruice. 

Lear.  Who  wouldft  thou  ferue  ? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me  fellow  ? 

Kent.  No  fir,  but  you  haue  that  In  your  countenance, 
which  I would  faine  call  mafter. 

Lear.  What’s  that  ? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  feruices  canll:  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I can  keepe  honeft  counfaile,  ride,  run,  marre  a cu- 
rious tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliuer  a plaine  meffage  bluntly, 
that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I am  qualified  in,  and 
the  beft  of  me,  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young  to  loue  a woman  for  finging,  nor  fb 
old  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing,  I haue  yeares  on  my  backe 
forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  fhalt  ferue  me,  if  I like  thee  lio 
worfe  after  dinner,  I will  not  part  from  thee  yet ; dinner  ho, 
dinner,  where’s  my  knaue  my  foole,  goe  you  and  call  my 
foole  hether,  you  firra,  where’s  my  daugh^r  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Steward.  So  pleafe  you. 

Lear.  What  faies  the  fellow  there  ^ call  the  clat-pole 
backe,  where’s  my  foole  ? ho,  I thinke  the  world’s  afleepe, 
how  now,  where's  that  mungrell  ? 

Kent.  He  faies  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flaue  backe  to  me  when  I call’d 
him  ? 


Seruant, 
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Servant,  Sir,  he  anfwered  me  in  the  roundell  manner,  hee 
would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Servant.  My  lord,  I know  not  what  the  matter  is,  but  to 
my  iudgement,  your  highncflc  is  not  entertain’d  with  that  ce- 
remonious affe^lion  as  you  were  wont,  there’s  a great  abate* 
mSnt  appeares  as  well  in  the  generall  dependants,  as  in  the 
duke  himfelfe  alfo,  and  your  daughter. 

Lear,  Ha,  faift  thou  fo  ? 

Servant,  I befeech  you  pardon  me  my  lord,  if  I be  mif- 
taken,  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I thinke  your 
highnefle  is  wrong’d. 

Lear,  Thou  but  remembrefl  me  of  mine  owne  conception, 
I haue  perceiued  a mofl:  faint  negledl  of  late,  which  I hauc 
rather  blamed  as  mine  owne  iealous  curiofity,  then  as  a very 
, pretence  and  purport  of  vnkindnes  ; I will  look  further  into 
it,  but  wher’s  this  foole  ? I haue  not  feene  him  this  twodaies. 

Servant,  Since  my  young  ladies  going  into  France  fir,  the 
foole  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear,  No  more  of  that,  I haue  noted  it,  goe  you  and  tell 
my  daughter,  I would  fpeake  with  her,  go  you  call  hither 
my  foole ; O you  fir,  you  fir,  come  you  hither,  who  am  I 
fir  ? 

Stew.  My  ladies  father. 

Lear,  My  ladies  father,  my  lords  knaue,  you  whorefoa 
dog,  you  flaue,  you  curre. 

Stew,  I am  none  of  this  my  lord,  I befeech  you  pardon  me. 

Lear,  Do  you  bandy  lookes  with  me  you  rafcall  ? 

Stew.  He  not  be  ftrucke  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  football  plaier. 

Lear,  I thanke  thee  fellow,  thou  feru’fl  me,  and  ile  loue 
thee. 

Kent, 
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Kent.  Come  fir,  ile  teach  you  differences,  away,  away,  if 
you  will  meafure  your  lubbers  length  againe,  tarry,  but 
away,  you  haue  wifedome. 

Lear.  Now  friendly  knaue  I thankc  thee,  chere’s  earneft  of 
thy  feruice.' 

Enter  Foole. 

Foole.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here’s  my  coxcombe. 

Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  knaue,  how  doffc  thou  ? 

Foole,  Sirra,  you  were  bed:  take  my  coxcombe. 

Kent,  Why  foole  ? 

Foole.  Why  for  taking  ones  part  that’s  out  of  fauour,  nay 
and  thou  canfl;  not  fmile  as  the  winde  fits,  thou’t  catch  colde 
(liortly,  there  take  my  coxcombe ; why  this  fellow  hath 
banidit  two  of  his  daughters,  and  done  the  third  a blefling 
againft  his  will,  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  muft  needs  weare 
my  coxcombe,  how  now  nunckle,  would  I had  two  cox- 
combes,  and  two  daughters, 

Lear.  Why  my  boy  ? 

Foole.  If  I gaue  them  any  lining,  ide  keepe  my  coxcombe 
my  felfe,  theres  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  daughters. 

Lear.  Take  heed  firra,  the  whip. 

Foole.  Truth  is,  a dog  that  mud  to  kennell,  he  mud  bee 
whipt  out,  when  lady  oth’e  brach  may  dand  by  the  fire  and 
dinke. 

Lear.  A pedilent  gull  to  me. 

Foole.  Sirra,  ile  teach  thee  a fpeech. 

Lear.  Do. 

Foole.  Marke  it  vnckle ; haue  more  then  thou  fhewed, 
fpcake  lede  then  thou  knowed,  lend  leffe  then  thou  owed,  ’ 
ride  more  then  thou  goed,  learne  more  then  thou  trowed, 
fet  leffe  then  thou  throwed,  leaue  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 

and 
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and  keepe  in  a doore,  and  thou  lhalt  hauc  more,  then  two 
tens  to  a fcore. 

Lear,  This  is  nothing  foolc. 

Foole.  Then  like  the  breath  of  an  vnfeed  lawyer,  you  gauc 
me  nothing  for  it ; can  you  make  no  vfe  of  nothing  vncle  ? 

Lear,  Why  no  boy,  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 

Foole.  Prethee  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  land  comes 
to,  he  will  not  belceue  a foole. 

Lear,  A bitter  foole. 

Foole.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference  my  boy,  betweene  a 
bitter  foole,  and  a fweete  foole, 

Lear,  No  lad,  teach  me. 

Foole,  That  lord  that  counfaild  thee  to  giue  away  thy  land, 
Come  place  him  heere  by  me,  do  thou  for  him  ftand. 

The  fweete  and  bitter  foole  will  prefently  appeare. 

The  one  in  motley  here,  the  other  found  out  there. 

Lear.  Doll  thou  call  me  foole  boy  ? 

Foole.  A1  thy  other  titles  thou  hall  giuen  away,  that  thou 
wall  borne  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  foole  my  lord. 

Foole.  No  faith,  lords  and  great  men  w'ill  not  let  me,  if  I 
had  a monopolie  out,  they  would  haue  part  on’t,  and  lodes 
too,  they  will  not  let  me  haue  all  foole  to  my  felfe,  thei’l  be 
fnatching ; giue  me  an  egge  nunckle,  and  ile  giue  thee  two 
crownes. 

Lear,  What  two  crownes  lhall  they  be  ? 

Foole,  Why  after  I haue  cut  the  egge  in  the  middle  and 
eate  vp  the  meate,  the  two  crownes  of  the  egge : when  thou 
- clouell  thy  crowne  in  the  middle,  and  gauell  aw'ay  both  parts, 
thou  borefl  thy  alTe  on  thy  back  ore  the  dirt,  thou  hadA  little 
wit  in  thy  bald  crowne,  when  thou  gaueA  thy  golden  one 
away  ; if  I fpeak  like  my  felfe  in  this,  let  him  be  whipt  that 
firA  Andes  it  fo. 


Fooles 
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Foo!es  had  ncre  lefTe  wit  in  a yeare, 

For  wife  men  are  growne  foppifh, 

They  know  not  how  their  wits  do  weare, 

Their  manners  are  fo  apifh. 

Lear,  When  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs  firra  ? 

Foole.  I haue  vfed  it  nuncle,  euer  fince  thou  mad’ft  thy 
daughters  thy  mother,  for  when  thou  gaueft  them  the  rod, 
and  putft  downe  thine  owne  breeches,  then  they  for  fudden 
ioy  did  weep,  and  I for  forrow  fung,  that  fuch  a king  fhould 
play  bo-peepe,  and  goe  the  fooles  among  : prethee  nunckle 
keepe  a fchoolc-maJder  that  can  teach  thy  foole  to  lie,  1 would 
faine  learne  to  lie. 

Lear.  If  you  lie,  wee’l  haue  you  whipt. 

Foole.  I maruell  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are, 
they’l  haue  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou  wilt  haue  mee 
whipt  for  lying,  and  fometime  I am  whipt  for  holding  my 
peace,  I had  rather  be  any  kinde  of  thinge  then  a foole,  and 
yet  I would  not  bee  thee  nunckle,  thou  hall  pared  thy  wit  a 
both  fides,  and  left  nothing  in  the  middle ; heere  comes  one 
of  the  parings. 


Enter  Gonorill. 

Lear.  How  now  daughter,  what  makes  that  frontlet  on, 
Me-thinkes  you  are  too  much  alate  i’th  frowne. 

Foole.  Thou  waft  a pretty  fellow  when  thou  hadH  no  neede 
to  care  for  her  frowne,  thou,  thou  art  an  O without  a figure, 
I am  better  then  thou  art  now,  I am  a foole,  thou  art  no- 
thing ; yes  forfooth  I will  hold  my  tongue,  fo  your  face  bids 
me,  though  you  fay  nothing. 

Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  neither  cruft  nor  crum, 

Weary  of  all,  ftiall  want  fome.  That’s  a fheald  pefcod. 

Gon.  Not  onely  fir  this,  your  all-licenc’d  foole,  but 
other  of  your  infolent  retinue  do  hourely  carpe  and  quarrel!, 

breaking 
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breaking  foorth  in  ranke  and  (not  to  be  endured  riots)  fir,  I 
had  thought  by  making  this  well  knowne  vnto  you,  to  haue 
found  a fafe  redrefiTe,  but  now  grow  fearefuli  by  what  your 
felfe  too  late  haue  fpoke  and  done,  that  you  protefl:  this 
courfe,  and  put  on  by  your  allowance,  which  if  you  fiiould, 
the  fault  would  not  fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redrefie  fleepe, 
which  in  the  tender  of  a wholefome  weal,  might  in  their 
working  do  you  that  offence,  that  elfe  were  fliame,  that  then 
necefiity  muff  call  difcreete  proceedings. 

Foole.  For  you  trow  nuncle,  the  hedge-fparrow  fed  the 
cookow  fo  long,  that  it  had  it  head  bit  off  beit  young,  fo 
outwent  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear,  Are  you  our  daughter. 

Gonorilh  Come  fir,  I would  you  would  make  vfe  of  that 
good  wifedome  whereof  I know  you  are  fraught,  and  put 
away  thefe  difpofitions,  that  of  late  transforme  you  fi'oni  what 
you  rightly  are. 

Foole,  May  not  an  affe  know  when  the  cart  drawes  the  horfe^ 
whoop  lug  I loue  thee. 

Lear,  Doth  any  here  know  me  ? W'hy  this  is  not  Lear-,  doth 
Lear  walke  thus  ? fpeake  thus  ? where  are  his  eies,  either  his 
notion,  weaknefie,  or  his  difcernings  are  lethergy,  fleeping  or 
waking  ; ha  ! fure  tis  not  fo,  who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who 
I am  ? Lears  fhadow  ? I would  learne  that,  for  by  the  markes 
of  foueraignty,  knowledge,  and  reafon,  I fiiould  be  falfe  per- 
fwaded  I had  daughters. 

Foole.  Which  they,  will  make  an  obedient  father. 

Le.  Your  name  faire  gentlewoman  ? 

Con.  Come  fir,  this  admiration  is  much  of  the  fauour  of 
other  your  new  prankes ; I do  befeech  you  vnderfiand  my  pur- 
pofes  aright,  as  you  are  old  and  reuerend,  you  fiiould  be 
wife,  heere  doe  you  keep  one  hundred  knights  and  fquires, 
men  fo  difordered,  fo  deboyft  and  bold,  that  this  our  court 
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infefted  with  their  manners,  (hewes  like  a riotous  inne,  epl- 
curifine  and  lull  make  more  like  a tauerne  or  brothell,  then  a 
great  pallace,  the  fhame  it  felfc  doth  fpeake  for  inftant  remedy, 
bee  thou  defired  by  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  fhe  begs, 
a little  to  difquantity  your  traine,  and  the  remainder  that  fliall 
ftill  depend,  to  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age,  and  know 
themfelues  and  you. 

Lear,  Darknefie  and  diuels ! faddle  my  horfes,  call  my 
traine  together,  degenerate  baftard,  ile  not  trouble  thee  ; yet 
bane  I left  a daughter. 

Goii.  You  firike  my  people,  and  your  difordered  rabble, 
make  feruants  of  their  betters. 

t 

• Enter  Duke, 

Lear,  We  that  too  late  repent’s  vs;  O fir,  are  you  come  ? 
Is  it  your  will  that  we  prepare  any  horfes,  ingratitude  ! thou 
marble-hearted  fiend,  more  hideous  when  thou  fliewefi:  thee 
in  a childe,  then  the  fea-monfier,  detefied  kite,  thou  lefien 
my  traine  and  men  of  choife  and  rarefl:  parts,  that  all  particu- 
lars of  duty  know,  and  in  the  mofi:  exa61:  regard,  fupport  the 
worlhippes  of  their  name,  O mofi:  fmall  fault,  how  vgly  didfi: 
thou  in  Cordelia  fhew,  that  like  an  engine  wrencht  my  frame 
of  nature  from  the  fixt  place,  drew  from  my  heart  all  loue, 
and  added  to  the  gall ; o Lear^  Lear  I beate  at  this  gate  that 
let  thy  folly  in,  and  thy  deare  iudgmentout,  goe,  goe,  my 
people  ? 

Duke,  My  lord,  I am  guiltleffe  as  I am  ignorant. 

Lear,  It  may  be  fo  my  lord,  harke  nature,  heare  deere 
goddeffe,  fufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didfi  intend  to  make 
this  creture  fruitefull,  into  her  wombe  conuey  fterility,  dry  vp 
in  her  the  organs  of  encreafe,  and  from  her  derogate  body 
neuer  fpring  a babe  to  honor  her ; if  fhe  mufi  teem,  create 
her  childe  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  liue  and  be  a thourt  difue- 
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tur’d  torment  to  her,  let  It  ftampe  wrinckles  in  her  brow  of 
yonth,  with  accent  teares,  fret  channels  in  her  chcekes,  turne 
all  her  mothers  paines  and  benefits  to  laughter  and  contempt, 
that  fhee  may  feele,  how  (harper  then  a ferpents  tooth  it  is, 
to  haue  a thanklelTe  childe,  goe,  goe,  my  people  ? 

Duke,  Now  gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  ! 

Con,  Neuer  aiilifl  your  felfe  to  know  the  caufe,  but  let  his 
dlfpofition  haue  that  fcope  that  dotage  giues  it. 

Lear,  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a clap,  within  a 
fortnight  ? 

Duke,  What  is  the  matter  fir  ? 

Lear,  He  tell  thee,  life  and  death  ! I am  afnam’d  that  thou 
haft  power  to  fhake  my  manhood  thus,  that  thefe  hot  teares 
that  breake  from  me  perforce,  fhould  make  the  worft  blafts 
and  fogs  vpon  the  vntender  woundings  of  a fathers  curfe,  pe- 
rufe  euery  fence  about  the  oldefond  eies,  be-weepe  this  caufe 
againe,  ile  plucke  you  out,  and  you  caft  with  the  waters  that 
you  make  to  temper  clay,  yea,  is  it  come  to  this  ? yet  haue  I 
left  a daughter,  whom  I am  fure  is  kindc  and  comfortable, 
when  ihe  ftiall  heare  this  of  thee,  with  her  nailes  fhee’l  fley 
thy  woluifh  vifage,  thou  fhalt  finde  that  ile  refume  the  fhape, 
which  thou  doeft  thinke  I haue  caft  off  for  euer,  thou  (halt  I 
warrant  thee.  Exit, 

Con.  Do  you  marke  that  my  lord 

Duke.  I cannot  be  fo  partiall  Conorill  to  the  great  loue  I 
beare  you. 

Con,  Gome  fir,  no  more  ; you,  more  knaue  then  foole, 
after  your  mafter, 

Foole.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tarry  and  take  the  foole 
with  a fox  when  one  has  caught  her,  and  fuch  a daughter, 
fhould  fure  to  the  daughter,  if  my  cap  would  buy  a halter,  fo 
the  foole  followes  after. 

Gon.  What  O/wald,  ho. 

Ofwald, 
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Ofwald.  Heere  madam. 

Gon,  What,  haue  you  writ  this  letter  to  my  filler  ? 

Ofw.  Yes  madam. 

Con.  Take  you  fome  company,  and  away  to  horfc,  infoime 
her  full  of  my  particular  feares,  and  thereto  adde  fuch  reafons 
of  your  owne,  as  may  compacfl  it  more,  get  you  gone,  and 

after  your  returne now  my  lord,  this  mildie  gentlenelle 

and  courfe  of  yours  though  I diflike  not,  yet  vnder  pardon 
y’arc  much  more  alapt  want  of  wifedome,  then  praife  for 
harmfull  mildnefle. 

Duke.  How  farre  your  eies  may  pierce  I cannot  tell, 

Striuing  to  better  ought,  we  marre  what’s  well. 

Con.  Nay  then 

Duke.  Well,  well,  the  euent.  Exit. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Foole. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glocejler  with  thefe  letters,  acquaint 
my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know,  then 
comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter,  if  your  diligence  be 
not  fpeedie,  I (hall  be  there  before  you. 

Kent.  I will  not  lleepe  my  lord,  till  I haue  deliuered  your 
letter.  Exit. 

Foole.  If  a mans  braines  were  in  his  heeles,  wert  not  in 
danger  of  kybes  ? 

hear.  I boy. 

Foole.  Then  I prethee  be  merry,  thy  wit  lhall  nere  go  flip- 
Ihod.. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Foole.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  daughter  will  vfe  thee  kindly,  for 
though  llie  is  as  like  this,  as  a crabbe  is  like  an  apple,  yet  I 
con,  what  I can  tell. 

Lear . Why  what  canll  thou  tell  my  boy  i 

VoL.  II.  I Fook* 
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Toole.  Shee’l  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a crab  doth  to  a crab  ; thon 

caDjft  not  tell  why  ones  nofe  ftands  in  the  middle  of  his  face  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Toole.  Why  to  keep  his  eyes  on  either  fide  his  nofe,  that 
what  a man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  fpy  into. 

Lear.  I did  her  wrong  1 

Toole.  Canfl  tell  how  an  oyfler  makes  his  fhelL 

Lear.  No. 

. Toole.  Nor  I neyther ; but  I can  tell  why  a fnayle  has  a houfe. 
Lear.  Why  \ 

Toole.  Why  to  put  his  head  in,  not  to  glue  it  away  vnto 
his  daughter,  and  leaue  his  homes  without  a cafe, 

Lear.  I will  forget  my  nature,  fo  kinde  a father  ; bee  my 
horfes  ready  ? 

Toole.  Thy  affes  are  gone  about  them;  the  reafon  why  the 
feuen  flarres  are  no  more  then  feuen,  is  a pretty  reafon, 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Toole.  Yes,  thou  wouldft  make  a. good  foole. 

Lear.  To  tak’t  againe  perforce ; moiifter,  ingratitude  ! 
Toole.  If  thou  wert  my  foole  nunckle,  Ide  haue  thee  beaten 
for  being  olde  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How’s  that  ? 

Toole.  Thou  fhouldfl  not  haue  beene  olde,  before  thou  hadfl 
beene  wife. 

Lear.  O let  me  not  be  mad  fweete  heauen  ! I would  not 
bee  mad,  keepe  me  in  temper,  I would  not  bee  mad  ; are  the 
horfes  ready  ? 

Seriiant.  Ready  my  lord. 

Lear.  Come  boy.  Exit. 

, Foole.  She  that  is  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departure. 
Shall'  not  be  a maid  long,  except  things  be  cut  fhorter. 

Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bajiard,  and  Curan  meetes  him, 

Bafi.  Saue  thee  Curan, 

'Curan.  And  you  fir,  I haiie  becne  with  your  father,  and 
ipiuen  him  notice,  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  dutchefTe 
will  be  here  with  him  to  night. 

Baft,  How  comes  that  ? • 

Curan.  Nay  I know  tiot,  you  haue  heard  of  the  newes 
abroad,  I meane  the  whifperd  ones,  for  there  are  yet  but  eare** 
buffing  arguments. 

Baft.  Not,  I pray  you  what  are  they  ? 

Curan.  You  may  then  in  time,  fare  you  well  fir.  Exit. 

Baft.  The  duke  be  here  to  night ! the  better  beft,  this 
weaues  it  felfe  perforce  into  my  bufineffe,  my  father  hath  fet 
guard  to  take  my  brother,  and  I haue  one  thing  of  a quefie 
quefiion,  which 

Enter  Edgar, 

mufi:  afke  breefenefie  and  fortune  help  ; brother  a word,  dif- 
cend  brother  I fay,  my  father  watches,  O flie  this  place,  in- 
telligence is  giuen  where  you  are  hid,  you  haue  now  the  good 
aduantage  of  the  night,  haue  you  not  fpoken  againfi:  the  duke 
of  Cornwall  ought,  hee’s  coming  hether  now  in  the  night, 
it’ll  hafie,  and  Regan  with  him,  haue  you  nothing  faide  vpon 
his  party  againfi:  the  duke  of  Albaney^  aduife  your 

Edg.  I am  fure  on’t  not  a word. 

Baftard.  I heare  my  father  comming,  pardon  me  In  cran- 
ing, I mufi  draw  my  fword  vpon  you,  feerae  to  defende  your 
felfe,  now  quit  you  well,  yeeld,  come  before  my  father, 
light  heere,  heere,  flie  brother  flie,  torches,  torches,  fo  far- 
well  ; fome  bloud  drawnc  on  me  would  beget  opinion  of  my 
more  fierce  endeuor,  I haue  feene  drunkards  do  more  then 
this  in  fport ; father,  father,  flop,  flop,  no  helpe  ? 

I 2 
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Enter  Gloccfler. 

Gloji.  Now  Edmund,  where’s  the  villaine  ? 

Baft,  Heere  flood  he  in  the  darke,  his  fharpe  fword  out, 
warbling  ot'  wicked  charmes,  coniuring  the  moone  to  fland 
his  aufpicious  miflris. 

Gloft.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Baft,  Looke  fir,  I bleed. 

> Gloft,  Where  is  the  villaine,  Edmund? 

Baft.  Fled  this  way  fir,  when  by  no  meanes  he  could 

Gloft,  Purfue  him,  go  after,  by  no  meanes,  what  ? 

Baft.  Perfwade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordlhip,  but 
that  i tolde  him  the  reuengiue  Gods,  againfl  paracides  did 
all  their  thunders  bend,  fpoke  with  how  many  fould  and 
flrong  a bond  the  child  was  bound  to  the  father ; fir,  in  a 
fine,  feeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I flood  to  his  vnnaturall  pur- 
pofe,  with  fell'motion  with  his  prepared  fword,  he  charges 
home^  my  vnprouided  body,  launcht  mine  arme ; but  w'hea 
he  law  my  befl  alarumd  fpirits  bold  in  the  quarrels  right, 
rouzd  to  the  encounter,  or  whether  gafled  by  the  noife  I 
made,  but  fodainly  he  fled. 

' Gloft.  Let  him  flie  farre,  not  in  this  land  fhall  he  remaine 
vncaught  and  found  ; difpatch,  the  noble  duke  my  mafler> 
my  worthy  arch  and  patron  comes  to  night,  by  his  authority 
I will  proclaime  it,  that  he  which  Andes  him  fliall  deferue  our 
thankes,  bringing  the  murderous  caytifFe  to  the  flake,  he  that 
conceales  him,  death. 

Baft.  When  I dilfwaded  him  from  his  Intent,  and  found 
- him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curd  fpeech  I threatned^  to  difcouer 
him  ; he  replied.  Thou  vopofreffing  baflard,  dofl  thou  thinke, 
if  I would  Hand  againfl  thee,  could  the  repofure  of  any  trufl, 
vertue,  or  worth  in  thee  make  thy  words  faith’d  I no  : what 
I fhould  deny,  as  this  I would,  I,  thogh  thou  didfl  produce 
my  very  charafler,  ide  tiirne  it  all  to  thy-  fuggeftion,  plot,  and 

damned 
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damned  pretence,  and  thou  mull  make  a dullard  of  the  world, 
if  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death  were  pregnant  and 
potentiall  fpurres  to  make  thee  feeke  it. 

6'/o/?.  Strong  and  faflened  villaine,  would  he  deny  his  let- 
ter ? I neuer  got  him : harke,  the  dukes  trumpets,  I know 
not  why  he  comes ; all  ports  ile  barre,  the  villaine  fhall  not 
fcape,  the  duke  muff  grant  me  that  : befides,  his  picTture  I wil 
fend  far  and  neere,  that  all  the  kingdome  may  haue  note  of 
him,  and  of  my  land,  (loyall  and  naturall  boy)  ile  worke  the 
meancs  to  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  the  duke  of  Cornwall. 

Corn.  How  now  my  noble  friend,  fince  I came  hether, 
which  I can  call  but  now,  I haue  heard  ftrange  newes. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  fliort  which 
can  purfue  the  offender  ; how  doft  my  lord  ? 

Gloji.  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crakt,  is  crakt. 

Reg.  What,  did  my  fathers  godfon  feeke  your  life?  he 
whom  my  father  named  your  Edgar? 

GloJl.  I lady,  lady,  fhame  would  haue  it  hid. 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  ryotous  knights  that 
tends  vpon  my  father  ? 

GloJl.  I know  not  madam,  tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Baft.  Yes  madam,  he  was. 

Reg.  No  maruaile  then  though  he  were  ill  affeifled, 

Tis  they  haue  put  him  on  the  old  mans  death. 

To  haue  thefe and  wafle  of  this  his  reuenues  ; 

I haue  this  prefent  euening  from  my  filter 

Beene  well  inform’d  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions. 

That  if  they  come  to  foiourne  at  my  houfe,  ile  not  be  there. 

Duke.  Nor  I,  affure  thee  Regan  ; Edmund^  I heard  that  you 
haue  fliewne  your  father  a child-like  office. 

Baft.  Twas  my  duty  fir. 

I3 
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Gloji.  He  did  betray  his  pra6life,  and  receiued 
This  hurt  you  fee,  flriuing  to  apprehend  him. 

Duke.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Gloji.  I my  good  lord. 

Duke.  If  he  be  taken,  he  (hall  neuer  more  be  feard  of  doing 
harme,  make  your  owne  purpofe  how  in  my  Hrrength  you 
pleafe ; for  you  EdmunJ  whofe  vertue  and  obedience  doth 
this  inflant  fo  much  commend  it  felfe,  you  fhall  be  ours,  na- 
tures of  fuch  deep  truil,  we  fhall  much  need,  you  we  firft 
feize  on. 

Bajl.  I lhall  feme  you  truely,  how  euer  elfe. 

GloJl.  For  him  I thanke  your  grace. 

Duke.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vilite  you  ? 

Regan.  Thus  out  of  feafon,  threatning  dark  eide  night, 
Occafions  noble  Gloceder  of  fome  prize, 

Wherein  we  mull  haue  vfe  of  your  aduice. 

Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  filler. 

Of  defences,  which  I bell  thought  it  fit, 

To  anfwer  from  our  hand,  the  feuerall  meffengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch,  our  good  old  friend. 

Lay  comforts  to  your  bofome,  and  bellow  your  needfull  counfell 
To  our  bufinelfe,  which  craues  the  inllant  vfe.  Exit. 

Glo.  I ferue  you  madam,  your  graces  are  right  welcome. 

Enter  Kent  and  Steward. 

Steward.  Good  euen  to  thee  friend,  art  of  the  houfe  \ 

Kent.  I. 

Steward.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Kent.  In  the  mire. 

Stew.  Prethee  if  thou  loue  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I loue  thee  not. 

Stew.  Why  then  I care  not  for  thee. 


Kent. 


The  History  of  King  Lear. 

* 

Kent,  If  I had  thee  in  Lipjbury  pinfold,  I would  make  thee 
care  for  me. 

Steiv.  Why  doft  thou  vfe  me  thus  ? I know  thee  not. 

Kent,  Fellow  I know  thee. 

Stew,  What  doft  thou  kuow  me  for  ? 

Kent,  A knaue,  a rafcall,  an  eater  of  broken  meates,  a bafe, 
proud,  fhallow,  beggerly,  three  ftiewted  hundred  pound, 
filthy  worfted'ftocken  knaue,  a lilly  liuer’d  a6lion  taking 
knaue,  a whorefon  glafte-gazing  fuperfinicall  rogue,  one 
trunke  inheriting  flaue,  one  that  would’ft  be  ‘a  baud  in  way 
of  good  feruice,  and  art  nothing  but  the  compofition  of  a 
knaue,  begger,  coward,  pander,  and  the  fonne  and  heire  of  a 
mungrell  bitch,  whom  I will  beate  into  clamorous  whining, 
if  thou  deny  the  leaft  Tillable  of  the  addition. 

Stew.  What  a monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to  raile  on 
one  that’s  neither  knowne  of  thee,  nor  knowes  thee. 

Ketit,  What  a brazen  fac’ft  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny  thou 
knoweft  me,  is  it  two  daies  agoe  fince  I beate  thee,  and  tript 
vp  thy  heeles  before  the  king  ? draw  you  rogue,  for  though 
it  be  night  the  moone  ftiines,  ile  make  a fop  of  the  moone- 
fhine  a’  you,  draw  you  whorefon  cullyonly  barber-mungsr, 
draw. 

Stew.  Away,  I haue  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw  you  rafcall,  you  bring  letters  againft  the  king, 
and  take  vanity  the  puppets  part,  againft  the  royalty  of  her 
father,  draw  you  rogue,  or  ile  fo  carbonado  your  ftiankes, 
draw  you  rafcall,  come  your  wayes. 

Stew,  Helpe,  ho,  murther,  helpe. 

Kent,  Strike  you  fkue,  ftand  rogue,  ftand  you  neate  flaue, 
ftrike. 

Stew,  Helpe,  ho,  murther,  helpe. 


Enter 
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Enter  Edmund  'with  his  rapier  drawne,  Gloceftcr,  the  Duke 

and  Dutchejfe, 

Baft.  How  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ken.  With  you  goodman  boy,  and  you  pleafe  come,  lie 
fleafli  you,  come  on  yong  mafter. 

Gloft,  Weapons,  armes,  what’s  the  matter  here  ? 

Duke.  Keepe  peace  vpon  your  hues,  he  dies  that  ftrikes 
againe,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  meijengers  from  our  fifter,  and  the  king. 

Duke.  What’s  your  deference,  fpeake  ? 

Stew.  I am  fcarfe  in  breath  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  maruaile  you  haue  fo  behir’d  your  valour,  you 
cowardly  rafcall,  nature  difclaimes  in  thee,  a taylor  made 
thee. 

Duke.  Thou  art  a flrange  fellow,  a taylour  make  a man. 

Ke?it.  I,  a taylour  hr,  a hone -cutter,  or  a painter  could 
not  haue  made  him  fo  ill,  though  he  had  bene  but  two 
houres  at  the  trade. 

Gloft.  Speake  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrell  ? 

Stew.  This  ancient  ruffian  hr,  whofe  life  I haue  fpar’d  at 
fute  of  his  gray-beard. 

Kent.  Thou  whorefon  zed,  thou  vnnecehary  letter,  my 
lord  if  you  will  giue  me  leaue,  I will  tread  this  vnboulted 
villaiiie  into  morter,  and  daube  the  wals  of  a iaques  with  him  ; 
fpare  my  gray-beard  you  wagtaile  ? 

Duke.  Peace  hr,  you  beahly  knaue  you  haue  no  reuerence. 

Kent.  Yes  hr,  but  anger  has  a priuiledge. 

Duke.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a haue  as  this  fhould  weare  a fword. 

That  w^eares  no  honehy,  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe. 

Like  rats  oft  bite  thofe  cords  in  twaine. 

Which  are  to  intrench,  to  inloofe  fmooth  euery  paffion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebell, 
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Bring  olle  to  Air,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods, 

Reneag,  affirme,  and  turiie  their  halcion  beakes 
With  euery  gale  and  vary  of  their  maAers, 

Knowing  nought  like  dales  but  following, 

A plague  vpon  your  epelipticke  vifage, 

Smoile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I were  a foole  ? 

Goofe,  if  I had  you  vpon  Sarum  plaine, 

Ide  fend  you  cackling  home  to  Camulet, 

Duke,  What,  art  thou  mad  olde  fellow  ? 

Glojl.  How  fell  you  out,  fay  that  ? 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy,  » 

Then  I and  fuch  a knaue, 

Duke.  Why  doA  thou  call  him  knaue,  what’s  his  offence  ? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Duke,  No  more  perchance  doth  mine,  or  his,  or  hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  ’tis  my  occupation  to  be  plaine, 

I haue  feene  better  faces  in  my  time. 

Than  Aands  on  any  ftioulder  that  I fee 
Before  me  at  this  inAant. 

'i*  Duke,  This  is  a fellow,  who  hauing  beene  praifd 
For  bluntneffe,  doth  affefl  a faucie  ruffines. 

And  conAralnes  the  garb  quite  from  his  nature. 

He  cannot  Aatter  he,  he  muA  be  plaine. 

He  mu  A fpeake  truth?  and  they  will  take  it  Co, 

If  not  hee’s  plaine,  thefe  kinde  of  knaues  I know. 

Which  in  this  plalnneffe  harbour  more  craft, 

And  more  corrupter  ends,  then  twenty  filly  ducking 
Obferuants,  that  Aretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir  in  good  footh,  or  in  fincere  verity, 

Vnder  the  allowance  of  your  grand  afpecA. 

Whofe  inAuence  like  the  wreath  of  radient  Arp 
In  Aitkering  Phcebus  front. 

Duke*  What  meanA  thou  by  this  ? 
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Kent,  To  go  out  of  my  dialogue  which  you  difcommend 
fo  much  ; I know  fir,  I am  no  flatterer,  he  that  beguild  you 
in  a plain  accent,  was  a plaine  knaue,  which  for  my  part  I 
wil  not  be,  thogh  I fliould  win  your  difpleafure  to  entreate 
me  to  it. 

Duke,  What’s  the  offence  you  gaue  him  f 

Stew.  I neuer  gaue  him  any,  it  pleafd  the  king  his  maffer 
Very  late  to  ffrike  at  me  vpon  his  mifconflru6lion. 

When  he  coniun6l  and  flattering  his  difpleafure 
Tript  me  behinde,  being  downe,  infulted,  raild. 

And  put  vpon  him  fuch  a deale  of  man,  that 
That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  king. 

For  him  attempting  who  was  felfe  fubdued. 

And  in  the  flechuent  of  this  dread  exploit. 

Drew  on  me  heere  again-e. 

Kent,  None  of  thefe  roges  and  cowards  but  A*tax  is  their 

Duke,  Bring  foorth  the  ftockes  ho  ? (foole. 

You  ffubborne  mifcreant  knaue,  you  vnfeuerent  bragart, 
Wee’i  teach  you. 

Kent,  I am  too  olde  to  learne,  call  not  your  ffockes  for  me, 

I ferue  the  king,  on  whofe  imploiments  I was  fent  to  you. 
You  fhould  do  fmall  refpedl,  fhcw  too  bold  malice 
Againfl:  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mailer, 

Stopping  his  meflenger. 

Diike.  Fetch  foorth  the  flockes  ; as  I haue  life  and  honour. 
There  fhall  he  fit  till  noone. 

Reg,  Till  noone,  till  night  my  lord,  and  all  night  too., 

Kent,  Why  madam,  if  I were  your  fathers  dog,  you  could 
not  vfe  me  fo. 

Reg,  Sir,  being  his  knaue,  I will. 

Duke,  This  is  a fellow  of  the  fame  nature, 

Pnr  filler  fpeakes  off,  come,  bring  away  the  llockes. 
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Glojl.  Let  me  befeech  your  grace  not  to  do  fo. 

His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  mafter 
Will  checke  him  for’t ; your  purpofd  low  corredlioa 
Is  fuch,  as  bafeft  and  temnefl:  wretches  for  pilfrings 
And  moil:  common  trefpafTes  are  punhht  with. 

The  king  mull  take  ii  ill,  that  hee’s  fo  flightly  valued' 

In  his  meffenger,  fliould  haue  him  thus  retrained. 

Duke.  He  anfwer  that. 

Reg.  My  fiHer  may  recciue  it  much  more  worfe. 

To  haue  her  gentleman  abufed,  affaulted 
For  following  her  affaires,  put  in  his  legs. 

Come  my  lord,  away.  Exit. 

Gloji.  I am  forry  for  thee  friend,  tis  the  dukes  pleafure, 
Whofe  difpofition  all  the  world  well  knowes 
Will  not  be  rubd  nor  Hopt,  He  intreate  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray  you  do  not  fir,  I haue  watcht  and  trauaild  hard. 
Some  time  I fhall  fleepe  out,  the  reft  He  whiftle, 

A good  mans  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heeles, 

<^iue  you  good  morrow. 

Gloji.  The  duke’s  too  blame  in  this,  twill  be  ill  tooke. 

Exit. 

Kent.  Good  king,  that  muft  approue  the  common  faw. 
That  out  of  heauens  benedidlion  comeft 
To  the  warme  funne. 

Approach  thou  beacon  to  this  vnder  globe. 

That  by  thy  comfortable  beames  I may 
Perufe  this  letter,  nothing  almoft  fees  my  wracke 
But  mifery,  I know  tis  from  Cordelia^ 

Who  hath  moft  fortunately  bene  informed 

Of  my  obfcured  courfe,  and  fhall  finde  time 

From  this  enormious  ftate,  feeking  to  glue  ‘ 

LofTcs  their  remedies,  all  weary  and  ouer- watcht. 

Take  vantage  heauy  eies  not  to  behold 
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This  (hamefull  lodging  ; fortune  goodnight. 

Smile,  once  more  turne  thy  wheele.  He  /leepes. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edgar.  I heare  my  felfe  proclaim’d. 

And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a tree, 

Efcapt  the  hunt,  no  port  is  free,  no  place 
That  guard,  and  mofl  vnufall  vigilence 
Doft  not  attend  my  taking  while  I may  fcape, 

I will  preferue  my  felfe,  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafefl  and  moft  pooreft  fhape. 

That  euer  penury  in  contempt  of  man, 

Brought  neere  to  beaft ; my  face  ile  grime  with  filth. 

Blanket  my  loines,  elfe  all  my  haire  with  knots. 

And  with  prefented  nakednes  out-face 
The  winde,  and  perfecution  of  the  fkie. 

The  country  giues  me  proofe  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  beggers,  who  with  roring  voices. 

Strike  in  their  numb’d  and  mortified  bare  armes, 

Pins,  wooden  prickes,  nailes,  fprigs  of  rofemary. 

And  with  this  horrible  obie6l  from  low  feruice, 

Poore  pelting  villages,  (heep-coates,  and  milles. 

Sometime  with  lunaticke  bans,  fometime  with  praiers 
Enforce  their  charity,  poore  Turlygood,  poore  Tom, 

That’s  fomething  yet,  Edgar  I nothing  am.  Exit* 

Enter  King,  and  a Knight. 

Lear.  Tis  flrange  that  they  ihould  fo  depart  from  hence, 
And  not  fend  backe  my  meffenger. 

Knight.  As  I learn’d,  the  night  before  there  was 
No  purpofe  of  his  remoue. 

Kent.  Halle  to  thee  noble  maffer. 

Lear.  How,  mak’fl  thou  this  fhame  thy  pafllme  ? 
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Foole.  Ha,  ha,  looke,  he  weares  crewell  garters, 

Horfes  are  tide  by  the  heeles,  dogs  and  beares 
By  the  necke,  munkies  by  the  loines,  and  men 
By  the  legs,  when  a man’s  ouer-lufty  at  legs. 

Then  he  weares  wooden  neather-ftockes. 

Lear.  What’s  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miflooke  to 
fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  (he,  your  fonne  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No  I fay. 

Kent.  I fay  yea. 

Lear*  No,  no,  they  would  not. 

Kent.  Yes  they  haue. 

Lear.  By  lupiter  I fweare  no,  they  Hurfl  not  do  it. 

They  would  not,  could  not  do  it,  tis  worfe  then  murder, 

To  do  vpon  refpefi:  fuch  violent  out-rage,  , . 

Refolue  me  with  all  modefl  hade,  which  way 
Thou  maift  deferue,  or  they  purpofe  this  vfage, 

Comming  from  vs. 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 
1 did  commend  your  highneffe  letters  to  them, 

Ere  I was  rifen  from  the  place  that  (hewed 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a recking  pode, 

Stewd  in  his  hade,  halfe  breathlefTe,  panting  forth. 

From  Goncrill  his  midris,  falutations, 

Deliuered  letters  fpite  of  intermilTion, 

Which  prefently  they  read  ; on  whofe  contents 
They  fummond  vp  their  men,  draight  tooke  horfe. 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend  the  leifure 
Of  their  anfwer,  gaue  me  cold  lookes. 

And  meeting  heere  the  other  medenger, 

Whofe  welcome  I perceiu’d  had  poifoned  mine. 
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Being  the  very  fellow  that  of  late 
Difplaid  fo  fawcily  againll:  your  highneffe! 

Hauing  more  man  then  wit  about  me,  drew, 

He  raifed  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries, 

Your  fonne  and  daughter  found  this  trefpaffe  worth 
This  ihame  which  here  it  fuffers. 

Lear.  O how  this  mother  fwels  vp  toward  my  heartj, 
Hifterica  fajjio  downe  thou  diming  forrow, 

Thy  element’s  below,  where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Kent.  With  the  earle  fir  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  {lay  there. 

Knight.  Made  you  no  more  offence  then  what  you  fpeake  of.^ 

Kent.  No,  how  chance  the  king  comes  with  fo  fmall  a 
traine  I 

Foole.  If  thouhadft  beene  fet  in  the  ftockes  for  that  queflion^ 
thou  hadft  well  deferued  it. 

Kent.  Why  foole  \ 

Foole.  Wee’l  fet  thee  to  fchoole  to  an  ant,  to  teach  thee 
ther’s'no  labouring  in  the  winter,  all  that  follow  their  nofes, 
are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blinde  men,  and  there’s  not  a nofe 
among  a hundred,  but  can  fmell  him  that’s  flincking  ; let  goe 
thy  hold  when  a great  wheele  runs  downe  a hill,  leaft  it 
breake  thy  necke  with  following  it,  but  the  great  one  that 
goes  vp  the  hil,  let  him  draw  thee  after,  when  a wife  man 
giues  thee  better  counfell,  giue  mee  mine  againe,  I would 
hauc  none  but  knaues  follow  it,  fince  a foole  giues  it. 

That  ftr  that  femes  for  gaine. 

And  follo'wes  but  for  forme  ; 

Will  packe  vjhen  it  begins  to  raine, 

And  leaue  thee  in  the  forme. 

But  I will  tarry  ^ the  foole  will fay^ 

And  let  the  wife  man  fie  : 

The 
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T‘he  knaue  tiirnesfoole  that  runnes  away, 

Thefoole  no  knaue  perdy, 

Kent,  Where  learnt  you  this  foole  ? 

Foole.  Not  in  the  flockes. 

Enter  Lear  and  Glocefter. 

Lear.  Deny  to  fpeake  with  me  ? th’are  ficke,  th’are  weary, 
They  traueld  hard  to  night,  meare  iufiice, 

1 the  images  of  reuolt  and  flying  off,  . ^ 

Fetch  me  a better  anfwer. 

Gloji.  My  deare  lord,  you  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the 
duke,  how  vnremoueable  and  fixt  he  is  in  his  owne  courfe. 

Lear.  Veangeance,  death,  plague,  confuCon,  what  fiery 
quality  ; why  Glocejier,  Glocejier,  ide  fpeake  with  the  duke 
of  Cornewally  and  his  wife. 

GloJl.  I my  good  lord.  (father 

Lear.  The  king  would  fpeake  with  Cornwall,  the  deare 
Would  with  his  daughter  fpeake,  commands  her  feruice. 

Fiery  duke,  tell  the  hot  duke  that  Lear, 

No  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well. 

Infirmity  doth  flill  negledl  all  office,  where  to  our  health 
Is  bound,  we  are  not  our  felues,  when  nature  being  opprefl. 
Commands  the  minde  to  fuffer  with  the  body  ; ile  forbeare. 
And  am  fallen  out  v/ith  my  more  headier  will, 

To  take  the  indifpofed  and  fickly  fit,  for  the  found  man. 
Death  on  my  flate,  wherefore  fliould  he  fit  here  ? 

This  a6le  perfwades  me,  that  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  praftife,  onely  glue  me  my  feruant  foorth  ; 

Tell  the  duke  and’s  wife,  lie  fpeake  with  thena 
Now  prefently,  bid  them  come  forth  and  heare  me. 

Or  at  their  chamber  doore  lie  beate  the  drum,' 

Till  it  cry  fleepe  to  death. 

Gloji. 
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Glojl,  I would  haue  all  well  betwixt  you. 

Lear,  O my  heart ! my  heart. 

Foole,  Cry  to  it  nunckle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  ecles, 
when  (he  put  them  vp  i’th  pafte  aliue,  fhe  rapt  vm  ath  cox- 
combs with  a'flicke,  and  cryed  downe  wantons,  downe  ; twas 
her  brother,  that  in  pure  kindncfTe  to  his  horfe,  butterd  his 
hay. 


Enter  Duke  and  Regan. 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  )?ou  both, 

Duke.  Haile  to  your  grace. 

Reg»  I am  glad  to  fee  your  highnelTe. 

Lear.  Regan,  I thinke  you  are,  I know  what  reafon 
I haue  to  thinke  fo  ; if  thou  (houldfl  not  be  glad, 

I would  diuorce  me  from  thy  mothers  toombe. 
Sepulchring  an  adulterefle,  yea,  are  you  free  ? , 

Some  other  time  for  that,  beloued  Regan, 

Thy  filler  is  naught,  6 Regan  fhe  hath  tied 
Sharpe  tooth’d  vnkindnefle,  like  a vulture  heere, 

I can  fcarfe  fpeake  to  thee,  thou’t  not  beleeue, 

Of  how  depriued  a quality,  O Regan. 

Reg.  I pray  fir  take  patience,  I haue  hope 
You  leffe  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 

Then  fhe  to  flacke  her  duty. 

Lear.  My  curfcs  on  her. 

Reg.  O fir,  you  are  olde. 

Nature  on  you  flands  on  the  very  verge  of  her  confine. 
You  fhould  be  ruled  and  led  by  fome  difcretion, 

That  difcernes  your  flare  better  then  you  your  felfe. 
Therefore  I pray,  that  to  our  filler  you  do  make  returne. 
Say  you  haue  wrongd  her  fir. 

Lear.  Alice  her  forgiuenefle. 

Do  you  marke  how  this  becomes  the  houfe  ? 
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Deare  daughter,  I confefle  that  I am  old, 

Age  is  vnnecefFary,  on  my  knees  I beg. 

That  you’l  vouchfafe  me  rayment,  bed  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  hr  no  more,  thefe  are  vnfightly  tricks, 

Rcturne  you  to  my  fifter. 

Lear.  No  Regan. 

She  hath  abated  me  of  halfe  my  traine, 

Lookt  backe  vpon  me,  ftroke  me  with  her  tongue, 

Mofl  ferpent-like  vpon  the  very  heart, 

All  the  flor’d  vengeances  of  heauen  fall  on  her  ingratefull  top. 
Strike  her  young  bones,  you  taking  aires  with  lamnefle. 

Duke.  Fie,  fie  fir. 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  fcornfull  eies,  infeft  her  beauty, 

You  fen  fuckt  fogs,  drawne  by  the  powerfull  funne. 

To  fall  and  blafl  her  pride. 

Reg.  O the  bleft  gods,  fo  will  you  wifli  on  me. 

When  the  rafli  mood 

Lear^  No  Regan^  thou  lhalt  neuer  haue  my  curfe. 

The  tender  hefled  nature  Ihall  not  giue  thee  ore 
To  harflmes,  her  eies  are  fierce,  but  thine  do  comfort  and 
not  burn 

Tis  not  in  thee  to  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  traine. 
To  bandy  hafly  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes. 

And  in  conclufion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againfl:  my  comming  in,  thou  better  knowefl: 

The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 

EfFefts  of  curtefie,  dues  of  gratitude, 

Thy  halfe  of  the  kingdome,  hall  thou  not  forgot 
Wherein  I thee  endowed. 

Reg.  Good  fir  to  the  purpofe. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i’th  flockes  ? 

Duke.  What  trumpets  that  ? 

VoL.II.  K 
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Enter  Steward. 

Reg.  I knaw’t  my  fiflers,  thlsapproues  her  letters^ 

That  file  would  foone  be  here,  is  your  lady  come  ? 

Lear.  This  is  a flaue,  whofe  eafie  borrowed  pride 
Dwels  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  followes. 

Out  varlet,  from  my  fight. 

Duke.  What  meanes  yonr  grace  ? 

Enter  Gonorill. 

Con.  Who  fir-ucke  my  feruant  ? Regan,  I haue  good  hope. 
Thou  didfi;  know  ant. 

Lear.  Who  comes  here  ? O heauens  ! 

If  you  do  loue  olde  men,  if  you  fweet  fway  alow 
Obedience,  if  your  felues  are  old,  make  it  your  caufe. 

Send  downe  and  take  my  part ; 

Art  not  afiiam’d  to  looke  vpon  this  beard  ? 

0 Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Con.  Why  not  by  the  hand  fir,  how  haue  I ofiended  ? 
All’s  not  offence  that  indifcretion  findes> 

And  dotage  tearmes  fo. 

Lear.  O Tides,  you  are  too  tough, 

Will  you  yet  hold  ? how  came  my  man  i’th  fiockes  ? 

Duke.  I fet  him  there,  but  his  owne  diforders 
Deferu’d  much  leffe  aduancement.  , 

Lear.  You  ; did  you  ? 

Reg.  I pray  you  father  being  weake,  feeme  foj 
If  till  the  expiration  of  your  moneth. 

You  will  returne  and  foiourne  with  my  fiffer, 

Difmiffing  halfe  your  traine,  come  then  to  me, 

1 am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  prouifion 
Which  ffiall  be  needfull  foryour  entertainment. 

Lear 


/ 


4 


The  History  of  King  LearT 

Lear.  Returne  to  her,  and  fifty  men  difmift  ? 

No,  rather  I abiure  all  roofes,  and  chufe 
To  wage  againfi:  the  enmity  of  the  ay  re,  , 

To  be  a comrade  with  the  woIfe  and  owle, 

Neceffities  fharpe  pinch,  returne  with  her  ; 

Why  the  hot  blood  in  France^  that  dowerles 
Tooke  our  yongeft  borne,  I could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  fquiredike  penfion  beg, 

To  keepe  bafe  life  afoote  ; returne  with  her  ? 

Perfwade  me  rather  to  be  Qaue  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefied  groome. 

Gon.  At  your  choife  fir. 

Lear.  Now  I prethee  daughter  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I will  not  trouble  thee  my  childe,  farwell, 

Wee’l  no  more  meete,  no  more  fee  one  another. 

But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  bloud,  my  daughter. 

Or  rather  a difeafe  that  lies  within  my  flefh, 

Which  I muft  needs  call  mine,  thou  art  a byle, 

A plague  fore,  an  imboffed  carbuncle  in  my 
Corrupted  bloud,  but  He  not  chide  thee, 

Let  fliame  come  when  it  will,  I do  not  call  it, 

I do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  fhoote, 

Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high  fudging  loiiey 
Mend  when  thou  canfl:,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 

I can  be  patient,  I can  flay  with  Regauy 
I and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo  fir,  I looke  not  for  you  j^et. 
Nor  am  prouided  for  your  fit  welcome, 

Giue  eare  to  my  fifler,  for  thofe 
That  mingle  reafon  with  your  paflion, 

Mufl  be  content  to  thinke  you  are  old,  and  fo. 

But  fhe  knowes  what  fhe  does. 

Lear.  Is  this  w.ell  fpoken  now  ? 
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Reg.  I dare  auouch  it  fir,  what  fifty  followers. 

Is  it  not  well  ? what  fhould  you  need  of  more. 

Yea  or  fo  many,  fith  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speakes  gainfl  fo  great  a number,  how  in  a houfe 
Should  many  people  vnder  two  commands 
Hold  amity,  tis  hard,  almofl:  impofTible. 

Goii.  Why  might  not  you  my  lord,  receiue  attendance 
From  thofe  that  fhe  cals  feruants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not  my  lord  ? if  then  they  chancfl  to  flacke  you. 
We  could  controle  them  ; if  you  will  come  to  me, 

(For  now  I fpie  a danger)  I entreate  you 
To  bring  but  fine  and  twenty,  to  no  more 
Will  I giue  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I gaue  you  all. 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gaue  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depofitaries. 

But  kept  a referuation  to  be  followed 

With  fuch  a number,  what,  muff  I come  to  you 

With  fiue  and  twenty,  Regarij  faid  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  fpeak’t  againe  my  lord,  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  feeme  well-fauour’d 
When  others  are  more  wicked,  not  being  the  worff. 

Stands  in  fome  ranke  of  praife,  He  go  with  thee. 

Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  fiue  and  twenty. 

And  thou  art  twice  her  lone. 

Gon.  Heare  me  my  lord  ; 

What  need  you  fiue  and  twenty,  ten,  or  fiue. 

To  follow  in  a houfe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Haue  a command  to  tend  you  ? 

Regan.  W^hat  needs  one  ? 

Lear.  O reafon  not  the  deed,  our  bafefi  bcggers 
Are  in  the  poorefi:  thing  fuperfluous, 

Allow  not  nature  more  then  nature  needs, 
r Mans 
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Mans  life’s  as  cheap  as  beafts  ; thoa  art  a lady. 

If  onely  to  go  warme  were  gorgious. 

Why  nature  needs  not  wbat  thou  gorgious  wearefl, 

Which  fcarfely  keepes  thee  warme,  but  for  true  need. 

You  heauens  giue  me  that  patience,  patience  I need, 

You  fee  me  hcere  (you  gods)  a poore  old  fellow. 

As  full  of  greefc  as  age,  wretched  in  both. 

If  it  be  you  that  ffirres  thefe  daughters  hearts 
Againfl  their  hither,  foole  me  not  too  much. 

To  beare  it  lamely,  touch  me  with  noble  anger, 

0 let  not  womens  weapons,  water  drops 

Staine  my  mans  cheekes,  no  you  vnnaturall  hags, 

1 will  haue  fuch  reuenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  (hall 1 will  do  fuch  things. 

What  they  are,  yet  L know  not,  but  they  (hall  be 
7'hc  terrors  of  the  earth  ; you  thinke  ile  weepe. 

No,  ile ‘not  weepe,  I hauefull  caufe  of  weeping,  ' 

But  this  heart  (hall  breake  in  a thoufand  flowes 
Ere  ile  weepe  ; 6 foole,  I (hall  go  mad. 

Exeunt  Lear,  Glocefter,  Kent,  and  Foole, 
Duke.  Let  vs  withdraw,  twill  be  a horme. 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  little,  the  old  man  and  his  people. 
Cannot  be  well  bellowed. 

Con.  Tis  his  owne  blame  hath  put  himfelfe  from  red. 

And  mull  needs  tade  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  ile  receiue  him  gladly. 

But  not  one  follower. 

Duke.  So  I am  purpofd,  where  is  my  lord  of  Glocejier  P 

Enter  Gloceder. 

Reg.  Followed  the  old  man  forth,  he  is  return’d. 

Glo.  The  king  is  in  high  rage,  and  will  I know  not  whether, 
Reg.  Tis  good  to  giue  him  way,  he  leads  himfelfe. 
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Con.  My  lord,  entreate  him  by  no  meanes  to  flay. 

Clo.  Alacke,  the  night  comes  on,  and  the  bleake  windes 
Do  forely  rufTell,  for  many  miles  about  there’s  not  a bulh. 

Reg.  O fir,  to  wilfull  men, 

The  iniuries  that  they  themfelues  procure, 

Mufl  be  their  fchoole-maflers,  fliut  vp  your  doores. 

He  is  attended  with  a defpeirate  traine, 

And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  too,  being  apt, 

To  haue  his  eare  abufed,  wifedome  bids  fearc. 

Duke,  Shut  vp  your  doores  my  lord,  ’tis  a wilde  night, 

My  Regan  counfels  well,  come  out  ath  florme. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Kent  and  a Gentleman  at  feuerall  doores, 

Kent.  VVhat’s  heere  befide  foule  weather  ? 

Gent,  One  minded  like  the  weather,  mofl  vnquietly. 

Kent.  I know  you,  where’s  the  king  ? 

Cent.  Contending  with  the  fretfull  element. 

Bids  the  winde  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea. 

Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  boue  the  maine. 

That  things  might  change  or  ceafe,  teares  his  white  haire. 
Which  the  impetuous  blafls  with  eieleffe  rage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of, 

Striues  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-fcorne. 

The  too  and  fro  confli6ling  winde  and  raine. 

This  night  wherein  the  cub-drawne  beare  would  couch, 

The  lyon,  and  the  belly  pinched  wolfe 
Keepe  their  furre  dry,  vnbonneted  he  runnes, 

And  bids  what  will  take  all. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent.  None  but  the  foole,  who  labours  to  out-iefl 
His  heart  flrooke  iniuries. 
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Kent.  Sir  I do  know  you. 

And  dare  vpon  the  warrant  of  my  arte, 

Commend  a deare  thing  to  you,  there  is  diuifion. 

Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  couer’d 
■With  mutuall  cunning,  twixt  Albany  and  Cornvjall, 

But  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a power 

Into  this  fcatterd  kingdom,  who  already  wife  in  our  negligence 

Haue  fecret  fee  in  fome  of  our  beft  ports, 

And  are  at  point  to  fliew  their  open  banner, 

Now  to  you,  if  on  my  credite  you  dare  build  fo  farre. 

To  make  your  fpeed  to  Doner,  you  (hall  finde 
Some  that  will  thanke  you,  making  iufl:  report 
Of  how  vnilaturall  and  bemadding  forrow 
The  king  hath  caufe  to  plaine ; 

I am  a gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding. 

And  from  fome  knowledge  and  affu ranee, 

Olfer  this  office  to  you. 

Gent.  I will  talke  farther  with  you. 

Kent.  No  do  not. 

For  confirmation  that  I much  more 
Then  my  out  wall,  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  containes,  if  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 

As  doubt  not  but  you  fhall,  fliew  her  this  ring. 

And  fhe  will  tell  you  who  your  fellow  is, 

That  yet  you  do  not  know,  fie  on  this  florme, 

I will  go  feeke  the  king. 

Gent.  Giue  me  your  hand,  haue  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but  to  effedt  more  then  all  yet, 

That  when  we  haue  found  the  king, 

He  this  way,  you  that,  he  that  firft  lights 

On  him,  hollow  the  other.  Exeunt. 
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Enter  Lear  and  Foole. 

Lear.  Blow  winde  and  cracke  your  clieekes,  rage,  blow* 

Your  carterickes,  and  hircanios  fpout  till  you  haue  drench t 
The  fteeples,  drownd  the  cockes,  you  fulpherous  and 
Thought  executing  fires,  vaunt-currers  to 
Oke-cleauing  thunder- bolts,  fing  my  white  head. 

And  thou  all  Ihaking  thunder,  finite  flat 
The  thicke  rotundity  of  the  world,  cracke  natures 
Mold,  all  germains  fpill  at  once  that  make 
Ingratefull  man. 

Foole.  O nunckle,  court  holy  water  in  a dry  houfe 
Is  better  then  this  raine  water  out  a doore. 

Good  nunckle  in,  and  alke  thy  daughters  blefling, 

Here’s  a night  pltties  neyther  wife  man  nor  foole. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  raine, 

Nor  raine,  winde,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters, 

I talke  not  you,  you  elements  with  vnkindnefle, 

I neuer  gaue  you  kingdome,  cald  you  children. 

You  owe  me  no  fubfeription  ; why  then  let  fall  your  horrible 
Pleafure,  here  I fland  your  flauc,  a poore,  infirme,  weake,  and 
Defpifed  old  man,  but  yet  I call  you  feruile 
Miniflers,  that  haue  with  two  pernitious  daughters  ioyn’d 
Your  high  engendered  battell  gainfl:  a head  fo  old  and  white 
As  this,  O tis  foule. 

Foole.  He  that  has  a houfe  to  put  his  head  in,  has  a good 
hcad-peece,  the  codpeece  that  will  houfe  before  the  head,  has 
any  the  head  and  he  fhall  lowfe,  fo  beggers  marry  many,  the 
man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fhould  make,  (hall 
haue  a come  cry  woe,  and  turne  his  fleepe  to  wake,  for  there 
was  neuer  yetfaire  woman,  but  (he  mademouthes  in  a glafle. 

Lear.  No,  I will  be  the  patterne  of  all  patience, 

I will  fay  nothing. 

\ 
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Enter  Kent. 

Kent,  Who’s  there  ? 'J 

Foole.  Marry  heere’s  grace  and  a codpis,  that’s  a wifeman 
and  a foole. 

Kent.  Alafle  fir,  fit  you  heere  ?' 

Things  that  lone  night,  loue  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  ; 

The  wrathfull  fkies  gallow,  the  very  wanderer  of  the 
Darke,  and  makes  them  keepe  their  caues. 

Since  I. was  man,  fuch  fheetes  of  fire. 

Such  burfts  of  horrid  thunder,  fuch  grones  of 
Roring  winde  and  raine,  I nere  remember 
To  haue  heard,  mans  nature  cannot  carry 
The  afflidfion,  nor  the  force. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods  that  keepe  this  dreadfull 
Thundring  ore  our  heads,  finde  out  their  enemies  now. 

Tremble  thou  wretch  that  hafl  within  thee 

* 

Vndivulged  crimes,  vnwhipt  of  iuflice. 

Hide  thee  thou  bloudy  hand,  thou  periiir’d,  and 
Thou  fimular  man  of  vertue  that  art  jnceilious, 

Caytiffe  in  peeces  fhake,  that  vnder  couert 

And  conuenient  feeming,  haft  praflifed  on  mans  life, 

Clofe  pent  vp  guilts,  riue  your  concealed  centers. 

And  cry  thefe  dreadfull  fummoners  grace, 

I am  a man  more  find  againft  their  finning. 

Kent.  Alacke  bare  headed,  gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here 
is  a houell,  fome  friendfhip  will  it  lend  you  gainft  the  tem^ 
peft,  repofe  you  there,  whilft  I to  this  hard  houfe,  more  hard 
then  is  the  ftone  whereof  tis  rais’d,  which  euen  but  now  de- 
manding after  me,  denide  me  to  come  in,  returne  and  force 
their  fcanted  curtefie. 

Lear.  My  wit  begins  to  turne. 

Come  on  my  boy,  how  doft  my  boy,  art  cold  ? 

I am  cold  my  felfe,  where  is  this  ftraw  my  fellow, 
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The  art  of  our  necelTitics  is  flrange,  that  can 
Make  vilde  things  precious,  come  you  houell  poore, 

Foole  and  knaue,  I haue  one  part  of  my  heart 
That  forrowes  yet  for  thee, 

Foole.  He  that  has  a little  tine  wit,  with  hey  ho  the  winde 
and  the  raine;  mufl  make  content  with  his  fortunes  fit,  for 
the  raine,  it  raineth  euery  day. 

Lear.  True  my  good  boy,  come  bring  vs  to  this  houell. 

Enter  Glocefter,  and  the  bajiard  with  lights. 

Glojl.  Alacke,  alacke,  Edmund  I like  not  this 
Vnnaturall  dealing,  when  I defired  their  leaue 
That  I might  pitty  him,  they  tooke  from  me 
The  vfe  of  mine  owne  houfe,  chargd  me  on  paine 
Of  their  difpleafure,  neither  to  fpeake  of  him, 

Entreate  for  him,  nor  any  way  fuflaine  him. 

Baji.  Mofl  fauage  and  vnnaturall,  (the  dukes, 

Gloji.  Go  too,  fay  you  nothing,  there’s  a diuifion  betwixt 
And  a worfe  matter  then  that,  I haue  receiued 
A letter  this  night,  tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken, 

I haue  lockt  the  letter  in  my  clofet,  thefe  iniuries 
The  king  now  beares,  will  be  reuenged  home  ; 

There’s  part  of  a power  already  landed, 

We  muft  incline  to  the  king,  I will  feeke  him. 

And  priuily  releeue  him  ; go  you  and  maintaine  talke 
With  the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him 
Perceiued  ; if  he  afke  for  me,  I am  ill,  and  gone. 

To  bed,  though  I die  for  it,  as  no  leflTc  is  threatned  me. 

The  king  my  old  mailer  muft  be  releeued,  there  is 
Some  ftrange  thing  toward,  Edmund;  pray  you  be  carefull. 

Exit. 

Baft.  This  courtefie  forbid  thee,  fhall  the  duke  inftantly 
And  of  that  letter  to,  this  feemes  a faire  deferuing,  (know. 

And 
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And  mufl  draw  to  me  that  which  my  father  lofes,  no  lefTe 
Then  all,  then  yonger  rifes,  when  the  old  do  fall. 

Exit, 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Foole, 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place  my  lord,  good  my  lord  enter,  the 
tirrany  of  the  open  night’s  too  ruffe  for  nature  to  endure. 
Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord  enter. 

Lear.  Wilt  breake  my  heart  ? 

Kent.  I had  rather  breake  mine  owne,  good  my  lord  enter. 
Lear.  Thou  thinkft  tis  much,  that  this  crulentious  florme 
Inuades  us  to  the  fkin,  fo  tis  to  thee,  . 

But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixt. 

The  lefler  is  fcarfe  felt,  thou  wouldfl:  fliun  a beare. 

But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  raging  fea, 

Thoud’fl:  meete  the  beare  i’th  mouth,  when  the  mind’s  free. 
The  bodies  delicate,  the  tempefl  in  my  minde. 

Doth  from  my  fences  take  all  feeling  elfe, 

Saue  what  beares  their  flliall  ingratitude. 

Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  fhould  teare  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to  it  ? but  I will  punifh  fure  ; 

No  I will  weepe  no  more  ; in  fuch  a night  as  this ! 

O Regan,  Gonorill,  your  old  kinde  father 

Whofe  franke  heart  gaue  you  all,  O that  way  madneffe  lies. 

Let  me  fhunne  that,  no  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord  enter. 

Lear,  Prethee  go  in  thy  felfe,  feeke  thy  owne  eafe. 

This  tempefl:  will  not  giue  me  leaue  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more,  but  He  go  in, 

Poore  naked  wretches,  where  fo  ere  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittilefle  night. 

How  fhall  your  houfe-lefle  heads,  and  vnfed  fides. 
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Your  loopt  and  windowed  raggedneHe  defend  you 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe,  O I haue  tane 
Too  little  care  of  this,  take  phyficke  pompe, 

Expofe  thy  felfe  co  feele  what  wretches  feele. 

That  thou  maifl:  (hake  the  fuperflux  to  them. 

And  fhcw  the  heauens  more  iufl:. 

Foole.  Come  not  in  here  nunckle,  here’s  a fpirit,  helpe  me, 
help  me. 

Kent.  Giue  me  thy  hand,  who’s  there  ? 

Foole.  A fpirit,  he  fayes  his  name  is  poore  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  doff  grumble  there  in  the  flraw.^ 
come  foorth. 

Edg.  Away,  the  foule  fiend  followes  me,  through  the 
fiiarpe  hathorne  blowes  the  cold  winde,  goe  to  thy  cold  bed 
and  warme  thee. 

Lear.  Hafi:  thou  giuen  all  to  thy  two  daughters,  and  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  giues  any  thing  to  poore  Tom,  whom  the  foule 
fiend  hath  led  through  fire,  and  throgh  foord,  and  whirli- 
poole,  ore  bog  and  quagmire,  that  has  laide  kniues  vnder  his 
pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pue,  fet  ratlbane  by  his  pottage, 
made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a bay  trotting  horfe  ouer 
four  incht  bridges,  to  courfe  his  owne  fhadow  for  a traitor, 
blefie  thy  fine  wits,  Toms  a cold,  blefle  thee  from  whirle- 
windes,  flarre-blufting,  and  taking,  do  poore  Tom  fome  cha- 
rity, whom  the  foule  fiend  vexes,  there  could  I haue  him 
now,  and  there,  and  there  againe. 

Lear.  What,  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafie, 
Couldfi:  thou  faue  nothing  ? didfi:  thou  giue  them  all  ? 

Foole.  Nay  he'  refer ued  a blanket,  elfe  wee  had  beene  all 
(hamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  ayre 
Hang  fated  ore  mens  faults,  fall  on  thy  daughters. 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters  fir. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Death  traitor,  nothing  could  haue  fubdued  nature, 

To  fuch  a lowneffe,  but  his  viikinde  daughters. 

Is  it  the  fafhion  that  difcarded  fathers, 

Should  haue  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefh, 

Judicious  punilhment,  twas  this  flc/h 
Begot  thofe  pelicane  daughters. 

Edg.  Pilicock  fate  on  pclicocks  hill,  a lo  lo  lo. 

Foole.  I'his  cold  night  will  turne  vs  all  to  fooles  and  mad- 
men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  of  the  foule  fiend,  obey  thy  parents,  keepe 
thy  words  iuflly,  fweare  not,  commit  not  with  mans  fworne 
fpoufe,  fet  not  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud  array  ; Toms  a cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  beene  ? 

Edg.  A feruingman,  proud  in  heart  and  minde,  that  curldc 
my  haire,  wore  gloues  in  my  cap,  ferued  the  luft  of  my  miffris 
heart,  and  did  the  affe  of  darkneffe  with  her,  fwore  as  many 
oaths  as  I fpake  words,  and  broke  them  in  the  fweete  face  of 
heauen,  one  that  dept  in  the  contriuing  of  luft,  and  wak’t  to 
do  it,  wine  loued  I deepely,  dice  dearely,  and  in  woman,  out 
paramord  the  Tiirke,  falfe  of  heart,  light  of  eare,  bloudy  of 
hand,  hog  in  doth,  fox  in  ftealth,  wolfe  in  greedinede,  dog 
in  madnede,  lyon  in  prey,  let  not  the  creeking  of  diooes,  nor 
the  rudings  of  dikes  betray  thy  poore  heart  to  women,  keepe 
thy  foote  out  of  brothell,  thy  hand  out  of  placket,  thy  pen 
from  lenders  booke,  and  defie  the  foule  fiend,  ftill  through 
the  hathorne.blowes  the  colde  winde,  hay  no  on  ny,  dolphin 
my  boy,  my  boy,  ceafe  let  him  trot  by. 

Lear.  Why  thou  wert  better  in  thy  graue,  then  to  anfwer 
with  thy  vncouered  body  this  extremity  of  the  fkies  ; is  man 
no  more  but  this  ? condder  him  well,  thou  owed  the  worme 
no  dike,  the  bead  no  hide,  the  iheep  no  wood,  the  cat  no 
perfume,  he’rs  three  ones  are  fophifticated,  thou  art  the  thing 
it  feife,  vnaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but  fuch  a poore 

bare 
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bare  forked  animal  as  thou  arr,  ofT,  off  you  leadings,  come  on 
be  true. 

Foole.  Prithee  nuncklc  be  content,  this  is  a naughty  night 
to  fwim  in,  now  a little  fire  in  a wilde  field,  were  like  an  old 
lechers  heart,  a fmall  fparke,  all  the  refi  in  body  colde,  looke 
here  comes  a walking  fire. 

Enter  Gloccfler. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foule  fiend  Sirberdegibit , he  begins  at 
curfue,  and  walks  till  the  firfi  cocke,  he  gins  the  web,  the 
pinqueuer  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hart  lip,  mildewes  the  white, 
wheate,  and  hurts  the  poore  creature  of  earth,  fwithald  footed 
thrice  the  olde  anelthu  night  moore  and  her  nine  fold  bid  her, 
O light  and  her  troth  plight  and  arint  thee,  with  arint  thee. 

Kent,  How  fares  your  grace  ? 

Lear.  What’s  he  ? 

Kent,  Whofe  there  ? what  iff  you  feeke  ? 

Cloji  What  are  you  there  ? your  names. 

Edg.  Poore  Toniy  that  eates  the  fwimming  frog,  the  toade, 
the  toade  pold,  the  wall-wort,  and  the  water,  that  in  the 
fruite  of  his  heart,  when  the  foule  fiend  rages, 

Eates  cowdiing  for  fallets,  fwallowes  the  old  rat,  and  the 
ditch-dog,  drinkes  the  greene  mantle  of  the  fianding  poole, 
who  is  whipt  from  tything  to  tything,  and  fiock-punifht  and 
imprifoned,  who  hath  had  three  futes  to  his  backe,  fixe  fhirts 
to  his  bod3%  horfe  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  weare. 

But  mice  and  rats,  and  fuch  fmall  deere, 

Hath  beene  Toms  food  for  feuen  long  yeare. 

Beware  my  follower,  peace  fnulbug,  peace  thou  fiend. 

Gloji.  What,  Hath  your  grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg,  The  prince  of  darknes  is  a gentleman,  modo  .hee’s 
called,  and  ma  hu 
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Gloji.  Our  flefli  and  bloud  is  growne  fo  vilde  my  lord,  tliat 
it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.  Poore  Toms  a colde. 

Gloji.  Go  in  with  me,  my  duty  cannot  fuffer  to  obey  in  al 
your  daughters  hard  commands,  though  their  iniun6lion  be 
to  barre  my  doores,  and  let  this  tyranous  night  take  hold  vp- 
on  you,  yet  haue  I venter’d  to  come  feeke  you  out,  and  bring’ 
you  where  both  food  and  fire  is  ready. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talke  with  this  philofopher  ; 

What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  My  good  lord  take  his  offer,  go  into  the  houfe. 

Lear.  He  talke  a word  with  this  moff  learned  Theban  ; what 
is  your  Audy  ? 

Edg.  How  to  preuent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermine. 

Lear.  Let  me  afke  you  one  word  in  priuate. 

Kent.  Importune  him  to  goe  my  lord,  his  wits  begin  to 
vnfettle. 

Clojl.  Canft  thou  blame  him  ? 

His  daughters  feeke  his  death.  O that  good  Kenty 
' He  faid  it  would  be  thus,  poore  banifht  man. 

Thou  faiA  the  king  growes  mad,  ile  tell  thee  friend, 
lam  almoA  mad  myfelfe  ; I had  a fonne 
Now  out-lawed  from  my  bloud,  he  fought  my  life 
But  lately,  very  late,  I lou’d  him  friend. 

No  father  his  fonne  dearer,  truth  to  tell  thee. 

The  greefe  has  craz’d  my  wits. 

What  a night’s  this  t I do  befeech  your  grace. 

Lear.  O cry  you  mercy  noble  philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom^s  a cold. 

Gloji.  In  fellow  there,  into  th’  houell,  keepe  thee  warme, 

Lear.  Come,  let’s  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way  my  lord. 

Leary  With  him  I will  keepe  AIII,  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent. 
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Kent,  Good  my  lord  Tooth  him,  let  him  take  the  fellow. 

Glojl.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirra  come  on,  go  along  with  vs. 

Lear.  Come  good  Athenian.  / 

Glojl.  No  words,  no  words,  hurti. 

Edg.  Row  land f to  the  darke  towne  come. 

His  word  was  ftill  fye,  fo,  and  fum, 

I fmell  the  blond  of  a Britijh  man. 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Bajlard. 

Corn.  I will  haue  my  renenge  ere  I depart  the  houfe. 

Bajl.  How  my  lord  I may  be  cenfured,  that  nature  thus 
glues  way  to  loyalty,  fome-thing  feares  me  to  thinke  of. 

Corn.  I now  perceiue  it  was  not  altogether  your  brothers 
euil  difpofition  made  him  feeke  his  death,  but  a prouoking 
merit,  fet  a worke  by  a reproueable  badnefle  in  himfelfe. 

Baji.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I mufi:  repent  to 
bee  iiifl  ? this  is  the  letter  he  fpoke  ofF,  which  approues  him 
an  intelligent  partie  to  the  aduantages  of  France,  O heauens, 
that  his  treafon  were,  or  not  I the  detefler. 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  dutches. 

Bajt.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certaine,  )^ou  haue 
mighty  bufinelTe  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earle  of  Glocejler, 
feeke  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our 
apprehenhon. 

BaJi.  If  I finde  him  comforting  the  king,  it  will  fluffe  his 
fufpition  more  fully,  I will  perfeuere  in  my  courfe  of  loyalty, 
thogh  the  condifl;  be  fore  betweene  that  and  my  bloud. 

Corn.  I will  lay  trull:  vpon  thee,  and  thou  lhalt  finde  a 
dearer  father  in  my  loue.  Exit. 
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E titer  Glacefler,  Lear,  Kent,  Foole^  and  Tom. 

Ckfi.  Here  is  better  then  the  open  a5Te,  take  it  thankfully, 
I will  peece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I can,  1 will 
not  be  long  from  you. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  haue  giuen  way  to  impa- 
tience, the  gods  deferue  your  kindnelTe. 

Edg,  Fretereto  cals  me,  and  tels  me  N'ero  is  an  angler  in  the 
lake  of  darkneffe,  pray  innocent  beware  the  foule  fiend. 

Foole.  Prethee  nunckle  tell  me,  whether  a mad  man  may 
bee  a gentleman  or  a yeoman. 

Lear,  A king,  a king,  to  haue  a thoufand  with  red  burn- 
ing fpits  come  hilling  in  vpon  them. 

Edg.  The  foule  fiend  bites  my  backe. 

Foole.  Hee’s  mad  that  trufis  in  the  tamenefie  of  a wolfe,  a 
horfes  health,  a boyes  loue,  or  a whores  oath. 

Lear.  It  fliall  be  done,  I will  arraigne  them  firaight. 

Come  fit  thou  heere  mofi;  learned  iufiice, 

ThouTapient  fir,  fit  heere,  now  you  fhee  foxes 

Edg.  Looke  where  he  Hands  and  glars,  wantH  thou  eics  at 
triall  madam,  come  ore  the  broome  Bejjy  to  me. 

Foole.  Her  boat  hath  a leake,  and  Ihe  muH  not  fpeak. 

Why  (he  dares  not  come  ouer  to  thee. 

Ed(^.  The  foule  fiend  haunts  poore  T6m  in  the  voyce  of  a 
nightingale,  hoppedance  cries  in  L'oms  belly  for  two  white 
herring, 

Croke  not  blacke  angell,  I haue  no  food  for  thee. 

Kent.  How  do  you  fir  i Hand  you  not  fo  amaz’d,  will  you 
lie  downe  and  reft:  vpon  the  cufhions  ? 

Lear.  He  fee  their  triall  firft,  bring  in  their  euidence,  thou 
robbed  man  of  iuftice  take  thy  place,  and  thou  his  yoke-fel- 
low of  equity,  bench  by  his  fide,  you  are  o’th  commifiion, 
fit  you  too. 

VoL.  II.  L Ed. 
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Ed.  Let  us  deale  iuflly,  fleepeft  or  wakefl  thou  iolly  (hep- 
heard,  thy  fheepe  bee  in  the  come,  and  for  one  blafl  of  thy 
minikin  mouth,  thy  fheepe  fhall  take  no  harme,  pur  the  cat 
is  gray.  ' 

' Lear.  Arraigne  her  firfl:,  tis  Gonorill,  I here  take  my  oath 
before  this  honourable  affembly  ftie  kickt  the  poore  king  her 
father. 

Toole.  Come  hither  miflrefTc,  is  your  name  Gonorill. 

Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Toole.  Cry  you  mercy,  I tooke  you  for  a ioynt  floole. 

Lear.  And  heres  another  whofe  warpt  lookes  proclaime 
What  flore  her  heart  is  made  an,  flop  her  there, 

Armes,  armes,  fword,  fire,  corruption  in  the  place, 

Falfe  iuflicer,  why  hafl  thou  let  her  fcape  ? 

Edg.  Blefle  thy  fine  wits. 

Kent.  O pitty  fir,  where  is  the  patience  now. 

That  you  fo  oft  haue  boafled  to  retaine. 

Edg.  My  teares  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much, 

They’l  marre  my  counterfeting. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all. 

Trey,  Blanch y and  Sweet-hart,  fee  they  barke  at  me. 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them,  auant  you  curs. 

Be  thy  mouth  or  blacke  or  white,  tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite, 
maftiue,  gray-hound,  mungrel,  grim-hound,  or  fpaniell, 
brach  or  him,  bobtaile  tike,  or  trnndle-taile,  Tom  will  make 
them  weepe  and  waile.  For  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
dogs  Icape  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled,  loodla  doodla,  come 
march  to  wakes,  and  faires,  and  market  townes,  poore  Tom 
thy  home  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anotomize  Regan,  fee  what  breeds 
about  her, 

Hart  is  there  any  caufe  in  nature  that  makes  this  hardneffe ; 
You  fir,  I entertaine  you  for  one  of  my  hundred, 
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Onely  I do  not  like  the  falhlon  of  your  garment ; you’l  fay 
They  are  Perfian  attire,  but  let  them  be  changed. 

Kent.  Now  good  my  lord  lie  here  a while. ' 

Lear.  Make  no  noife,  make  no  nolfe,  draw  the  curtaines, 
fo,  fo,  fo,  wee’l  go  to  fupper  in  the  morning,  fo,  fo,  fo. 

Enter  Glocefter. 

Clojl.  Come  hither  friend,  where  Is  the  king  my  mafler  ? 
Kent.  Here  fi**,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 
Gloft.  Good  friend,  I prethee  take  him  in  thy  armes, 

I haue  ore* heard  a plot  of  death  vpon  him. 

There  is  a litter  ready,  lay  him  in  it,  and  driue  towards 
Douer,  friend. 

Where  thou  Ibalt  meete  both  welcome  and  proteffion  ; tak$ 
vp  thy  maffer. 

If  thou  fhouldd:  dally  halfe  an  houi;e,  his  life  with  thine. 

And  all  that  oifer  to  defend  him,  ffand  in  affured  Ioffe, 

Take  vp  to  keepe,  and  follow  me  that  will  to  feme  prouifio, 
Giue  thee  quicke  conduct. 

Kent.  Oppreffed  nature  fleepes. 

This  reft  might  yet  haue  balmed  thy  broken  finewes. 

Which  if  conuenience  will  not  allow,  ftand  in  hard  cure. 
Come  helpe  to  beare  thy  mafler,  thou  muft  not  fcay  behinde. 
Clojl.  Come,  come,  away.  Exit. 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  fee  bearing  our  woes, 

We  fcarfely  thinke  our  miferies  our  foes. 

Who  alone  fuffers,  mofl  i’th  minde. 

Leaning  free  things  and  happy  fhowes  behinde. 

But  then  the  minde  much  fufferance  doth  ore-fkip, 

When  grlefe  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowfhip  : 

How  light  and  portable  my  paine  feemes  now, 

^Vhen  that  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  king  bow; 
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He  childed  as  I fatherd,  Tom  away, 

Marke  the  high  noifes,  and  thy  felfe  bewray. 

When  falfe  opinion,  whofe  wrong  thoughts  defile  thee. 

In  thy  iuft  proofe  repeals  and  reconciles  thee, 

What  will  hap  more  to  night,  fafe  fcape  the  king, 

Lurke,  lurke. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonorill,  and  Bajiard. 

Corn.  PoAe  fpeedily  to  my  lord  your  hufband,  fhew  him 
this  letter. 

The  army  of  France  is  landed,  feeke  out  the  villaine  Gloceficr. 
Regan.  Hang  him  inflan tly. 

Con.  Plucke  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leaue  him  to  my  difpleafure,  Edmund  keepe  you  our 
filler  company.  The  reuenge  we  are  bound  to  take  vpon 
your  traiterous  father,  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding,  aduife 
the  duke  where  you  are  going  to  a mofl  fefluant  preparation, 
wee  are  bound  to  the  like. 

Our  pofle  fhall  be  fwift  and  intelligence  betwixt  vs  ; 

Farwell  deare  filler,  farwell  my  lord  of  Glocejicr. 

How  now,  wheres  the  king  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  My  lord  of  Glocejier  hath  conueyed  him  hence, 

Some  fine  or  fixe  and  thirty  of  his  knights  hot  queflrits  after 
him,  met  him  at  gate,  W’ho  with  fome  other  of  the  lords  de- 
pendants are  gone  with  him  towards  Doner y where  they  boafl 
to  haue  well  armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miflris. 

Gon.  Farwell  fweete  lord  and  filler. 

I 

Exit  Gon.  and  Baji, 

Corn,  Edmund  farwell  : go  feeke  the  traitor  Glocejier y 
Pinion  him  like  a theefe,  bring  him  before  vs. 
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Though  we  may  not  pafTe  vpon  his  life 

Without  the  forme  of  iuftice,  yet  our  power 

Shall  do  a curtefie  to  our  wrath,  which  men  may  blame 

But  not  controle  ; who’s  there,  ihe  traitor  ? 

Enter  Glocefter,  brought  in  by  Huo  or  three, 

Reg.  Ingratefull  fox  tis  he. 

Corn.  Binde  faff  his  corky  armes. 

Glojl.  What  meanes  your  graces,  good  my  friends  confider. 
You  are  my  guefts,  do  me  no  foule  play  friends. 

Corn.  Binde  him  I fay. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard,  O filthy  traitor  I 

Glojl.  Vnmercifull  lady  as  you  are,  I am  true. 

Corn.  To  this  chaire  binde  him,  villaine  thou  fhalt  find— - 

Glojl.  By  the  kinde  gods  tis  mofl  ignobly  done,  to  plucks 
me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a traitor,  (fro  my  chin, 

Glojl.  Naughty  lady,  thefe  haires  which  thou  doft  rauifti 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee,  I am  your  hofi: ; 

. With  robbers  hands,  my  hofpitable  fauours 
You  fhould  not  rufiell  thus,  what  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come  fir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France? 

Reg.  Be  fimple  anfwerer,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn,  And  what  confederacy  haue  you  with  the  traitors 
lately  footed  in  the  kingdoms  ? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands  haue  you  fent  the  lunatiqke  king, 
fpeak  ? 

Glofi.  I haue  a letter  guefilngly  fet  downe. 

Which  came  from  one  that’s  of  aneu trail  heart, 

And  not  from  one  oppofed. 

Corn.  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  falfe. 

Corn.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  king  I 
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Clqfl.  To  Douer. 

Reg,  Wherefore  to  Doner  ? waff  thou  not  charg’d  at  perill— 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Douer  ? let  him  firff  anfwer  that. 

Cloji.  I am  tide  tot’h  ftake,  and  I muft  fland  the  courfe. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Douer  fir  ? 

Cloji.  Becaufe  I would  not  fee  thy  cruell  nayles 
Plucke  out  his  poore  olde  eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  filler 
In  his  aurynted  flefli  rafh  borifh  phangs, 

The  fea  with  fuch  a florme  of  his  lou’d  head 
In  hell  blacke  night  endur’d,  would  haue  laid  vp 
And  quencht  the  fleeled  fires,  yet  poore  old  heart. 

He  holpt  the  heauens  to  rage. 

If  wolues  had  at  thy  gate  heard  that  dearne  time, 

Thou  fhouldfl  haue  faid,  good  porter  turn  the  key. 

All  cruels  elfe  fubfcrib’d,  but  I fhall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  ouertake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See’t  fhalt  thou  neuer,  fellowes  hold  the  chaire, 
Vpon  thofe  eies  of  thine,  He  fet  my  foote. 

Cloji.  He  that  will  thinke  to  Hue  till  he  be  old 

Giue  me  fome  helpe,  6 cruell,  6 ye  gods  ! 

Reg.  One,  fide  will  mocke  another,  tother  to. 

Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance 

Seruant.  Hold  your  hand  my  lord, 

I haue  feru’d  you  euer  fince  I was  a childe,  (hold. 

But  better  feruice  haue  I neuer  done  you,  then  now  to  bid  you 

Reg.  How  now  you  dog. 

Ser.  If  you  did  weare  a beard  vpon  your  chin,  ide  fhake  it 
on  this  quarrell,  what  do  you  meane  ? 

Corn,  hly  villaine.  Draw  arid fight. 

Ser.  W'hy  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

Reg.  Giue  me  thy  fword,  a pefant  (land  vp  thus. 

She  takes  a /word,  and  runs  at  him  hehinde. 

Seruant. 
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Seruant,  Oh  I am  flaine  my  lord,  yet  haue  you  one  eye  left; 
to  fee  fome  mifchiefe  on  him,  oh  ! . He  dies. 

Corn.  Leaf!  it  fee  more,  preuent  it,  out  vilde  ielly. 

Where  is  thy  lufler  now  ? 

Gloft.  All  darke  and  comfortles,  wheres  my  fonne  Edmund? 
Edmund  vnbridle  all  the  fparkes  of  nature,  to  quit  this  horrid 
adte. 

Reg.  Out  villaine,  thou  calll  on  him'  that  hates  thee,  it 
was  hee  that  made  the  ouerture  of  thy  treafons  to  vs,  who  is 
too  good  to  pitty  thee. 

Gloji.  O my  follies,  then  Edgar  was  abufed, 

Kinde  gods  forgiue  me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Goe  thruft  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  his 
way  to  Douer,  how  ift  my  lord  ? how  looke  you  ? 

Corn.  I haue  receiued  a hurt,  follow  me  lady, 

Turne  out  that  eyelefle  villaine,  throw  this  flaue  vpon 

The  dunghill,  Regan  I bleed  apace,  vntimely 

Comes  this  hurt,  giue  me  your  arme.  Exit, 

Seruant.  He  neuer  care  what  wickednelTe  I do, 

If  this  man  come  to  good. 

2 Seruant.  If  Ihe  Hue  long,  and  in  the  end  meet  the  old 
courfe  of  death,  women  will  all  turne  monflers. 

1 Ser.  Let’s  follow  the  old  earle,  and  get  the  bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would,  his  rogifti  madneffe 
Allowes  it  felfe  to  any  thing. 

2 Ser.  Goe  thou,  ile  fetch  fome  flaxe  and  whites  of  egges 
to  apply  to  his  bleeding  face,  now  heauen  helpe  him.  Exit, 

Enter  Edgar, 

Edg.  Yet  better  thus,  and  knowne  to  be  contemn’d. 

Then  flill  contemn’d  and  flattered  to  be  worft. 

The  lowefl  and  mofl  deiedfed  thing  of  fortune 
Stands  flill  in  experience,  Hues  not  in  feare, 
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The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  bell. 

The  worft  returnes  to  laughter. 

Who’s  here,  my  father  poorely  led,  world,  world,  6 world  ! 
But  that  thy  flrange  mutations  make  vs  hate  thee, 

Life  would  not  yeeld  to  age. 

Enter  Glofler  led  by  an  olde  man. 

Old  man.  O my  good  lord,  I haue  bene  your  tenant,  and 
your  fathers  tenant  this  fourefcore 

Gloji.  Away,  get  thee  away,  good  friend  be  gone, 

Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 

Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  man.  Alacke  fir,  you  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glqft,  I haue  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eies, 

I flumbled  when  I faw,  full  oft  tis  feene 
Our  meanes  fecure  vs,  and  our  meere  defedfs 
Prooue  our  commodities ; ah  deare  fonne  Edgar ^ ' 

The  food  of  thy  abufed  fathers  wrath. 

Might  I but  Hue  to  fee  thee  in  my  tuch, 

Jde  fay  I had  eyes  againe. 

Old  man.  How  now,  who’s  there  ' 

Edg.  O gods,  who  ifl  can  fay  I am  at  the  worfl, 

I am  worfe  then  ere  I was. 

Old  man.  Tis  poore  mad  Tom.  • """ 

Edg.  And  worfe  I may  be  yet,  the  worfl  is  not, 

As  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worfl. 

Old  man.  Fellow  where  goefl? 

Gloji.  Is  it  a begger  man  ? 

Old  man.  Mad  man  and  begger  too. 

Gloji.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg, 

In  the  lafl  nights  ftorme  I fuch  a fellow  faw. 

Which  made  me  thinke  a man  a worme,  my  fonne 
Came  then  into  my  minde,  and  yet  my  minde 

Wa^ 
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Was  then  fcarfe  friends  with  him,  I haiie  heard  more  fincc. 

As  dyes  are  to’th  wanton  boyes,  are  we  to’th  gods, 

They  bit  vs  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  fhould  this  be  ? bad  is  the  trade  that  mufl:  play 
the  foole  to  forrow,  angring  it  fclfe  and  others  ; blefle  thee 
mafler. 

Gloji.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  man.  I my  lord.  ^ 

Gloji.  Then  prethee  get  thee  gone,  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  ore-take  vs  here  a mile  or  twaine 
Ith’  way  to  Doner,  do  it  for  ancient  loue, 

And  bring  fome  couering  for  this  naked  foule. 

Who  ile  entreate  to  lead  me. 

Old  man.  Alacke  fir  he  is  mad. 

Gloji.  Tis  the  times  plague,  when  madmen  leade  the  blinde. 
Do  as  I bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure, 

Aboue  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  man.  lie  bring  him  the  beft  parrell  that  I haue. 

Come  on’t  what  will. 

Glo.  Sirra,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poore  Toms  a colde,  I cannot  dance  it  farther, 

Glo.  Come  hither  fellow. 

Edg.  Bleffe  thy  fweete  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Knowft  thou  the  way  to  Doner  ? 

Edg.  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way,  and  foot-path, 

Poore  Tom  hath  beene  fcard  out  of  his  good  wits, 

Bleffe  the  good  man  from  the  foule  fiend, 

Fiue  fiends  haue  beene  in  poore  Tom  at  once. 

Of  luft,  as  Obidicut,  Hobbididence  prince  of  dumbnefle, 

Mahu  of  ftealing,  Modo  of  murder,  Stiberdigebit  of  mobiiig. 
And  Mohmg  who  fince  poffeffes  chambermaids 
And  waiting  women,  fo,  bleffe  thee  mafter. 
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Glo,  Here  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heauens  plagues 
Haue  humbled  to  all  hrokes,  that  I am  wretched,  makes  thee 
The  happier,  heauens  deale  fo  flill. 

Let  the  fnperfluous  and  luft-dieted  man 
That  ftands  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  doth  not  feele,  feele  your  power  quickly. 

So  diftribution  fhould  vnder  excelTe, 

And  each  man  haue  enough  : doll  thou  know  Douer  ? 

Edg.  I mailer. 

Glo.  There  is  a cliffc,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Lookes  firmely  in  the  confined  deepe. 

Bring  me  but  to  the  vert'  brim  of  ir. 

And  ile  repaire  the  mifery  thou  doll  beare, 

With  fomething  rich  about  me, 

From  that  place  Ihall  I no  leading  need. 

Edgs  Giue  me  thy  arme,  poore  Tom  Hiall  lead  thee. 

Enter  Gonorili  and  Bajlard. 

Gon.  Welcome  my  lord,  I mariiaile  ourmiide  hufband 
Not  met  vs  on  the  way  : now,  where’s  your  mailer  ? 

Enter  Steivard. 

Stew.  Madame  within,  but  neuer  man  fo  chang’d  ; I tolde 
him  of  the  army  that  was  landed,  he  fmiled  at  it,  I told  him 
you  were  coming,  his  anfwer  was,  the  worfe  ; of  Gloflers 
treachery,  and  of  the  loyall  feruice  of  his  fonne,  when  I en- 
formd  him,  then  he  cald  me  fot,  and  told  me  I had  turnd 
the  wrong  fide  out,  what  hee  Ihould  moft  defire,  feemes  plea- 
fan  t to  him,  what  like  offenliue. 

Gon.  Then  Ihall  you  go  no  further. 

It  is  the  cowilli  curre  of  his  fpirit 

That  dares  not  vndertake,  heel  not  feele  wrongs 

Which  tye  him  to  an  anfwer,  our  wilhes  on  the  way 
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May  prone  efFecls,  backe  Edmund  to  my  brother, 

Haften  his  muflers,  and  condudd  his  powers, 

I miift  change  armes  at  home,  and  giue  the  diflaffe 
Into  my  hufbands  hands  ; this  trufty  feruant 
Shall  pafle  between  vs,  ere  long  you  arc  like  to  heare 
If  you  dare  venter  in  your  owne  behalfe 
A miflrefTes  coward,  weare  this  fpare  fpeech, 

Decline  your  head  : this  klfle  if  it  durff  fpeake. 

Would  ffretch  thy  fpirits  vp  into  theayre; 

Conceiue,  and  faryewell. 

Baji.  Yours  in  the  rankes  of  death. 

Gon.  My  moff  deare  GloJicTi  to  thee  womans  feruices  are 
My  footevfurpes  my  head.  (due. 

Stew.  Madame,  heere  comes  my  lord.  Exit  Stevjard. 
Gon.  I haue  bene  worth  the  whiffle. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Albeney. 

Alb.  O Gonorill,  you  are  not  worth  the  duff  which  the 
Clowes  in  your  face,  I feare  your  difpofition,  (winde 

That  nature  which  contemnes  it  origin, 

Cannot  be  bordered  certaine  in  it  felfe. 

She  that  her  felfe  will  fliuer  and  difbranch 
From  her  macerlall  fap,  perforce  muff  wither. 

And  come  to  deadly  vfe. 

' Gon.  No  more,  the  text  is  foolifh. 

Alb.  Wifedome  and  goodnefle  to  the  vilde  feeme  vilde, 
Filths  fauour  but  themfelues,  what  haue  you  done  ? 

Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  haue  you  perform’d  ? 

A father,  and  a gracious  aged  man, 

Whofe  reuerence  the  head-lugd  beare  would  licke ; 

Moff  barbarous,  mofl  degenerate  haue  you  madded  ; 

Could  my  good  brother  fufFer  you  to  do  it  ? 

A man,  a prince,  by  him  fo  benefli^fed, 


If 
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If  that  the  heaucns  do  not  their  vifible  fpirits 
Send  quickly  downe  to  tame  the  vilde  offences,  it  will  come 
Humanly  muff  perforce  prey  on  it  felfe,  like  monffers  of  the 
deepe. 

Gon.  Milke  liuer’d  man, 

That  beareff  a checke  for  blowes,  a head  for  wrongs, 

Who  haft  not  in  thy  browes  an  eie  deferuing  thine  honour. 
From  thy  fuffering,  that  not  know’ff  fooles,  do  thefe  villains 
pity 

Who  are  punillit  ere  they  haue  done  their  mifchiefe, 

Where’s  thy  drum  ? France  fpreds  his  banners  in  our  noifeleffe 
Land,  with  plumed  helme  thy  flaier  begins  threats, 

Whiles  thou  a morall  foole,  fits  ffiil  and  cries 
Aiacke,  why  does  he  fo  ? 

Jib,  See  thy  felfe  diuell,  proper  deformity  feemes  not  in 
the  fiend,  fo  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Con.  O vaine  foole. 

Jib.  Thou  chang’d  and  felfe-eouerd  thing,  for  fliame 
Be-monffer  not  thy  feature,  wer’t  my  fitneffe 
To  let  thefe  hands  obey  my  bloud, 

They  are  apt  enough  to  dillecate  and  teare 
Thy  fleffi  and  bones,  how  ere  thou  art  a fiend, 

A womans  fhape  doth  ffiicld  thee. 

Gen.  Marry  your  man-hood  now 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

Jib.  What  newes  ? 

Gent.  O my  good  lord,  the  duke  of  Cornwalh  dead,  flaine 
by, his  feruant,  going  to  put  out  the  other  eie  of  Glojier. 

Jib.  Glojier 5 eyes  ? 

Gen.  A feruant  that  he  bred,  thrald  with  remorfe. 

Oppos’d  againft  the  a6te,  bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mafter,  who  thereat  enraged. 
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Flew  on  him,  and  amongfl  them  feld  him  dead. 

But  not  without  that  harmfull  ftroke, 

Which  fince  hath  plnckt  him  after. 

Alb»  This  fliewes  you  are  aboue  your  iufllces, 

That  thefe  our  neather  crimes  fo  fpeedily  can  venge. 

But  oh  poor  Glocefter,  loft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Gent.  Both,  both  my  lord,  this  letter  madam  craues  a 
fpeedy  anfwer,  tis  from  your  fifter. 

Gon*  One  way  I like  this  well. 

But  being  widow,  and  my  Glocefter  with  her. 

May  all  the  building  on  my  fancie  plucke, 

Vpon  my  hatefull  life,  another  way  the  newes  is  not  fo  tooke, 
He  reade  and  anfwer.  Exit. 

Alb.  Where  was  his  fonne  when  they  did  take  hiseies  ? 

Gent.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

Cent.  No  my  good  lord,  I met  him  backe  againe. 

Alb.  Knowes  he  the  wicked nefte  ? 

Gent.  I my  good  lord,  twas  he  inform’d  againft  him, 

And  quit  the  houfe  on  purpofe,  that  their  puniftiment 
Might  haue  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glocejler,  I hue  to  thanke  thee  for  the  loue 
Thou  ftiewedft  the  king,  and  to  reuenge  thy  eyes ; 

Come  hether  friend,  tell  me  \vhat  more  thou  knoweft. 

Exit. 

Enter  Kent  a?2d  a Gentleman. 

Kent.  Why  the  king  of  France  is  fo  fuddenly  gone  backe, 
Know  you  the  reafon  ? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfeff  in  the  ftate,  which  fince 
his  comming  foorth  is  thought  of,  which  imports  to  the  king- 
dom, fo  much  feare  and  danger  that  his  perfonail  rcturne  was 
moft  required  and  neceftary. 

Kent* 
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Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behinde  him,  generall  ? 

Cent.  The  marfhall  of  France,  monfieur  La  Far. 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queene  to  any  demonllra 
tion  of  griefe  ? 

Gent.  I fay  (he  tooke  them,  read  them  in  my  prefence. 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  teare  trild  downe 
Her  delicate  cheeke,  it  feemd  fhe  was  a queen  ore  her  paffion 
Who  mod:  rebell-like,  fought  to  be  king  ore  her. 

. Kent.  O then  it  moued  her. 

Gent.  Not  to  a rage,  patience  and  forrow  flreme. 

Who  (hould  exprefle  her  good  lied:,  you  haue  feene 
Sun-daine  and  raine  at  once,  her  fmiles  and  teares. 

Were  like  a better  way,  thofe  happy  fmilets 
That  plaid  on  her  ripe  lip,  feeme  not  to  know 
What  giiefts  were  in  her  eyes,  which  parted  thence 
As  pearles  from  diamonds  dropt ; in  briefe, 

Sorrow  would  be  a rarity  mod:  beloued. 

If  all  could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  fhe  no  verball  quedion  ? 

Gejit.  Faith  once  or  twice  fhe  heau’d  the  name  of  father 
Pantingly  foorth,  as  if  it  pred  her  heart. 

Cried  fiders,  fidcrs,  fhame  of  ladies  dders  ; 

Kent,  father,  fiders,  what  ith  dorme  ith  night. 

Let  pitty  not  be  beleeu’d,  there  fhe  diooke 
The  holy  water  from  her  heauenly  eyes, 

And  clamour  moidtned  her,  then  away  fhe  darted, 

To  deale  with  griefe  alone. 

Kenti  It  is  the  dars,  the  dars  aboue  vs,  gouern  our  conditions, 
Elfe  one  felfe  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  iffues ; you  fpoke  not  with  her  fince  ? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Was  this  before  the  king  returnd  ? 

Gent.  No,  fince. 
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Kent.  Well  fir,  the  poore  diftrefled  Lear's  ith  to%vne, 

Who  fometime  in  his  better  tune  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  meanes  will  yeeld  to 
fee  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why  good  fir  ? 

Kent.  A foueraigne  fiiame  fo  elbowes  him,  his  own  vn- 
kindnes 

That  ftript  her  from  his  benedi61:ion,  turn’d  her 
To  forraine  cafualties,  gaue  her  deare  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters ; thefe  things  fling  his  minde 
So  venomoufly,  that  burning  fhame  detaines  him  from  Cordelia. 
Cent.  Alacke  poore  gentleman. 

Kent.  Of  Alhanies  and  Cornwals  powers  you  heard  not  ? 
Gent.  Tis  fo  they  are  afoote. 

Kent.  Well  fir,  ile  bring  you  to  our  mafler  Lear, 

And  leaue  you  to  attend  him,  fome  deare  caufe 
Will  in  concealement  wrap  me  vp  a while. 

When  I am  knowne  aright  you  fhall  not  greeue. 

Lending  me  this  acquaintance,  I pray  you  go  along  with  me.. 

Exit, 


Enter  Cordelia,  DoElor,  and  others. 

Cor.  Alacke  tis  he,  why  he  was  met  euen  now, 

As  mad  as  the  vent  fea,  Tinging  aloud, 

Crownd  with  ranke  femiter  and  furrow  weeds, 

With  hor-docks,  hemlocke,  nettles,  coockow-flowers, 

Darnell  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 

In  our  fuflaining,  come,  a century  is  fent  foorth. 

Search  euery  acre  in  the  high  growne  field. 

And  bring  him  to  our  eye,  what  can  mans  wifedome  do 
In  the  refidring  his  bereaued  fence  ? he  that  can  helpc  him 
Take  all  my  outward  worth. 
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DoB.  There  is  meanes  madame, 

Our  fofler  nurfe  of  nature  is  repofe, 

The  which  he  lackes,  that  to  prouoke  in  him 
Are  many  iimples  operatiue,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cord,  All  bleft  fecrcts,  all  you  vnpubliflit  vertues  of  the' 
earth. 

Spring  with  my  teares,  be  aidant  and  remediat 
in  the  good  mans  diffreffe,  feeke,  feeke  for  him, 

Leaft  his  vngouernd  rage  diffolue  the  life, 

That  wants  the  meanes  to  leade  it. 

Enter  a Mejfenger. 

MeJJen,  Newes  madam,  the  BritiJJj  powers  are  marching 
hetherward. 

Cord,  Tis  knowne  before,  our  preparation  flands 
In  expeffation  of  them,  6 deare  father. 

It  is  thy  bufinefle  that  I go  about,  therefore  great  France, 

My  mourning  and  important  teares  hath  pittied. 

No  blowne  ambition  doth  our  armes  infite. 

But  loue,  deare  loue,  and  our  aged  fathers  right, 

Soone  may  I heare  and  fee  him.  Exit, 

Enter  Regan  and  Steward, 

Reg.  But  are  my  brothers  powers  fet  foorth  ? 

Stew,  I madam. 

Reg.  Himfelfe  in  perfon  ? 

Stew.  Madam  with  much  ado,  your  filler’s  the  better  foldier. 
Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  lady  at  home  ? 

Stew.  No  madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  fillers  letter  to  him  ? 

Stew,  I know  not  lady. 
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Reg.  Faith  he  Is  pofled  hence  on  a ferious  matter, 

It  was  great  ignorance,  Glocejiers  eies  being  out. 

To  let  him  line,  where  he  arriues  he  moues 
All  hearts  againfl  vs,  and  now  I thinke  is  gone. 

In  pitty  of  his  mlfery  to  difpatch  his  nighted  life, 

Moreouer  to  defcrie  the  flrength  of  the  army. 

Stevj.  I muft  needs  after  him  with  my  letters. 

Reg.  Our  troope  fets  foorth  to  morrow,  ftay  with  vs. 

The  wayes  are  dangerous. 

Stew.  I may  not  madam,  my  lady  charg’d  my  dude  in 
this  bufinefle. 

Reg.  Why  (hould  fhe  write  to  Edmund?  might  not  you 
Tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word,  belike 
Something,  I know  not  what,  He  loue  thee  much, 

Let  me  vnfeale  the  letter. 

Stew.  Madam  Ide  rather— — 

Reg.  I know  your  lady  does  not  loue  her  hufband, 

I am  fure  of  that : and  at  her  late  being  heere 
She  gaue  Hrange  aliads,  and  moft  fpeaking  lookes 
To  noble  Edmund^  I know  you  are  of  her  bofome. 

Stew.  1 madam. 

Reg.  I fpeake  in  vnderflanding,  for  I kno\v’t. 

Therefore  I do  aduife  you  take  this  note  : 

My  lord  Is  dead,  Edmund  and  I haue  talkt. 

And  more  conuenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 

Then  for  your  ladies  : you  may  gather  more, 

If  you  do  finde  him,  pray  you  giue  him  this. 

And  when  your  miflris  heares  thus  much  from  you, 

I pray  dcfire  her  call  her  wifedome  to  her,  fo  farew'ell. 

If  you  do  chance  to  heare  of  that  blinde  traitor, 

Preferment  fals  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

VoL.  11.  M Stew, 
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Stew,  Would  I could  meet  him  madam,  I would  fhew 
What  lady  I do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  Exit, 


Enter  Glofler  and  Edmund. 

Clo.  When  (hall  we  come  to’th  top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 

Edg.  You  do  cHmbe  it  vp  now,  looke  how  we  labour  ? 

Clo.  Me  thinkes  the  ground  is  euen. 

Edg.  Horrible  fleepe  : hearke,  do  you  heare  the  fea  I 

Clo.  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  imperfe(ft 
By  your  eies  anguifh. 

Clo.  So  may  it  be  indeed, 

Methinkes  thy  voice  is  altered,  and  thou  fpeakft 
With  better  phrafe  and  matter  then  thou  didfl. 

Edg.  Y’are  much  deceiued,  in  nothing  am  I changd. 

But  in  my  garments. 

Clo.  Me  thinkes  y"are  better  fpoken. 

Edg.  Come  on  fir,  here’s  the  place,  Band  Bill,  how  fearful! 
And  dizy  tis  to  caB  ones  eyes  fo  low  : 

The  crowes  and  choughes  that  wing  the  midway  ayre 
Shew  fcarfe  fo  groBe  as  beetles,  halfe  way  downe 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  fampire,  dreadfull  trade. 

Me  thinkes  he  feemes  no  bigger  then  his  head  : 

The  fifliermen  that  walke  vpon  the  beake 
Appeare  like  mice  ; and  yon  tall  anchoring  barke 
-Diminifl.it  to  her  cocke  ; her  cocke  aboue 
AlmoB  too  fmall  for  fight.  The  murmuring  furge, 

That  on  the  vnnumbred  idle  peebles  chafe, 

Cannot  be  heard  : it  is  fo  hie  He  looke  no  more 
LeaB  my  braine  turne,  and  the  deficient  fi.ght 
Topple  downe  headlong. 

Clo.  Set  me  where  you  Band.' 

Edg. 
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Edg.  Gine  me  your  hand  : you  are  now  within  a foot 
Of  the  extreme  verge ; for  all  beneath  the  moone 
Would  I not  leape  vpright. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand  : 

Heere  friend’s  another  purfe,^in  it  a iewell 

Well  worth  a poore  mans  taking.  Fairies  and  gods 

Profper  it  with  thee  : go  thou  farther  off, 

Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  heare  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  you  well  good  fir. 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  I do  trifle  thus  with  his  difpaire,  tis  done  to 
cure  it. 

Glo.  O you  mighty  gods,  He  kneels 

This  world  I do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliflion  off, 

If  I could  beare  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrell  with  your  great  oppofelefle  wils. 

My  fnuffe  and  loathed  part  of  nature  fhould 
Burne  it  felfe  put  : if  Edgar  line,  O blefle, 

Now  fellow  fare  thee  well.  ' He  fallcs 

Edg.  Gon  fir,  farewell,  and  yet  I know  not  how  conceite 
may  rob  the  treafury  of  life,  when  life  it  felfe  yeelds  to  the  , 
theft:  had  he  bene  where  he  thought,  by  this  thought  had 
bene  pafl: : aliue  or  dead  ? ho  you  fir,  heare  you  fir,  fpeake, 
thus  might  hee  pafle  indeed,  yet  he  reuiues,  what  are  you  fir? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  d5’e. 

Edg.  Hadfl:  thou  bene  ought  but  gofmore  feathers  ayre. 

So  many  fadome  downe  precipitating. 

Thou  hadfl:  fhiuerd  like  an  egge,  but  thou  dofl:  breath, 

Hafl:  heauy  fubflance,  bleedfl:  not,  fpeakfl,  art  found  : 

Ten  mafls  at  each 'make  not  the  altitude, 

Which  thou  hafl:  perpendicularly  fell. 

Thy  lifes  a miracle,  fpeake  yet  againe. 
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Glo.  But  haue  I fallen  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  fummons  of  this  chalkie  borne, 
Looke  vp  a hight ; the  fhrill  gorg’d  larke  fo  farre 
Cannot  be  feene  or  heard,  do  but  looke  vp. 

Glo.  Alacke,  I haue  no  eyes  : 

Is  wretchednelTe  depriu’d  that  benefite 

To  end  it  felfe  by  death  ? Twas  yet  fome  comfort. 

When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrants  rage. 

And  fruflrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Giue  me  your  arme  : 

Vp,  fo,  howfeele  you  your  legges  ? you  Hand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  aboue  all  HrangenelTe  : 

Vpon  the  crowne  of  the  cliffe,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glo.  A poore  vnfortunate  begger. 

.Edg.  As  I Hood  heere  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  too  full  moones ; a had  a thoufand  nofes, 

Hornes,  welkt  and  waued  like  the  enridged  fea. 

It  was  fome  fiend,  therefore  thou  happy  father 
Thinke  that  the  cleereH  gods,  who  made  their  honors 
Of  mens  impoflibilities,  haue  preferued  thee. 

Glo,  I do  remember  now,  henceforth  He  beare 
Afflidlion  till  it  do  cry  out  it  felfe 
Enough,  enough,  and  dye  : that  thing  you  fpeake  of, 

I tooke  it  for  a man  ; often  would  he  fay 
The  fiend,  the  fiend,  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bare,  free,  and  patient  thoughts : but  who 
heere. 

The  fafer  fenfe  will  nere  accommodate  his  maiHer  thus. 


/ 


comes 


Enter 
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Enter  Lear  mad. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coymng,  I am  the 
king  himfelfe. 

Edg.  O thou  fide  piercing  fight. 

Lear.  Nature  is  aboue  art  in  that  refpe^f,  ther’s  your 
prefie-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a crow- 
keeper,  draw  me  a clothiers  yard.  Looke,  Jooke,  a moufe  ; 
peace,  peace,  this  tolled  cheefe  will  do  it.  Ther’s  my  gantlet. 
He  proue  it  on  a gyant,  bring  vp  the  browne  bils.  O well 
flowne  birde  in  the  ayre.  Hagh,  giue  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  margerum. 

Lear.  Pafie. 

do.  I know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha  Gonorill^  ha  RegaUy  they  flatter’d  me  like  a dogge, 
and  told  me  I had  white  haires  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black 
ones  \vere  there  ; to  fiiy  I and  no  to  all  I faide  : I and  no  too 
was  no  good  diuinity.  When  the  raine  came  to  wet  me  once, 
and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter,  when  the  thunder  would 
not  peace  at  my  bidding,  there  I found  them,  there  I fmelt 
them  out : goe  too,  they  are  not  men  of  their  words,  they 
told  mee  I was  euery  thing,  tis  a lye,  I am  not  argue-proofe. 

Glojl.  The  tricke  of  that  voyce  I doe  well  remember,  ifl: 
not  the  king  ? 

Lear.  I,  euery  inch  a king : when  I do  flare  fee  how  the 
fubie<fl;  quakes  : I pardon  that  mans  Tfle,  what  was  thy  caufe, 
adulterie  ? thou  (halt  not  dye  for  adultery  : no,  the  wren  goes 
toot,  and  the  fmall  guilded  flye  do  letcher  in  my  fight  ; let 
copulation  thriue.  For  Glojiers  baflard  fon  was  kinder  to  his 
father  then  my  daughters  got  tweene  the  lawfull  Iheets,  toot 
luxury,  pell  mell,  for  I want  fouldiers.  Behold  yon  fimpring 
dame,  whofe  face  between  her  forkes  prefageth  fnow,  that 
minces  vertue,  and  do  /hake  the  head;  heare  of  pleafures 
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name  to  fichew,  nor  the  foyled  horde  goes  toot  with  a more 
riotous  appetite : downe  from  the  wade  they  are  rentaures, 
though  women  all  aboue,  but  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  in- 
herit, beneath  is  all  the  fiends,  thercs  hell,  theres  darkneffe, 
theres  the  fulphury  pit,  burning,  fcalding,  dench,  confum' 
mation,  fie,  fie,  fie,  pah,  pah  : giue  mee  an  ounce  of  ciuer, 
good  apothecary,  to  fweeten  my  imagination,  ther’s  money 
for  thee, 

Glo  O let  me  kide  that  hand. 

Lear,  Here  wipe  it  fird,  it  duels  of  mortality. 

Glo.  O ruin’d  peece  of  nature,  this  great  world  diold  fo 
weare  out  to  naught,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I remember  thy  eyes  well  enough,  dod  thou  fquiny 
on  me:  no,  do  thy  word  blinde  Cupid,  Wq  not  lout  i read 
thou  that  challenge,  marke  the  penning  on’t. 

Glo.  Were  all  the  letters  funs  I could  not  fee  one. ' 

Edg.  I would  not  take  this  from  report,  it  is,  and  my  hart 
breaks  at  it. 

Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  the  cafe  of  eyes. 

Lear.  O ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ? no  eyes  in  your  head 
nor  money'  in  your  purfe  ? your  eyes  are  in  a heauy  cafe,  your 
purde  in  a light ; yet  you  fee  how  this  world  goes  ? 

Glo.  I fee  it  feelingly. 

Lea.  What  art  mad  ? a man  may  fee  how  the  world  goes 
with  no  eyes.  Looke  with  thy  eares,  fee  how  yon  iudice 
railes  vppon  yon  fimple  theefe  : hearke  in  thy  eare,  handy 
dandy,  which  is  the  theefe,  which  is  the  iudice.  Thou  had 
feene  ,a  farmers  dogge  barke  at  a begger. 

. Glo.  I fir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  curr  there  tKoa 
mightd  behold  the  great  image  of  authoritie,  a dogge,  fo  bad 
in  odice.  Thou  rafcall  beadle  hold  thy  bloody  hand ; why 

dofb 
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doft  thou  lafli  that  whore  ? flrlp  thine  owne  backe,  thy  blood 
hotly  lufls  to  vfe  her  in  that  kind  for  which  thou  whiph:  her. 
The  vfurer  hangs  the  cozener,  through  tattered  ragges  fmall 
vices  do  appeare,  robes  and  furd-gownes  hides  all.  'Get  thee 
glafTe  eyes,  and  like  a fcuriiy  politician,  feeme  to  fee  the  things 
thou  doefl:  not ; no,  now  pull  off  my  boots,  harder,  harder, 
fo. 

Edg.  O matter  and  impertinency,  mixt  reafon  in  madnefle. 

Lear,  If  thou  wilt  weepe  my  fortune,  take  my  eyes  ; I 
know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glojler,  thou  mull:  be 
patient,  we  came  crying  hither  : thou  knowfl  the  firfl:  time 
that  we  fmel  the  aire,  we  waile  and  cry.  I will  preach  to 
thee,  marke  me. 

Clo.  Alack,  alack,  the  day. 

Lear,  When  we  are  borne,  we  crie  that  wee  are  come  to 
this  great  flage  of  fooles  : this  a good  blocke.  It  were  a de- 
licate flratagemto  (hoot  a troope  of  horfe  with  fell,  and  when 
I haue  Hole  vpon  thefe  fonnes  in  law,  then  kill,  kill,  kill, 
kill,  kill,  kill. 


Enter  three  Gentlemen, 

Gent,  O here  he  is,  lay  hands  vpon  him  firs. 

Lear*  No  refeue,  what  a prifoner  ? I am  eene  the  naturall 
foole  of  fortune  : vfe  me  well,  you  fliall  haue  a ranfom.  Let 
me  haue  a chirurgeon,  I am  cut  to’th  braines. 

Gent,  You  fhall  haue  any  thing. 

Lear,  No  feconds,  all  my  felfe  : why  this  would  make  a 
man  of  fait  to  vfe  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pottes,  I and  laying 
autumnes  dull:. 

Gent,  Good  fir. 

Lear,  I will'  dye  brauely  like  a bridegroome.  What,  I will 
bee  iouiall : come,  come,  I am  a king  my  mafiers,  know  you 
that  ? 
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Cent,  You  are  a royall  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  theres  life  int,  nay  if  you  get  it  you  (hall  get  it 
with  running.  Exit  King  running. 

Gent.  A fight  mo/l  pittifnll  in  the  meanefl  wretch,  palf 
fpeaking  of  in  a king : thou  haft  one  daughter  who  redeemes 
nature  from  the  generall  curfe  which  twaine  hath  brought  her 
to. 

Edg.  Haile  gentle  fir. 

Gent.  Sir  fpeed  you,  what’s  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Do  you  heare  ought  of  a battell  toward  ? 

Gent.  Moft  fure  and  vulgar,  euery  ones  heares 
That  can  diftinguifti  fenfe. 

Edg.  But  by  your  fauour,  how  neeres  the  other  army  ? 

Gent.  Neere  and  on  fpeed  for’t,  the  maine  defcries. 

Stands  on  the  hourely  thoughts 

Edg.  I thanke  you  fir,  thats  all.' 

Gent.  Though  that  the  queene  on  fpecial  caufe  is  heere. 

His  army  is  mou’d  on. 

Edg.  I thanke  you  fir.  Exit* 

Glo.  You  euer  gentle  gods  take  my  breath  from  me. 

Let  not  my  worfer  fpirit  tempt  me  againe. 

To  dye  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you  father. 

Glo.  Now  good  fir  what  are  you. 

Edg,  A moft  poore  man,  made  lame  by  fortunes  blowes. 
Who  by  the  art  of  knowne  and  feeling  forrowes 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pitty.  Giue  me  your  hand. 

He  leade  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glofi.  Hearty  thankes,  the  bounty  and  the  benizon  of 
heauen  to  boot,  to  boot. 


Enter 
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Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  A proclaim’d  prize,  mofl  happy;  that  eyies  head  of 
thine  was  firfl:  framed  flefh  to  raile  my  fortunes.  Thou  moft 
vnhappy  traitor,  briefely  thy  felfe  remember,  the  fword  is  out 
that  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand  put  f^rength  enough  to’t. 

Stew.  Wherefore  bolde  pezant  daiA  thou  fupport  a pub- 
liflit  traytor,  hence  leaft  the  infeffion  of  his  fortune  take  like 
hold  on  thee,  let  go  his  arme. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go  fir  without  cagion. 

Stew.  Let  go  flaue,  or  thou  dieft. 

Edg.  Good  genileman  goe  your  gate,  let  poore  volke  pafTe: 
and  chud  haue  beene  zwaggar’d  out  of  my  life,  it  would  not 
haue  bene  zo  long  by  a vortnight  : nay  come  not  neere  the 
olde  man,  keepe  out  cheuore  ye,  or  ile  try  whether  your 
coftard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder,  chill  be  plaine  with  you. 

Stew.  Out  dunghill.  They  fght. 

Edg.  Chil  pick  your  teeth  zir,  come  no  matter  for  your 
foines. 

Stew.  Slaue  thou  haft  ftaine  me,  villaine  take  my  purfe: 

If  euer  thou  wilt  thriue,  bury  my  body, 

And  giuc  the  letters  which  thou  findft  about  me 
To  Edmund  earle  of  GloJlerj  feeke  him  out,  vpon 
The  Britijh  party  : 6 vntimely  death  ! death.  He  dyes. 

Edg.  I know  thee  well,  a feruiceable  villaine. 

As  dutious  to  the  vices  of  thy  miftris. 

As  badnefte  would  defire. 

Gk.  What  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you  downe  father,  reft  you,  lets  fee  his  pockets, 
Thefe  letters  that  he  fpeakes  of  may  be  my  friends, 

Hec’s  dead,  I am  onely  forry  he  had  no  other  deathfman. 

Let  vs  fee,  leaue  gentle  wax,  and  manners  blame  vs  not. 


To 
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To  know  our  enemies  minds  wee’d  rip  their  hearts, 

Their  papers  is  more  lawfull. 

A Letter. 

Let  your  reciprccall  vowes  be  remembred. 

Toil  haue  many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off. 

If  your  ’will  ’want  not,  time  and  place  ’will  be  fruitfully  offered. 
T’here  is  nothmg  done : if  he  returne  the  conqueror , 

Then  am  I the  prifoner,  and  his  bed  my  iayle. 

From  the  loath'd  -warmth  ’whereof  deliuer  me^ 

And  fitpply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Your  wife  (fo  I would  fay)  and  your  affectionate  feruant, 

Gonorill, 


Edg.  O vndiftinguifht  fpace  of  womans  wit, 

A plot  vpon  her  vertuous  hufbands  life, 

And  the  exchange  my  brother  : heere  in  the'fands 
Thee  He  rake  vp,  the  poft  vnfanftified 
Of  murtherous  letchers,  and  in  the  mature  time 
With  this  vngracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death  pra£tifd  duke,  for  him  tis  well. 

That  of  his  death  and  bufineffc  I can  tell. 

Glo.  The  king  is  mad,  how  ftiffe  is  my  vilde  fenfe, 

That  I Hand  vp,  and  haue  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrowes,  better  I were  diftraft. 

So  fhould  my  thoughts  be  fenced  from  my  greefes. 

And  woes  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  themfelues. 

A drumme  afarre  off. 

Edg.  Giue  me  your  hand  : 

Farre  off  methinkes  I heare  the  beaten  drum. 

Come  father  He  bellow  you  with  a friend.  Exit, 


Enter 


The  History  of  King  Lear. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  DoElor. 

Cor.  O thou  good  Kent, 

How  fliall  I Hue  and  worke  to  match  thy  goodnefle. 

My  life  will  be  too  fhort,  and  euery  meafure  fade  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg’d  madam  is  ore-paid, 

All  my  reports  go  with  the  modcfl:  truth. 

Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited, 

Thefe  weeds  arc  m,emories  of  thofe  worfer  houres, 

I prethee  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon  me  deere  madam. 

Yet  to  be  knowne  fhortens  my  made  intent. 

My  boone  I make  it  that  you  know  me  not. 

Till  time  and  I thinke  meet# 

Cor.  Then  be  it  fo  : my  lord  how  does  the  king. 

DoEl.  Madam  fleepes  ffill . 

Cor.  G yea  kinde  gods. 

Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  nature. 

The  vntun’d  and  hurrying  fenfes,  O winde  vp. 

Of  this  childe- changed  father. 

Do^.  So  pleafe  your  maiefty  we  may  wake  the  king 
He  hath  flept  long. 

Cor.  Be  gouern’d  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceede 
Ith  fway  of  your  owne  will  : is  he  array’d  ? 

DoEt.  I madam,  in  the  heauineffe  of  his  fleepe. 

We  put  frefh  garments  on  him. 

Kent,  Good  madam  be  by  when  we  do  awake  him, 

I doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  well. 

EoEi.  Pleafe  you  draw  neere  ; louder  the  muficke  there. 
Cor,  O my  deere  father, 

Redoration  hang  thy  medicine  oh  my  lippes, 


And 
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And  let  this  ki/Te  repaire  thofe  violent  harmes 
That  my  two  fifters  haue  in  thy  reuerence  made. 

Kent.  Kinde  and  deere  princefTe. 

Cor.  Had  you  not  bin  their  father,  thefe  white  flakes 
Had  challeng’d  pitty  of  them.  Was  this  a face 
To  be  expofd  againfl:  the  warring  windes, 

To  fland  againfl:  the  deepe  dread  bolted  thunder. 

In  the  mofl  terrible  and  nimble  flroke 

Of  quicke  croffe  lightning,  to  watch  poore  Per  du^ 

With  this  thin  helme  ? mine  iniurious  dogge. 

Though  he  had  bit  me,  fliould  haue  flood  that  night 
Againfl  my  fire,  and  wafl  thou  faine  (poore  father) 

To  houill  thee  with  fwine  and  rogues  forlorne. 

In  fliort  and  mufly  flraw  ? Alack,  alacke, 

Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once, 

' Had  not  concluded  all.  He  wakes,  fpeake  to  him. 

DoEl*  Madam  do  you,  tis  fittefl. 

C.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ? how  fares  your  maiefly 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  a’th  graue, 

Thou  aft  a foule  in  bliffe,  but  I am  bound 
Vpon  a wheele  of  fire,  that  mine  owne  teares 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  know  ye  me  ? 

Lear.  Yare  a fpirit  I know,  when  did  you  dye  ? 

Cor.  Still,  flill,  farre  wide. 

DoEl.  He’s  fcarfe  awake,  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  Where  haue  I bin  ? where  am  I ? faire  day  light  1 
I am  mightily  abufd ; I fhould  ene  dye  with  pity 
To  fee  another  thus.  I know  not  what  to  fay  : 

I will  not  fweare  thefe  are  my  hands,  let’s  fee, 

I feele  this  pin  pricke,  would  I were  aflur’d  of  my  condition. 

Cor.  O looke  vpon  me  fir, 

And  hold  your  hands  in  benediflion  ore  me, 

No  fir,  you  mufl  not  kneele. 


Lear. 
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Lear.  Pray  do  not  mocke  me ; 

I am  a very  foolifli  fond  olde  man, 

Fourefcore  and  vpward,  and  to  deale  plainly, 

I feare  I am  not  perfeff  In  my  minde. 

Me  thinkes  I (hould  know  you,  and  know  this  man. 

Yet  I am  doubtfull : for  I am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  (kill  I haue 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments  : nor  I know  not 
Where  I did  lodge  lafl:  night.  Do  no  laugh  at  me, 

For  (as  I am  a man)  I thinke  this  lady 
To  be  my  childe  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I am. 

Lear.  Be  your  teares  wet  ? yes  faith  : I pray  weepe  not. 

If  you  haue  poifon  for  me  I will  drinke  it : 

I know  you  do  not  loue  me,  for  your  fillers 
Haue  (as  I do  remember)  done  me  wrong. 

You  haue  fome  caufe,  they  haue  not. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

Lear. . Am  I in  France  P 

Kent.  In  your  owne  kingdome  fir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Do5l.  Be  comforted  good  madame,  the  great  rage  you  fee 
is  cured  in  him,  and  yet  it  is  danger  to  make  him  euen  ore  the 
• time  hee  has  loll ; defire  him  to  goe  in,  trouble  him  no  more 
till  further  fetling. 

Cor.  Wilt  pleafe  your  highnefle  walke  ? 

Lear.  You  mull  beare  with  me  : ^ 

Pray  now  forget  and  forgiue, 

I am  olde  and  foolifh.  Exeunt. 

\ 

Manet.  Kent  and  Gentleman. 
Gen.  Holds  it  true  fir  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall  was  fo 
flaine  ? 

Kent.  Mofl  certaine  fir. 

Cent, 


t 
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Cent,  Who  is  conduflor  of  his  people  ? 

Kent.  As  tis  faid,  the  baftard  fonne  of  Glojter, 

Gent.  They  fay  Edgar  his  baniflit  fonne,  is  with  the  earle 
of  Kent  in  Germany, 

Kent.  Report  is  changeable,  tis  time  to  looke  about. 

The  powers  of  the  kingdome  approch  apace. 

Gent,  The  arbitrcment  is  like  to  be  bloody,  fare  you  well 
fir. 

Kent.  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly  wrought. 

Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  dayes  battels  fought. 

Enter  Edmund,  Regan,  and  their  powers. 

Baft.  Know  of  the  duke  if  his  laft  purpofe  holde. 

Or  whether  fince  he  is  aduifd  by  ought 
To  change  the  courfe,  he  is  full  of  alteration 
And  felfe-reprouing,  bring  his  conftant  pleafure. 

Reg,  Our  fifters  man  is  certainly  mifcarried. 

Baft.  Tis  to  be  doubted  madam. 

Reg.  Now  fweet  lord, 

You  know  the  goodnelle  I intend  vpon  you  : 

Tell  me  truly,  but  then  fpeake  the  truth. 

Do  you  not  loue  my  fifler  ? 

Baft.  I honor’d  loue. 

Reg.  But  haue  5^ou  neuer  found  my  brothers  way, 

To  the  forefended  place  ? 

Baft.  That  thought  abufes  you. 

Reg.  I am  doubtfull  that  you  haue  beene  coniunff 
And  bofom’d  with  her,  as  farre  as  we  call  hers. 

Baft.  No  by  mine  honor  madam. 

Reg.  I neuer  fhall  endure  her, 

Deere  my  lord  be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Baft,  Feare  me  not,  Ihe  and  the  duke  her  hulband. 


Enter 


. The  History  of  King  Lear. 

Enter  Albany  and  Gonorill  'with  troopcs. 

Con,  I had  rather  loofe  the  battell 
Then  that  filler  fhould  loofen  him  and  me. 

y^lb.  Our  very  louing  filler  well  be- met. 

For  this  I heare  the  king  is  come  to  his  daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  flate 
Forc’d  to  cry  out.  Where  I could  not  be  honefl 
I neuer  yet  was  valiant : for  this  bufineffe 
It  toucheth  vs,  as  France  inuades  our  land 
Not  bolds  the  king,  with  others  whom  I feare, 

Mofl  iufl  and  heauy  caufes  make  oppofe. 

Baft.  Sir  you  fpeake  nobly. 

Regan.  Why  is  this  reafon’d  ? 

Con.  Combine  together  gainfl  the  enemy. 

For  thefe  domeflicke  doore  particulars, 

A re  not  to  queflion  heere. 

Alb.  Let  vs  then  determine 
With  the  ancient  of  warre  on  our  proceedings. 

Baft.  I fliall  attend  you  prefently  at  your  tent. 

Reg.  Sifler  youle  go  with  vs  ? 

Con.  No. 

Reg.  Tis  mofl  conuenient,  pray  you  go  with  vs. 

Con,  O ho,  I know  the  riddle,  I will  go.  Exit, 


Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  If  ere  your  grace  had  fpeech  with  one  fo'poore, 
Heare  me  one  word. 

Alb.  He  ouertake  you,  fpeake. 

Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battell,  ope  this  letter. 

If  you  haue  vidlory  let  the  trumpet  founde 

For  him  that  brought  it,  WTetched  though  I feeme, 

I can  produce  a champion,  that  will  prooue 
What  is  auouched  there.  If  you  mifcarry, 


Your 


\ 
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Your  bufinefTe  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end. 

Fortune  loue  you. 

j4lb.  Stay  till  I haue  read  the  letter. 

Edg.  I was  forbid  it. 

When  time  lhall  ferue  let  but  the  herald  cry. 

And  He  appeare  againe.  Exit, 

Jib,  Why  fare  thee  well,  I will  looke  ore  the  paper. 

Enter  Edmund. 

Baft,  The  enemy’s  in  view,  draw  vp  your  powers. 

Hard  is  the  guefie  of  their  great  fcrengtli  and  forces 
By  dilig-t  difcouery,  but  your  haft  is  now  vrgd  on  you. 

Alb,  We  will  greet  the  time. 

Baft,  To  both  thefe  lifters  haue  I fworne  my  loue. 

Each  iealous  of  the  other,  as  the  fting  are  of  the  adder. 

Which  of  them  ftiall  I take,  both  one 
Or  neither ; neither  can  be  enioy’d 
If  both  remaine  aliue  : to  take  the  widdow, 

Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  fifter  Gonorill^ 

And  hardly  ftiall  I carry  out  my  fide 
Her  huiband  being  aliue.  Now  then  wee’l  vfe 
His  countenance  for  the  battell,  which  being  done 
Let  her  that  would  be  rid  of  him  deuife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off : as  for  his  mercie 
Which  he  extends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia ^ 

The  battell  done,  and  they  within  our  power. 

Shall  neuer  fee  his  pardon  : for  my  ftate 

Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  Exit. 

Alarum,  Enter  the  po'ivers  ^France  oner  the  ft  age  ^ Cordelia 
'unth  her  Father  in  her  hand. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glofter. 

Edg.  Heere  father  take,  the  fhadow  of  this  bulb 


For 
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For  your  good  hoaft : pray  that  the  right  may  thriue. 

If  euer  I returne  to  you  againe, 

He  bring  you  comfort.  . * Exit* 

do.  Grace  go  with  you  fir. 

Marum  and  retreat.  Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  olde  man,  giue  me  thy  hand,  away. 

King  Lear  hath  loH,  he  and  his  daughter  tane  : 

^ Giue  me  thy  hand,  come  on. 

do.  No  farther  fir,  a man  may  rot  euen  heere. 

Edg.  What  in  ill  thoughts  agen  ? men  muft  endure. 

Their  going  hence,  euen  as  their  comming  hither, 

Ripenefie  is  all  come  on.  - Exit, 

Enter  Edmund,  ivith  Lear  and  Cordelia  prifoners. 

Baft,  Some  officers  take  them  away,  good  guard, 

Vntill  their  greater  pleafures  befi:  be  knowne 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  firff. 

Who  with  beft  meaning  haue  incurr’d  the  worff  : 

For  thee  opprefTed  king  am  I caff  downe. 

My  felfe  could  elfe  out-frowne  falfe  fortunes  frowne. 

Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters,  and  thefe  fillers  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  come  let’s  away  to  prifon. 

We  two  alone  will  fing  like  birds  i’th  cage : 

When  thou  doff  afke  me  blefiing.  He  kneele  downe 
. And  afke  of  thee  forgiuenefie  : fo  weell  hue. 

And  pray,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  heare  poore  rogues 
Talkeof  court  newes,  and  weel  talkewith  them  too. 

Who  loofes,  and  who  wins  ; whofe  in,  whofe  out  ; ■ 

And  take  vpon’s  the  myflery  of  things. 

As  if  we  were  Gods  fpies  : and  weel  weare  out 
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In  a walld  prifon,  packes  and  re(n:s  of  great  ones. 

That  ebbc  and  flow  by  the  mooiie. 

Baft,  Take  them  away. 

Lear,  Vpon  fuch  facrifices  my  Cordelia 
The  gods  themfelues  throw  incenfe.  Haue  I caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  vs  fhall  bring  a brand  from  heauen. 

And  fire  vs  hence  like  foxes,  wipe  thine  eyes. 

The  good  fhall  deuoure  em,  fleach  and  fell, 

Ere  they  fhall  make  vs  weepe  ? weele  fee  em  flarue  firff. 

Exit, 

Baft,  Come  hither  captaine,  hearke. 

Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifon,  (thee, 

One  flep  I haue  aduancft  thee,  if  thou  dofl  as  this  inftrufts 
Thou  dofl  make  thy  way  to  noble  fortunes  : 

Know  thou  this,  that  men  are  as  the  time  is ; 

To  be  tender  minded  does  not  become  a fword. 

Thy  great  employment  will  not  beare  quefliou. 

Either  fay  thout  do’t,  or  thriue  by  other  meanes. 

Cap,  He  doot  my  lord. 

Baft.  About  it,  and  write  happy  when  thou  hafl  done, 
Marke  I fay  inflantly,  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I haue  fet  it  downe. 

Cap,  I cannot  draw  a cart,  nor  eate  dryed  oates. 

If  it  be  mans  worke,  He  doo’t. 

\ 

Enter  the  Diikej  the  two  Ladies,  and  others. 

Alh.  Sir  you  haue  fliewne  to  day  your  valiant  flrainc. 

And  fortune  led  you  well : you  haue  the  captiues 
That  were  the  oppofites  of  this  dayes  flrife  : 

We  do  require  then  of  you  fo  to  vfe  them, 

As  we  fhall  finde  their  merits,  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

Baft, 
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Bajl.  Sir  I thought  it  fit, 

To  fend  the  olde  and  miferable  king 
To  fome  retention,  and  appointed  guard, 
tVhofe  age  has  charmes  in  it,  whofe  title  more. 

To  plucke  the  common  blolTomes  of  his  fide. 

And  turne  our  impreft:  launces  in  our  eyes 

Which  do  command  them.  With  him  I fent  the  queene  : 

My  reafon  all  the  fame,  and  they  are  ready  to  morrow. 

Or  at  a further  fpace,  to  appeare  where  you  fhall  hold 
Your  feffion  at  this  time  : we  fweate  and  bleed. 

The  friend  hath  lofl  his  friend,  and  the  beft  quarrels 
In  the  heate  are  curfi  by  thofe  that  feele  their  fharpenefle. 

The  queftion'  of  Cordelia,  and  her  father 
Requires  a fitter  place. 

Jib,  Sir  by  your  patience, 

I hold  you  but  a fubiefl  of  this  warre,  not  as  a brother. 

Reg.  That’s  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 

Methinkes  our  pleafure  fnould  haue  been  demanded 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  farre.  He  led  our  powers. 

Bore  the  commiftion  of  my  place  and  perfon, 

The  which  immediate  may  well  ftand  vp. 

And  call  it  felfe  your  brother. 

Con.  Not  fo  hot : in  his  owne  grace  he  doth  exalt  hlmfelfe^ 
More  then  in  your  aduancement. 

Reg.  In  my  right  by  me  inuefted,  he  compeers  the  beft. 
Con.  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  fhould  hufband  you. 

Reg.  lefters  do  oft  proue  prophets. 

Con.  Hola,  hola,  that  eye  that  told  you  fo,  lookt  but  a 
fquint. 

Reg.  Lady  I am  not  well,  elfe  I fhould  anfwer 
From  a full  flowing  ftomacke.  Generali, 

Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 
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WltnefTe  the  world,  that  I create  thee  heerc 
My  lord  and  mafler. 

Con.  Meane  you  to  enloy  him  then  ? 

Alb.  The  let  alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will, 

Bajl.  Nor  in  thine  lord. 

Alb.  Halfe  blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Baji.  Let  the  drum  ftrike,  and  proue  my  title  good. 

Alb.  Stay  yet,  heare  reafon : Edmundy  I arreft  thee 
On  capitall  treafon  ; and  in  thine  attaint, 

This  gilded  ferpent  : for  your  claime  faire  fifler, 

I bare  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  wife, 

Tis  (he  is  fubcon trailed  to  her  lord. 

And  I her  hulband  contradict  the  banes. 

If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loue  to  me, 

My  lady  is  befpoke.  Thou  art  arm’d  Glojhir. 

If  none  appeare  to  proue  vpon  thy  head, 

Thy  hainous,  manifeft,  and  many  treafons, 

There  is  my  pledge,  - He  proue  it  on  thy  heart 
Ere  I tafte  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefle 
Then  I haue  heere  proclaim’d  thee. 

Reg.  Sicke,  6 ficke. 

Con.  If  not.  He  nere  truH  poyfon. 

Baft.  Ther’s  my  exchange,  what  in  the  world  he  is. 

That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lyes, 

Call  by  thy  trumpet,  he  that  dares  approach 
On  him,  on  you,  who  not,  I will  maintaine 
My  truth  and  honor  firmely. 

Alb.  A herald  ho. 

Bajl.  A herald  ho,  a herald. 

Alb.  Truft  to  thy  Tingle  vertue,  for  thy  foldiers 
All  leuied  in  my  name,  haue  in  my  name  tooke  their  difcharge. 
Reg.  This  TcknefTe  growes  vpon  me. 

Alb. 
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Alb.  She  Is  not  well,  conuey  her  to  my  tent. 

Come  hither  herald,  let  the  trumpet  found,  and  read  out  this. 
Cap.  Sound  trumpet. 

Her.  If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree,  in  the  hoafi  of  the 
army,  will  maintaine  vpon  Edmund,  fuppofed  earle  of  Glo^ 
cejler,  that  he’s  a manifold  traitor,  let  him  appeare  at  the 
thirde  found  of  the  trumpet : he  is  bold  in  his  defence. 

Baji.  Sound.  Againe. 

Enter  Edgar  at  the  third  found,  with  a trumpet  before  him. 

Alb.  Alke  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appeares 
Vpon  this  call  o’th  trumpet  ? 

Her.  What  are  you  ? your  name  and  quality  ? 

And  why  you  anfwer  this  prefen t fummons  ? 

Edg.  O know  my  name  is  loft  by  treafons  tooth  : 
Bare-gnawne  and  canker-bit. 

Where  is  the  aduerfary  I come  to  cope  with  all 
Alb.  What  is  that  aduerfary  ? 

Edg.  What’s  he  that  fpeakes  for  Edmund  earle  of  Glofler  ? 
BaJi.  Himfelfe,  what  fayft  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  fword. 

That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a noble  heart,  thy  arme 
May  do  thee  iuftice,  hcere  is  mine  : 

Behold  it  is  the  priuiledge  of  my  tongue. 

My  oath  and  profefTion.  I proteft, 

Maugre  thy  ftrength,  youth,  place  and  eminence, 

Defpight  thy  vi(ftor,  fword,  and  fire  new  fortun’d, 

Thy  valor,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a traitor  : 

Falfe  to  the  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 

Confpicuate  gainft  this  high  illuftrious  prince. 

And  from  th’extrcmeft  vpward  of  thy  head. 

To  the  defcent  and  duft  beneath  thy  feet, 

A moft  toad-fpottcd  traitor  : fay  thou  no, 
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This  fword,  this  arme,  and  my  beft  fpirits. 

Is  bent  to  proue  vpon  thy  heart,  whereto  I fpeake  thou  lyeft. 

Baji.  In  wifedome  I (hould  afke  thy.  name, 

But  fince  thy  outfide  lookes  fo  faire  and  warlike. 

And  that  thy  being  fome  fay  of  breeding  breathes. 

By  right  of  knight-hood  I difdaine  and  fpurne. 

With  the  hell  hatedly  ore-turn’d  thy  heart. 

Which  for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarfely  bruife. 

This  fword  of  mine  (hall  giue  them  indant  way. 

Where  they  diall  reft  for  euer,  trumpets  fpeake. 

Alb.  Saue  him,  faue  him. 

Con.  This  is  meere  pradife  Glojlert  by  the  law  of  armes 
Thou  art  not  bound  to  offer  an  vnknowne  oppofite. 

Thou  art  not  vanquifht,  but  coufned  and  beguild. 

Alb.  Stop  your  mouth  dame,  or  with  this  paper  fhall  I flop, 
it ; thou  worfe  then  any  thing,  reade  thine  own  euill.  Nay, 
no  tearing  lady,  I perceiue  you  know’t. 

Gon.  Say  if  I do,  the  lawes  are  mine  not  thine,  who  flial 
araign  me  for  it. 

Alb.  Monfler,  knowft  thou  this  paper? 

Gon.  Afke  me  not  what  I know.  , Exit  Gonorill. 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  fhe’s  defperate,  goucrne  her. 

Baji.  What  you  haue  charg’d  me  with,  that  haue  I done. 
And  more,  much  more,  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 

Tis  pad,  and  fo  am  I : but  what  art  thou  that  had  this  for- 
tune on  me  ? if  thou  beed  noble,  I do  forgiue  thee. 

Edg.  Let’s  exchange  charity, 

I am  no  leffe  in  blood  then  thou  art  Edmund, 

If  more,  the  more  thou  had  wrongd  me. 

My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  fathers  fonne. 

The  gods  are  iud,  and  of  our  pleafant  vertues 

Make  indruments  to  fcourge  vs  : the  darke  and  vitious  place 

\Vhei'e  he  thee  got,  coft  him  his  eyes. 
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Bajl,  Thou  haft  fpoken  truth. 

The  wheele  is  come  full  circkled,  I am  heere. 

Alb,  Me  thought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefie 
A royall  noblenefte,  I muft  embrace  thee, 

i 

Let  forow  fplit  my  heart  if  I did  euer  hate  thee  or  thy  father. 
Edg,  Worthy  prince  I know  it. 

Alb,  Where  haue  you  hid  your  felfe  ? 

How  haue  you  knowne  the  miferies  of  your  father  ^ 

Edg,  By  nurfing  them  my  lord, 

Lift  a breefe  tale,  and  when  tis  told, 

0 that  my  heart  would  burft.  The  bloody  proclamation 
. To  efcape  that  followed  me  fo  neere, 

(O  our  hues  fweetnefte,  that  with  the  paine  of  death 
Would  hourely  dye,  rather  then  dye  at  once) 

Taught  me  to  fhift  into  a mad-mans  rags. 

To  aftume  a femblance  that  very  dogges  difdain’d  ; 

And  in  this  habit  met  I my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings, 
The  precious  ftones  new  loft  ; became  his  guide. 

Led  him,  begd  for  him,  fau’d  him  from  difpaire. 

Neuer  (O  father)  reueald  my  felfe  vnto  him, 

Vntill  fome  halfe  houre  paft  when  I was  arm’d. 

Not  fure,  though  hoping  of  this  good  fuccefte, 

1 alkt  his  blefting,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage:  but  his  flawd  heart 
Alacke  too  weake  the  conflidl:  to  fupport, 

Twixt  two  extremes  of  paftion,  ioy  and  greefe, 

Burft  fmilingly. 

Baft,  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mooued  me. 

And  (hall  perchance  do  good,  but  fpeake  yon  on, 

You  looke  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb,  If  there  be  any  more  more  wcffull,  hold  it  in. 

For  I am  almoft  readie  to  diftolue, 
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Edg.  This  would  haue  feem’d  a period  to  fuch 
As  loue  not  forrow,  ^but  another  to  amplifie  too  much. 

Would  make  much  tnore,  and  top  extremity. 

Whilfl:  I was  big  in  clamor,  came  there  in  a man. 

Who  hauing  feene  me  in  my  worh:  eflate, 

Shund'my  abhord  fociety  : but  then  finding 

Who  twas  that  fo  indur’d,  with  his  fifong  armes  ' ' 

He  fafiened  on  my  necke,  and  bellowd  out  ‘ ' 

As  hee’d  burft  heauen,  threw  me  on  my  father, 

And, told  the  pitteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 

That  euer  eare  receiued,  which  in  recounting 
His  greefc  grew  puifant,  and  the  firings  of  life 
Began  to  cracke  twice,  then  the  trumpets  founded, 

■ And  there  I left  him  traunfl. 

Jib,  But  who  was  this  ? 

Edg,  Kent  fir,  the  banifht  Kent,  who  in  difguife. 

Followed  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  feruice 
Improper  for  a flaue. 

Enter  one  with  a bloody  Knife. 

Gent  Ilelpe,  helpe. 

Jib.  What  kinde  of  helpe  ? what  meanes  that  bloody  knife? 

Gent.  Its  hot,  it  fmokes,  it  came  euen  from  the  heart  of — > 

Jib.  Who  man  ? fpeake. 

Gent.  Your  lady  fir,  your  lady  ; and  her  filler 
By  her  is  poyfon’d  : fhe  has  confell  it. 

Baft.  I was  contrafled  to  them  both,  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inflant. 

Jib.  Produce  their  bodies  be  they  aliue  or  dead  : 

This  iuflice  of  the  heanens  that  makes  vs  tremble. 

Touches  not  with  pity. 

Enter  Kent, 

Edg,  Here  comes  Kent  fir. 

Jib, 
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O tis  he,  the  time  will  not  allow  • • 

The  complement  that  very  manners  vrges. 

Kent.  I am  come  to  bid  my  king  and  mailer  aye  good  night. 
Is  he  not  heere  ? 

JIl?.  Great  things  of  vs  forgot.  Speake  Edmund,  where's 
the  king,  and  wher’s  Cordelia  ? feed:  thou  this  obiedl  Kent  ? 
The  bodies  of  Gonorill  and  Regan  are  brought  in. 

Kent.  Alacke,  why  thus. 

Baji.  Yet  Edmund  w^as  belou’d  : the  one  the  other  poifond 
for  my  fake,  and  after  flewe  her  felfe. 

Mb.  Euen  fo,  couer  their  faces. 

BaJi.  I pant  for  life  : fome  good  I meane  to  do  defpight  of 
my  owne  nature.  Quickly  fend,  bee  briefe,  into  the  cafUe 
for  my  writ,  tis  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia  : nay, 
fend  in  time. 

Mb.  Run,  run,  O run. 

Edg.  To  who  my  lord  ? who  hath  the  office  ? 

Send  thy  token  of  repreeue. 

Baf.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword,  giue  it  the  captalne. 
Mb.  Haft  thee  for  thy  life, 

BaJi.  He  hath  commilTion  from  thy  wife  and  me,  to  hang 
Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and  to  lay  the  blame  vpon  her  own 
defpaire. 

Mb.  The  gods  defend  her,  beare  him  hence  a while. 

Enter  Lear  'with  Cordelia  in  his  Armes. 

Lear.  Howie,  howle,  howle,  howle : O you  are  men  of 
ftones, 

Had  I your  tongues  and  eyes,  1 would  vfe  them  fo. 

That  heauens  vault  Ihould  cracke : O,  ftie  is  gone  for  euer, 

I know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  liucs, 

Shees  dead  as  earth  ; lend  me  a looking-glafle. 

Jf  that  her  breath  will  mift  and  ftaine  the  ftone,  ftie  then  Hues. 

Kent, 
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Kent.  Is  this  the  promifi  end  ? 

Edg.  Or  image  of  that  horror  ? 

jdlb.  Fall  and  ceafe. 

Lear.  This  feather  llirs,  (he  Hues,  if  it  be  fo,  it  is  a chance 
that  do’s  redeeme  all  forrovves  that  euer  I haue  felt. 

Kent.  A m)^  good  m after. 

Lear.  Prethee  away. 

Edg.  Tis  noble  Kent  your  friend. 

Lear.  A plague  vpon  you  murdrous  traitors  all,  I might 
haue  faued  her,  now  Ihees  gone  for  euer : Cordelia;  Cordelia^ 
Pay  a litle.  What  iP  thou  fayP  ? her  voice  was  euer  foft, 
gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  women.  I kild  the  flaue 
that  was  a hanging  thee. 

Cap.  Tis  true  my  lords  hee  did. 

Lear.  Did  I not  fellow  ? I ha  feene  the  day,  that  with  my 
biting  fauchion  I would  haue  made  them  fkip  : I am  old  now, 
and  thefe  fame  crofTes  fpoile  me.  Who  are  you  ? mine  eyes 
-are  none  o’th  beP,  He  tell  you  Praight. 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag’d  of  two  file  loued  or  hated. 

One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  Are  not  you  Kent  F 

Kent.  The  fame  your  feruant  Kentj  where  is  your  feruat 
Cains  F 

Lear.  Hees  a good  fellow,  I can  tell  that. 

Heel  Prike  and  quickly  too,  hees  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No  my  good  lord,  I am  the  very  man. 

Lear.  He  fee  that  Praight. 

Kent.  That  from  your  life  of  difference  and  decay, 

Haue  followed  your  fad  Peps. 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hether, 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  elfe  : all’s  cheerlefle,  darke,  and  deadly. 
Your  eldeP  daughters  haue  fore-doom’d  themfelues, 

And  defperately  are  dead. 

Lear, 
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Lear,  So  I thinke  too. 

Jib.  Uq  knowes  not  what  he  fees,  and  vaine  it  is 
That  we  prefent  vs  to  him. 

Edgar,  Very  bootleffe. 

Enter  Captaine* 

Cap,  Edmund  Is  dead  my  lord. 

Alb,  7'hats  but  a trifle  heere  : you  lords  and  noble  friends, 
know  our  intent,  what  comfort  to  this  decay  may  come,  lhall 
be  applied  : for  vs  we  will  refigne  during  the  life  of  this  old 
maiefty  to  him  our  abfolute  power,  you  to  your  rights  with 
boote,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honors  haue  more  then  me- 
rited, al  friends  lhall  tafte  the  wages  of  their  vertue,  and  all 
foes  the  cup  of  their  defcruings : O fee,  fee. 

Lear.  And  my  poore  foole  is  hangd  : no,  no  life,  why 
fhould  a dog,  a horfe,  a rat  haue  life,  and  thou  no  breath  at 
all  ? O thou  wilt  come  no  more,  neuer,  neuer,  neucr  : pray 
vndo  this  button ; thanke  you  fir,  O,  o,  o,  o,  o, 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  lord,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Breake  heart,  I prethe  breake. 

Edg.  Looke  vp  my  lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghofl:,  O let  him  pafle. 

He  hates  him  much,  that  would  vpon  the  wracke 
Of  this  tough  world  ftretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  O he  Is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endured  fo  long. 

He  but  vfurpt  his  life. 

Duke.  Beare  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufmcfle 
Is  to  generall  woe : friends  of  my  foule,  you  twaine 
Rule  in  this  kingdome,  and  the  good  Rate  fuRaine. 

Kent.  I haue  a iourney  Rr,  fhortiy  to  go. 

My  maRer  cals,  and  I muR  not  fay  no. 

Duke.  The  waight  of  this  fad  time  we  muR  obay, 

Speake  what  we  feele,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay  : 

T he  oldeR  haue  borne  moR,  we  that  are  yong. 

Shall  neuer  fee  fo  much,  nor  liue  fo  long. 
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The  Firft  and  Second  PART 

O F T H E 

Troublefome  R A I G N E of 

John  King  of  England. 

WITH  THE 

Difcouerie  of  King  RICHARD 

Cordelions  bafe  Sonne 

(Vulgarly  named,  theBaftard  Fawconhridge :) 

ALSO, 

The  Death  of  King  lohn  at  Swinjlead  Abbey. 

As  they  were  (fundry  times)  lately  a6led 
by  the  Queenes  Majesties  Players. 

Written  by  W.  Sh. 


Imprinted  at  London  by  Valentine  Simmes^  for  lohyi 
Helme^  and  are  to  be  fold  at  his  Shop  in  Saint 
Bunjlons  Church-yard  in  i6ii. 


^'The  Author  feems  to  have  been  fo  thoroughly 
diflatisfied  with  this  Play  as  to  have  written  it  al- 
moft  entirely  anew,  referving  only  a few  of  the 
Lines  and  the  Condu6t  of  feveral  Scenes.  It  is 
faid  to  have  been  originally  publilhed  in  1591  for 
Sampfon  Clarke.  The  Edition  publifh’d  in  1622  is 
no  more  than  a Copy  from  this,  for  there  is 
none  rhore  ancient  than  that  in  the  Folio  1623, 
of  the  Play  as  it  was  afterwards  alter’d  by 
Shakefpeare. 

Mr.  Pope^  in  one  of  his  Notes,  affirms  the  old 
Play  to  'have  been  written  by  Shakefpeare  and  Rowley ; 
but  I find  no  mention  of  the  Name  of  the  latter  be- 
fore either  of  the  Editions. 


THE 


. Troublefome  R A I G N E of 

KING  I O H N. 

Enter  K.  lohn,  ^lecne  Elinor  his  Mother^  William  Mariliall, 
Earle  <?/' Pembrooke,  the  Earles  ^EfTex  and  of  Salifl)ury. 

^leen  Elianor, 

B Arons  of  England,  and  my  noble  lords  ; 

Though  God  and  fortune  haue  bereft  from  vs 
Victorious  Richard  fcourge  of  infidells, 

And  clad  this  land  in  Pole  of  difmall  hew  : 

Yet  giue  me  leaue  to  ioy,  and  ioy  you  all, 

That  from  this  wombe  hath  fprung  a fecond  hope, 

A king  that  may  In  rule  and  vertue  both 
Succeede  his  brother  in  his  emperie, 

K.  lohn.  My  gratious  mother  queene,  and  barons  all ; 
Though  farre  vnworthy  of  fo  high  a place. 

As  is  the  throne  of  mighty  Englands  king  : 

Yet  lohn  your  lord,  contented  vncontent, 

Will  (as  he  may)  fuPaine  the  heauy  yoke 
Of  prelling  cares,  that  hang  vpon  a crowne. 

My  lord  of  Pembrooke  and  lord  Salfbury, 

Admit  the  lord  Chattilion  to  our  prefence ; 

That  we  may  know  what  Philip  king  of  Fraunce 
(By  his  ambalTadors)  requires  of  vs. 

^ Elinor.  Dare  lay  my  hand  that  Elinor  can  gefle 
Whereto  this  weighty  embalHide  doth  -tend  : 

If 


The  troublesome  Raigxe 


If  of  my  nephew  Arthur  and  his  claime, 

Then  fay,  my  fonne,  I haue  not  mifTde  my  aime. 

Enter  Chattiilon  and  the  two  Earles. 

John.  My  lord  Chattilion,  welcome  into  England : 

How  fares  our  brother  Philip  king  of  Fraiince  ? 

Chat.  His  highneffe  at  my  comming  was  in  health. 

And  wilkd  me  to  falute  your  maieftie, 

And  fay  the  meflage  he  hath  giuen  in  charge. 

lohji.  And  fpare  not  man,  wee  are  preparde  to  heare. 

Chat.  Philip,  by  the  grace  of  God  mofl  chriftlan  king  of 
France,  hauing  taken  into  his  gardain  and  protection  Arthur 
D.  of  Brittaine  fonne  and  heire  to  Jeffrey  thine  elder  brother, 
requireth  in  the  behalfe  of  the  faide  Arthur,  the  kingdome  of 
England,  with  the  lordlhip  of  Ireland,  Poiters,  Aniow,  Tc^ 
raine,  Maine : and  I attend  thine  anfwer. 

John.  A fmall  requeft : belike  hee  makes  account. 

That  England,  Ireland,  Poiters,  Aniow,  Toraine,  Maine, 
Are  nothing  for  a king  to  giue  at  once  : 

I wonder  what  he  meanes  to  leaue  for  me. 

Tell  Philip,  he  may  keepe  his  lords  at  home, 

With  greater  honour  than  to  fend  them  thus 
On  embalTades  that  not  concerne  himfelfe, 

Or  if  they  did,  would  yeeld  but  fmall  returne. 

Chat.  Is  this  thine  anfwer  ? 

lohn.  It  is,  and  too  good  an  anfwer  for  fo  prowd  a melTage. 

Chat,  Then  king  of  England,  in  my  mailers  name. 

And  in  prince  Arthur  duke  of  Brittaines  name,  * 

1 doe  defie  thee  as  an  enemie. 

And  wilh  thee  to  prepare  for  bloody  warres. 

^ Elinor.  My  lord  (that  Hands  vpon  defiance  thus) 
Commend  me  to  my  nephew,  tell  the  boy, 

That  I queenc  Elianor  (his  grandmother) 

Vpon 
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Vpon  my  bleffing  charge  him  leaue  his  armes, 

Whereto  his  head-ftrong  mother  prickes  him  fo ; 

Her  pride  we  know,  and'know  her  for  a dame 
That  will  not  flicke  to  bring  him  to  his  end. 

So  Ihe  may  bring  her  felfe  to  rule  a realme. 

Next,  wilh  him  to  forfake  the  king  ol  Fraiincey 
And  come  to  me  and  to  his  vncle  here. 

And  he  lhall  want  for  nothing  at  our  hands. 

Chat.  This  fliall  I do,  and  thus  I take  my  leaue. 

. John.  Pcmbrookcy  coiiuey  him  fafely  to  the  fea. 

But  not  in  hade  : for  as  we  are  aduifde. 

We  meare  to  be  in  France  as  foone  as  he, 

To  fortifie  fuch  townes  as  we  pofTelfe 

In  j4nioiUy  Toraine,  and  in  Normandie.  Exit  Chatt. 

Enter  the  Shrine  and  ivhifpers  the  Earle  of  Salif.  in  the  eare. 

Saif.  Pleafe  it  your  maiedy,  here  is  the  diriue  of  North- 
hamptonfbire,  with  certaine  peVfons  that  of  late  committed  a 
riot,  and  haue  appcald  to  your  maiedie,  befeeching  your 
highnede  for  fpeciall  caufe  to  heare  them. 

lohn.  Will  them  come  neere,  and  v/hile  wee  heare  the  caufe, 
Goe  Salfhiiry  and  make  prouidon. 

We  meane  with  fpeed  to  pade  the  fea  to  France.  Exit  Saif. 
Say  diriue,  what  are  thefe  men,  what  haue  they  done  ? 

Or  whereto  rends  the  courfe  of  this  appeale  ? 

Shriue.  Pleafe  it  your  maiefty,  thefe  two  brethren  vnnatu- 
rally  falling  at  odds  about  their  fathers  liuing,  haue  broken 
your  highnede  peace,  in  feeking  to  right  their  owne  wrongs 
without  courfe  of  lawe,  or  order  of  iudice,  and  vnlawfully 
adembled  thefelues  in  mutinous  maner,  hauing  committed 
a riot,  appealing  from  trial!  in  their  country  to  your  highnes  ; 
and  here  I Thomas  Nidigate  diriue  of  Northarnptonfhire  do 
deliuer  them  ouer  to  their  trial!. 

VoL.  II.  O 


lohn. 


The  troublesome  Raigne 

lohn.  My  lord  of  Ejfex,  w\\  thoffenders  to  fland  forth, 
and  tell  the  caufe  of  their  quarrell. 

EJfex.  Gentlemen,  it  is  the  kings  pleafure  that  you  difeouer 
your  griefs,  and  doubt  not  but  you  flial  haue  iufiice. 

Phil.  Pleafe  it  your  M.  the  wrong  is  mine  : yet  will  I abide 
all  wrongs,  before' I once  open  my  mouth  t’vnrip  the  ftiame- 
full  flander  of  my  parents,  the  didionor  of  my  felf,  and  the 
bad  dealing  of  my  brother  in  this  princely  affemblie. 

Robert.  Then,  by  my  prince  his  leaue,  fhall  Robert  fpeake, 
And  tell  your  maieftie  what  right  I haue 
To  offer  wrong,  as  he  accounteth  wrong. 

My  father  (not  vnknowne  vnto  your  grace) 

Receiu’d  his  fpurres  of  knighthood  in  the  field. 

At  kingly.  Richards  hands  in  Paleftine, 

When  as  the  walls  of  Aeon  gaue  him  way  : 

His  name  fir  Robert  Fauconbridge  of  Mountbery, 

What  by  fucceflion  from  his  anceftors, 

And  warlike  feruice  vnder  Englands  armes. 

His  lining  did  amount  to  at  his  death 
Two  thoufand  markes  reuenew  euery  yeare : 

And  this  (my  lord)  I challenge  for  my  right. 

As  lawfull  heire  to  Robert  Fauconbridge. 

Phdip.  If  firfl-borne  fonne  be  heire  indubitate 
By  certaine  right  of  Englands  auntient  iawe. 

How  fhould  my  felfe  make  any  other  doubt. 

But  1 am  heire  to  Robert  Fauconbridge  ? 

lohn.  Fond  youth,  to  trouble  thefe  our  princely  eares, 

Or  make  a queffion  in  fo  plaine  a cafe  ■: 

Speake,  is  this  man  thine  cider  brother  borne  ? 

Robert.  Pleafe  it  your  grace  with  patience  for  to  heare, 

I not  deny  but  he  mine  elder  is, 

Mine  elder  brother  too  : yet  in  fuch  fort. 

As  he  can  make  no  title  to  the  land. 


lohn. 
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lohn.  A doubtful!  tale  as  euer  I did  heare, 

Thy  brother,  and  thine  elder,  and  no  heire  ; 

Explaine  this  darke  ^Enigma. 

Robert.  I grant  (my  lord)  he  is  my  mothers  fonnc, 

Bafe  borne,  and  bafe  begot,  no  Fauconbridge. 

Indeede  the  world  reputes  him  lawfull  heire, 

My  father  in  his  life  did  count  him  fo. 

And  here  my  mother  flands  to  prooue  him  fo : 

But  I (my  lord)  can  prooue,  and  doe  auerre 
Both  to  my  mothers  (hame,  and  his  reproach. 

He  is  no  heire,  nor  yet  legitimate. 

Then  (gratious  lord)  let  Fauconbridge  enioy 
The  lining  that  belongs  to  Fauconbridge, 

And  let  not  him  polfefle  anothers  right. 

lohn.  Prooue  this,  the  land  is  thine  by  Englands  lawe. 

^ Elin*  Vngratious  youth,  to  rip  thy  mothers  fhame. 
The  wombe  from  whence  thou  didft  thy  being  take. 

All  honeft  eares  abhorre  thy  wickednefle,  ’ 

But  gold  I fee  doth  beate  downe  natures  law. 

Mother.  My  gratious  lord,  and  you  thrice  reuerend  damej 
That  fee  the  teares  diflilling  from  mine  eies. 

And  fcalding  fighes  blowne  from  a rented  heart : 

For  honour  and  regard  of  womanhood. 

Let  me  intreate  to  be  commaunded  hence. 

Let  not  thefe  eares  heere  receiue  the  hiffing  found 
Of  fuch  a viper,  who  with  poyfoned  words 
Doth  malTerate  the  bowells  of  my  foule. 

John,  Lady,  Hand  vp,  be  patient  for  a while  : 

And  fellow,  fay,  whofe  baftard  is  thy  brother  ? 

Philip.  Not  for  my  felfe,  nor  for  my  mother  now  ; 

But  for  the  honour  of  fo  braue  a man,  , 

Whom  hee  accufeth  with  adulrerie  : 
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Heere  I befeech  your  grace  vpon  my  knees, 

To  count  him  mad,  and  fo  difinifle  vs  hence. 

Robert.  Nor  mad,  nor  mazde,  but  well  aduifed,  I 
Charge  thee  before  this  royall  prefence  here 
To  be  a baftard  to  king  Richards  felfe, 

Sonne  to  your  grace,  and  brother  to  your  maieflie. 

Thus  bluntly,  and 

Elian.  Yong  man,  thou  needfl  not  be  alhamed  of  thy  kin, 
Nor  of  thy  fire.  But  forward  with  thy  proofe. 

Robert.  The  proofe  fo  plaine,  the  argument  fo  ftrong. 

As  that  your  highnelTe  and  thefe  noble  lords. 

And  all  (faue  ihofe  that  haue  no  eies  to  fee) 

Shall  fweare  him  to  be  baffard  to  the  king. 

Firft,  when  my  bither  was  embalTadour 
In  Germahie  vnto  the  Emperour, 

The  king  lay  often  at  my  fathers  houfe ; 

And  all  the  real  me  fufpecfted  what  befell : 

And  at  my  fathers  backe-returne  agen 
My  mother  was  deliuered,  as  tis  fed, 

Sixe  weeks  before  the  account  my  father  made. 

But  more  than  this  ; looke  but  on  Philips  face. 

His  features,  affions,  and  his  lineaments. 

And  all  this  princely  prefence  fliall  confefTe, 

He  is  no  other  but  king  Richards  fonne. 

Then  gratious  lord,  reft  he  king  Richards  fonne, 

• And  let  me  reft  fafe  in  my  fathers  right. 

That  am  his  rightfull  fonne  and  only  heire. 

John.  Is  this  thy  proofe,  and  all  thou  haft  to  fay  ? 

Robert.  I haue  no  more,  nor  neede  I greater  proofe. 

John.  Firft,  where  thou  faidft  in  abfence  of  thy  fire 
My  brother  often  lodged  in  his  houfe  : 

And  what  of  that  ? bafe  groome  to  llaunder  him, 

That  honoured  his  embafTador  fo  much, 


In 
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In  abfence  of  the  man  to  cheere  the  wife  ? 

This  will  not  hold,  proceed  vnto  the  next. 

^ Elin.  Thou  faift  Ihe  teemde  fixe  weekes  before  her  time. 
Why  good  fir  fquire,  are  you  fo  cunning  growen, 

To  make  account  of  womens  reckonings  ? 

Spit  in  your  hand  and  to  your  other  proofes : 

Many  mifchances  happen  in  fuch  affaires, 

To  make  a woman  come  before  her  time. 

lohn*  And  where  thou  faifl,  he  looketh  like  the  king. 

In  aflion,  feature  and  proportion  : 

Therein  I hold  with  thee,  for  in  my  life 
I neuer  faw  fo  liuely  counterfet 
Of  Richard  Cordelioiiy  as  in  him. 

Robert,  Then  good  my  lord,  be  you  indiffrent  iudge. 

And  let  me  haue  my  lining  and  my  right. 

^ Elinor.  Nay,  heare  you  fir,  you  runPxe  away  too  fall : 
Know  you  not,  omne  ftmile  non  eji  idem  P 
Or  haue  read  in.  Harke  yee  good  fir, 

Twas  thus  I warrant,  and  no  otherwife. 

Shee  lay  with  fir  Robert  your  father,  and  thoughj  vpoa 
king  Richard  my  fonne,  and  fo  your  brother  was  formed  in 
this  fafhion. 

Robert.  Madame,  you  wrong  me  thus  to  left  it  out, 

I craue  my  right  : king  /?/;;!,  as  thou  art  king,^ 

So  be  thou  iuft,  and  let  me  haue  my  right. 

lohn.  Why  (foolilh  boy)  thy  proofes  are  friuolous, 

Nor  canft  thou  chalenge  any  thing  thereby. 

But  thou  fhalt  fee  how  I will  helpe  thy  claime  : 

This  is  my  doome,  and  this  my  doome  fhall  ftand 
Irreuocable,  as  I am  king  of  England. 

For  thou  know’ll  not,  weele  alke  of  them  that  know. 

His  mother  and  himfelfe  fhall  end  this  ftrife ; 

And  as  they  fay,  fo  fhall  thy  lining  palTe, 
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Robert.  My  lord,  herein  I challenge  you  of  wrong. 

To  glue  away  my  right,  and  put  the  doome 
Vntd  tliemfelues.  Can  there  be  likelihood 
That  fhee  will  loofe  ? 

Or  he  will  giue  the  liuing  from  himfelfe  ? 

It  may  not  be  my  lord.  Why  fhould  it  be  ? 

lohn.  Lords,  keep  him  back,  and  let  him  heare  the  doom. 
EjfeXy  firfl  alke  the  mother  thrice  who  was  his  fire  ? 
f Ejfex.  Lady  Margaret y widow  of  Faitconbridgey 
Who  was  father  to  thy  fonne  Philip  P 

Mother.  Pleafe  it  your  maiefly,  fir  Rob.  Fauconbridge. 

Rob.  irhis  is  right,  aike  my  fellow  thei^  if  I be  a thiefe. 
John*  Alke  Philip  whofe  fonne  he  is. 

Ejfex.  Philipy  who  was  thy  father  ? 

Philip.  Mas  my  lord,  and  that’s  a quejflion : and  you  had 
not  taken  fome  paines  with  her  before,  I fhould  haue  defired 
you  to  alke  my  mother. 

John.  Say,  who  was  thy  father  ? 

Philip.  Faith  (my  lord)  to  anfwere  you,  fure  hee  is  my  fa- 
ther  tljat  was  neerell:  my  mother  when  I was  begotten,  and 
him  I thinke  to  be  hr  Robert  Fauconbridge, 
lohn.  Ejfex y for  fafhions  fake  demand  agen. 

And  fo  an  end  to  this  contention., 

Robert.  Was  euer  man  thus  wrongd  as  Robert  is  'i 
Ejfex.  Philip  fpeake  I fay,  who  was  thy  father  i 
John.  Young  man  how  now,  what  art  thou  in  a trance  ? 
Elianor.  Philip  awake,  the  man  is  in  a dreame. 

Philip.  Philippas  ataiiis  cedite  Regibus. 

What  faihi  thou  Philipy  fprung  of  auncient  kings  ? 

^10  me  rapit  tempejlas  ? 

What  winde  of  honour  blowes  this  furie  forth  ? 

Or  whence  proceede  thefe  fumes  of  maiehie  ? 

Me  thinkes  I heare  a hollow  eccho  found, 

That 
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That  Philip  Is  the  fonne  vnto  a king  : 

The  whiflllng  leaues  vpon  the  trembling  trees, 

Whiftle  in  confer t I am  Richards  fonne  : 

The  bubling  murmur  of  the  waters  fall, 

Records  Philippiis  Regius  Jilius  : 

Birds  in  their  flight  make  muficke  with  their  wings. 
Filling  the  aire  with  glorie  of  my  birth  : 

Birds,  bubbles,  leaues,  and  mountaines,  eccho,  all 
Ring  in  mine  eares,  that  I am  Richards  fonne. 

Fond  man  ! ah  whither  art  thou  carried  ? 

How  are  thy  thoughts  y wrapt  in  honors  heauen  ? 
Forgetfull  what  thou  art,  and  whence  thou  camfl:. 

Thy  fathers  land  cannot  maintaine  thefe  thoughts, 
Thefe  thoughts  are  farre  vnfitting  Fauconbridge  : 

And  well  they  may ; for  why  this  mounting  minde 
Doth  foare  too  high  to  floupe  to  Fauconbridge. 

Why  how  now  ?'  knowefl:  thou  where  thou  art  ? 

And  knowefl:  thou  who  expe<fl:s  thine  anfwer  here  ? 
Wilt  thou  vpon  a franticke  madding  vaine 
Goe  loofe  thy  land,  and  fay  thy  felfe  bafe  borne?- 
No,  keepe  thy  land,  though  Richard  were  thy  fire. 
What  ere  thou  think fl,  fay  thou  art  Fauconbridge. 

John.  Speake  man,  be  fodaine,  who  thy  father  was. 
Philip.  Pleafe  it  your  maieflie,  fir  Robert 
Philips  that  Fauconbridge  cleaues  to  thy  iawes  : 

It  will  not  out,  I cannot  for  my  life 
Say  I am  fonne  vnto  a Fauconbridge. 

Let  land  and  lining  goe,  tis  honors  fire 

That  makes  me  fweare  king  Richard  was  my  fire. 

Bafe  to  a king  addes  title  of  more  flate. 

Than  knights  begotten,  though  legittimate. 

Pleafe  it  your  grace,  I am  king  Richards  fonne. 

Robert.  Robert  reuiue  thy  heart,  let  forrow  die, 

His  faltring  tongue  not  fuflers  him  to  lie. 
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Mo.  What  head-flrong  furle  doth  enchant  my  fonne  ? 
Philip.  Philip  cannot  repenr,  for  he  hath  done. 
lohn.  Then  Philip  blame  not  me,  thy  felfe  haft  loft 
By  wilfulnefTe,  thy  lining  and  thy  land. 

Roberty  thou  art  the  heire  of  Fauconhridgey 
God  giue  thee  ioy,  greater  than  thy  defert. 

^ Elia.  Why  how  now  Phili^y  giue  away  thine  owne  > 
Ph.  Madame,  I am  bold  to  make  my  felf  your  nephew. 
The  pooreft  kinfman  that  your  highnelTe  hath  : 

And  with  this  prouerb  gin  the  world  anew, 

Help  hands,  I haue  no  lands,  honor  is  my  defire; 

Let  Philip  line  to  fhew  himfelfe  worthy  fo  great  a fire. 

Eli.  Philipy  I think  thou  knewft  thy  grandams  minde  : 

But  cheere  thee  boy,  I will  not  fee  thee  want 
As  long  as  Elinor  hath  foote  of  land  ; 

Henceforth  thou  fhalt  be  taken  for  my  fonne. 

And  waite  on  me  and  on  thine  vncle  heere, 

Who  fliall  giue  honour  to  thy  noble  mind. 

John.  Philip  kneele  downe,  that  thou  maift  throughly 
How  much  thy  refolution  pleafeth  vs,  (know 

Rife  vp  fir  Richard  Plantaginet  king  Richards  fonne. 

Philip.  Grant  heauens  that  Philip  once  may  fhew  himfelfe 
Worthy  the  honour  of  Plantaginet y 
Or  bafeft  glorie  of  a baftards  name. 

lohn.  Now  gentlemen,  we  will  away  to  France y 
To  checke  the  pride  di  Arthur  and  his  mates  ; 

EjfeXy  thou  fnalt  be  ruler  of  my  realme, 

And  toward  the  maine  charges  of  my  warres, 

He  ceaze  the  lafie  abbey  lubbers  lands 
Into  my  hands  to  pay  my  men  of  warre. 

The  pope  and  popelings  fhall  not  greafe  themfelues 
With  gold  and  groates,  that  are  the  fouldiers  due, 
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Thus  forward  lords,  let  our  commaund  be  done, 

And  march  we  forward  mightily  to  France.  Exeunt. 

Manet  Philip  and  his  Mother, 
Philip.  Madame,  I befeech  you  deigne  me  fo  much  leafure 
as  the  hearing  of  a matter  that  I 15g  to  impart  to  you. 

'Mother.  What’s  the  matter  Philip?  I thinke  your  fuit  in 
fecret,  tends  to  fome  money  matter,  which  you  fuppofc 
burnes  in  the  bottome  of  my  cheft. 

Phil.  No  madam,  it  is  no  fuch  fuit  as  to  beg  or  borrow. 
But  fuch  a fuit,  as  might  fome  other  grant, 

I would  not  now  haue  troubled  you  withall. 

Mother.  A gods  name  let  vsheareit. 

Phil.  Then  madam  thus,  your  ladhhip  fees  well. 

How  that  my  fcandall  growes  by  meanes  of  you. 

In  that  report  hath  rumord  vp  and  downe, 

I am  a baftard,  and  no  Fauconbridge. 

This  groffe  attaint  fo  tilteth  in  my  thoughts. 

Maintaining  combat  to  abridge  mine  eafe. 

That  field  and  towne,  and  company  alone, 

What  fo  I doe,  orwhereloere  I am, 

I cannot  chafe  the  flaunder  from  my  thoughts. 

If  it  be  true,  refolue  me  of  my  fire. 

For  pardon  madam,  if  I thinke  amiffe. 

Be  Philip  Philips  and  no  Fauconbridge ^ 

His  father  doubtleffe  was  asbraue  a man. 

To  you  on  knees,  as  {omtiimt  Phaeton, 

Nliflru fling  fielly  Merop  for  his  fire. 

Straining  a little  bafhfull  modeflie, 

I beg  fome  inflance  whence  I am  extraught* 

Moth.  Yet  more  adoe  to  hafle  me  to  ray  graue. 

And  wilt  thou  too  become  a mothers  croffe  ? 

Muft  I accufe  my  felfe  to  clofe  with  you  ? 

$ launder  my  felfe,  to  quiet  your  affcfls  ? 
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Thou  moou’ft  me  Philip  with  this  idle  talke. 

Which  I remit,  in  hope  this  mood  will  die. 

. Phil.  Nay  lady  mother,  heare  me  further  yet. 

For  ftrong  conceit  driues  dutie  hence  awhile  : 

Your  hufband  Faucojibridge  was  father  to  that  fonne. 
That  carries  markes  of  nature  like  the  fire, 

Thefonne  that  blotteth  you  with  wedlockes  breach. 
And  holds  my  right,  as  lineall  in  defcent 
From  him  whofe  forme  was  figured  in  his  face. 

Can  nature  fo  diffemble  in  her  frame, 

To  make  the  onefo  like  as  like  may  be. 

And  in  the  other  print  no  chara(fl:er 
To  challenge  any  marke  of  true  defcent  ? 

My  brothers  mind  is  bafe,  and  too  too  dull, 

To  mount  where  Philip  lodgeth  his  affefts, 

And  his'externall  graces  that  you  viewe, 

(Though  I report  it)  coiinterpoife  not  mine  : 

-His  conflitution  plaine  debilitie. 

Requires  the  chaire,  and  mine  the  feat  of  Reele, 

Nay,  what  is  he,  or  w^hat  am  I to  him  ? 

When  any  one  that  knoweth  how  to  carpe, 

^Vill  fcarcely  iudge  vs  both  one  countrey  borne. 

This  madam,  this,  hath  drone  me  from  my  felfe  : 

And  here  by  heauens  eternall  lampes  I fweare. 

As  curfed  Nero  wkh  his  mother  did. 

So  I with  you,  if  you  refolue  me  not. 

Moth.  Let  mothers  teares  quench  out  thy  angers  fir 
And  vrge  no  further  what  thou  doefi  require. 

Phil.  Let  fonnes  intreatie  fway  the  mother  now, 

Or  elfe  fliee  dies  : He  not  infringe  my  vow. 

Moth.  Vnhappy  tafke : muff  I recount  my  fliame. 
Blab  my  mifdeeds,  or  by  concealing  die  ? 

Some  power  flrike  me  fpeechlefie  for  a time. 


OF  King  Iohn. 


Or  take  from  him  a while  his  hearings  vfe. 

Why  wilh  I fo,  vnhappy  as  I am  ? 

The  fault  is  mine,  and  he  the  faultle  fruit, 

1 blufh,  I faint,  oh  would  I might  be  mute. 

Phil,  Mother  be  briefe,  I long  to  know  my  name. 
Moth,  And  longing  die,  to  (hroud  thy  mothers  (hame. 
Phil,  Come  madame  come,  you  need  not  be  fo  loath, 

' The  lhame  is  (hared  equall  twixt  vs  both. 

Iffc  not  a ilackenefTe  in  me,  worthy  blame. 

To  be  fo  old,  and  cannot  write  my  name. 

Good  mother  refolue  me. 

Moth,  Then  Philip  heare  thy  fortune,  and  my  griefe, 
My  honours  lofle  by  purchafTe  of  thy  felfe. 

My  (hame,  thy  name,  and  hulbands  fecret  wrong, 

All  maimd  and  ftaind  by  youths  vnruly  fway. 

And  when  thou  know’ft  from  whence  thou  art  extranght. 
Or  if  thou  knew’fl  what  fuites,  what  threats,  what  feares. 
To  mooue  by  loue,  or  maffacre  by  death. 

To  yeeld  with  loue,  or  end  by  loues  contempt. 

The  mightine/Ie  of  him  that  courted  me, 

Who  tempered  terror  with  his  wanton  talke. 

That  fomething  may  extenuate  the  guilt. 

But  let  it  not  aduantage  me  fo  much  : 

Vpbraid  me  rather  with  the  Rornane  dame. 

That  (heJ  her  blood  to  wafh  away  her  (hame. 

Why  (land  I to  expoftulate  the  crime 
With  pro  contra,  now  the  deed  is  done  ? 

When  to  conclude  two  words  may  tell  the  tale. 

That  Philips  father  was  a princes  fonne. 

Rich  Englands  rule,  worlds  onely  terror  he, 

For  honours  Ioffe  left  me  with  child  of  thee : 

Whofe  fonne  thou  art,  then  pardon  me  the  rather. 

For  faire  king  Richard  was  thy  noble  father. 
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Phih  Then  Robin  F an conb ridge  I wiHi  thee  ioy. 

My  fire  a king,  and  I a landlefTe  boy. 

Gods  lady  mother,  the  world  is  in  my  debt. 

There’s  fomething  owing  to  Plantaginet. 

I'marry  fir,  let  me  alone  for  game. 

He  a^l  fome  wonders  now  I know  my  name. 

By  blefled  Mary  He  not  fell  that  pride 

For  Englands  wealth,  and  all  the  world  befide. 

Sitfaft  the  proudefl  of  my  fathers  foes. 

Away  good  mother,  there  the  comfort  goes.  Exeunt » 

Enter  Philip  the  French  kingj  and  Lewis,  Limoges,  Con- 
fiance,  and  her fonne  Arthur. 

King,  Now  gin  we  broach  the  title  of  thy  claime. 

Young  Arthur  in  the  Albion  territories. 

Sharing  proud  Anglers  with  a puiflant  fiege  : 

Braue  Aufiria,  caufe  of  Cordelions  death. 

Is  alfo  come  to  aide  thee  in  thy  warres  ; 

And  all  our  forces  ioyne  for  Arthurs  right. 

And,  but  for  caufes  of  great  confequence. 

Pleading  delay  till  newes  from  England  come. 

Twice  fhould  not  Titan  hide  him  in  the  weft, 

To  coole  the  fet-locks  of  his  wearie  teame. 

Till  I had  with  an  vnrefiHed  fhocke 
Controld  the  mannage  of  prowd  Anglers  walls. 

Or  made  a forfet  of  my  fame  to  chaunce. 

Conjl.  May  be  that  lohn  in  confcience  or  in  feare 
To  offer  wrong  where  you  impugne  the  ill. 

Will  fend  fuch  calme  conditions  backe  to  Fraunce, 

As  fhall  rebate  the  edge  of  fearefull  warres  : 

If  fo,  forbearance  is  a deed  well  done. 

Arth,  Ah  mother,  pofTefTion  of  a crowne  is  much, 

And  lohn  as  I haue  heard  reported  of, 
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For  prefent  vantage  would  aduenture  farre. 

The  world  can  witnelTe,  in  his  brothers  time. 

He  tooke  vpon  him  rule,  and  almoft  raigne : 

Then  mufl:  it  follow  as  a doubtfull  point, 

That  hee’l  refigne  the  rule  vnto  his  nephew. 

I rather  thinke  the  menace  of  the  world 
Sounds  in  his  eares,  as  threats  of  no  efteeme. 

And  fooner  would  he  fcorne  Europa’s  power, 

Than  loofe  the  fmallefl:  title  he  enjoyes; 

For  queftionlelTe  he  is  an  Englijhman, 

Lewis.  Why  are  the  Englifh  peerelefle  in  compare? 

Braue  caualiers  as  ere  that  ifland  bred, 

Haue  liu’d  and  di’d,  and  dar’d,  and  done  enough, 

Yet  neuer  grac’d  their  countrey  for  the  caufe : 

England  is  England^  yeelding  good  and  bad. 

And  lohn  of  England  is  as  other  lohns. 

Trull  me  yong  Arthur,  if  thou  like  my  reed, 

Praife  thou  the  French  that  helpe  thee  in  this  need, 

Lymog.  The  Englijhman  hath  little  caufe  I trowe, 

To  fpend  good  fpeaches  on  fo  proud  a foe.  . , 

Why  Arthur  here’s  his  fpoyle  that  now  is  gone. 

Who  when  he  liu’d  outrou’d  his  brother  lohn  : 

But  haflie  curres  that  lie  fo  long  to  catch. 

Come  halting  home,  and  meet^  their  ouer-match. 

But  newes  comes  now,  here’s  the  embaffadour. 

Enter  Chattilion. 

K.  Phil.  And  in  good  time,  - welcome  my  lord  Chattilion : 
What  newes  ? will  lohn  accord  to  our  command  ? ' 

Chat.  Be  I not  briefe  to  tell  your  highnelTe  all, 

He  will  approach  to  interrupt  my  tale  : 

For  one  felfe  bottome  brought  vs  both  to  France. 

He  on  his  part  will  trie  the  chance  of  warre, 
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And  if  his  words  inferre  affured  truth. 

Will  loofe  himfelfe,  and  all  his  followers, 

Ere  yeeld  vnto  the  leaft  of  your  demands. 

The  mother  queene  fhee  taketh  on  araaine 
Gainft  lady  Conjlance,  counting  her  the  caufc 
That  doth  cfFe£l  this  claime  to  Albion, 

Coniuring  Arthur  with  grandames  care. 

To  leaue  his  mother;  willing  him  fubmit 
His  ftate  to  lohn,  and  her  protection, 

Who  (as  Ihee  faith)  are  ftudious  for  his  good. 

More  circumftance  the  feafon  intercepts  : 

This  is  the  fumme,  which  briefly  I haue  fliowne, 

K.  Phil.  This  bitter  winde  muflnip  fome-bodies  fpringr 
Sodaine  and  briefe,  why  fo,  cis  harueft  weather. 

But  fay  Chattilion,  what  perfons  of  account  are  with  him  I 
Chat.  Of  England,  Earle  Pembrooke  and  Salisbiirie, 

The  onely  noted  men  of  any  name. 

Next  them,  a baftard  of  the  kings  deceaft, 

A hardie  wild-head,  tough  and  venturous. 

With  many  other  men  of  high  refolue. 

Then  is  there  with  them  Elinor  mother  queene. 

Arid  Blanch  her  neece,  daughter  to  the  king  of  Spaine  : 
Thefe  are  the  prime  birds  of  this  hot  adueiuure. 

Enter  lohn  and  his  followers,  ^leene,  Bafiard,  Earles,  $cc. 

K.  Phil.  Me  feemeth  lohn,  an  ouer-daring  fpirit 
Effeffs  fome  frenfie  in  thy  rafli  approach, 

Treading  my  confines  with  thy  armed  troupes. 

I rather  lookt  for  fome  fubmlfle  reply 
Touching  the  claime  thy  nephew  Arthur  makes 
To  that  which  thou  vniuftly  dofl  vfurpe. 

K.  lohn.  For  that  Chattilion  can  difcharge  you  all, 

I lift  not  pleade  my  title  with  my  tongue^ 
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Nor  came  I hither  with  intent  of  wrong 
To  France  or  thee,  or  any  right  of  thine  ; 

But  in  defence  and  purchafe  of  my  right. 

The  towne  of  Anglers  : which  thou  doll  begirt 
In  the  behalfe  of  lady  Conjiance  fonne, 

Whereto  nor  he  nor  fhe  can  lay  iuft  claime. 

Conjiance.  Yes  (falfe  intruder)  if  that  iuft  be  iufl:. 

And  head-Arong  vfurpation  put  apart, 

Arthur  my  fonne,  heire  to  thy  elder  brother. 

Without  ambiguous  lhadow  of  difcent. 

Is  foueraigne  to  the  fubAance  thou  withholdA. 

Elinor.  Mifgouernd  goAip,  Aaine  to  this  refort, 

Occafion  of  ihefe  vndecided  iarres, 

I fay  (that  know)  to  checke  thy  vaine  fuppofe, 

Thy  fonne  hath  naught  to  do  with  that  he  claimes. 

For  proofe  whereof,  I can  inferre  a will. 

That  barres  the  way  he  vrgeth  by  difcent. 

Con.  A will  indeed,  a crabbed  womans  will. 

Wherein  the  diuell  is  an  ouerfeer. 

And  prowd  dame  Elinor  foie  executreAe : 

More  wills  than  fo,  on  perill  of  my  foule. 

Were  neuer  made  to  hinder  Arthurs  right. 

Arthur.  But  fay  there  was,  as  fure  there  can  be  none, 

The  law  intends  fuch  teAaments  as  void. 

Where  right  difcent  can  no  way  be  impeacht, 

Elinor.  Peace  Arthur  peac^,  thy  mother  makes  thee 
To  foare  with  perill  after  Icarus y (wings 

And  truA  me  yongling  for  the  fathers  fake, 

I pity  much  the  hazard  of  thy  youth. 

Conjiance.  BeAirew  you  clfe  how  pittifull  you  are, 

Ready  to  weepe  to  heare  him  alke  his  owne ; 

Sorrow  betide  fuch  grandames  and  fuch  griefe, 

That  miniAer  a poyfon  for  pure  loue. 

^ut 
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But  who  fo  blind,  as  cannot  fee  this  beame. 

That  you  forfooth  would  keepe  yourcoufin  downe. 

For  feare  his  mother  fhould  be  vs’d  too  well  ? 

I there’s  the  griefe,  confufion  catch  the  braine. 

That  hammei  s fliiftes  to  ffop  a princes  raigne. 

Elia.  Impatient,  franticke,  common  flaunderer, 
Immodeft  dame,  vnnurtur’d  quarreller, 

I tell  thee  I,  not  enuie  to  thy  fonne. 

But  iullice  makes  me  fpeake  as  I haue  done. 

K.  Phil.  But  here’s  no  proofe  that  fliews  your  fonne  a king. 
K,  /.  What  wants,  my  fword  fhal  more  at  large  fet  down 
Lew.  But  that  may  breake  before  the  truth  be  known. 

Baft.  Then  this  may  hold  till  all  his  right  be  fhowne. 

Lym.  Good  words  fir  fauce,  your  betters  are  in  place. 

Baft.  Not  you  firdoughtie,  with  your  lyons  cafe. 

Blanch.  Ah  ioy  betide  his  foule,  to  whom  that  fpoyle  be- 
Ah  Richard,  how  thy  glory  here  is  w'rong’d.  long’d  : 

Ly7n.  Me  thinks  that  Richards  pride  and  Richards  fall, 
Should  t;^e  a prefident  t’affright  you  all. 

Baft.  What  words  are  thefe  ? how  do  my  finews  lhake  ? 
My  fathers  foe  clad  in  my  fathers  fpoyle,- 
A thoufand  furies  kindle  with  reuenge., 

This  heart  that  choller  keeoes  a confiftorie. 

Searing  my  inwards  with  a brand  of  hate  : 

How  doth  AlcElo  whifper  in  mine  eares  ? 

Delay  not  Philip,  kill  the  villaine  firaight, 

Difrobe  him  of  the  matchlelle  monument 
Thy  fathers  triumph  ore  thefauages, 

Bafe  heardgroom,  coward,  peafant,  worfe  than  a threlhing 
flaue, 

What  mak’fl:  thou  with  the  trophic  of  a king  ? 

Sham’fl:  thou  not  coyllrell,  loathfome  dunghill  fwad. 

To  grace  thy  carkaffe  v/ith  an  ornament 
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Too  pretlons  for  a monarkes  couerture  ? 

Scarce  can  I temper  due  obedience 
Vnto  the  prefence  of  my  foueraigne, 

From  afling  outrage  on  this  trunke  of  hate : 

But  arme  thee  traytor,  wronger  of  renowne. 

For  by  his  foule  I fweare,  my  fathers  foule, 

Twife  will  I not  reuiew  the  mornings  rife, 

Till  I haue  tome  that  trophie  from  thy  backc, 

And  fplit  thy  heart  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 

hath  fworne,  and  if  it  be  not  done. 

Let  not  the  world  repute  me  Richards  fonne. 

Lym.  Nay  foft  fir  baflard,  hearts  are  not  fplit  fo  foone, 

Let  them  reioyce  that  at  the  end  doe  win : 

And  take  this  lelTon  at  thy  foe-mans  hand, 

^ Pawne  not  thy  life  to  get  thy  fathers  Ikin. 

Elan.  Wei  may  the  world  fpeake  of  his  knightly  valor. 
That  wins  this  hide  to  weare  a ladies  fauour. 

Baji.  Ill  may  I thriue,  and  nothing  brooke  with  me. 

If  Ihortly  I prefent  it  not  to  thee. 

K.  Phil,  Lordings  forbeare,  for  time  is  comming  fafl. 
That  deeds  may  trie  what  words  can  not  determine, 

And  to  the  purpofe  for  the  caufe  you  come. 

Me  feemes  you  fet  right  in  chaunce  of  warre, 

Yeelding  no  other  reafons  for  your  claime. 

But  fo  and  fo,  becaufe  it  fliall  be  fo. 

So  wrong  (hall  be  fubornd  by  truff  of  (Irength ; 

A tyrants  pradlife  to  inueft  himfelfe. 

Where  weake  refiflance  giueth  wrong  the  way. 

To  checke  the  which,  in  holy  lawfull  armes, 

I,  in  the  right  of  Arthur,  Geffreys  fonne. 

Am  come  before  this  city  of  Anglers, 

To  barre  all  other  falfe  fuppofed  claime. 

From  whence,  or  howfoere  the  error  fprings. 

VoL.  II.  ? And 
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And  in  his  qnarrell  on  my  princely  word, 

He  fight  it  out  vnto  the  lateft  man. 

John.  Know  king  of  France,  I will  not  be  commanded 
By  any  power  or  prince  in  Chrijiendome, 

To  yeeld  an  infiance  how  I hold  mine  owne, 

More  than  to  anfwere,  that  mine  owne  is  mine. 

But  wilt  thou  fee  me  parley  with  the  towne. 

And  heare  them  offer  me  allegcance,  ^ 

Fealtie  and  homage,  as  true  liege  men  ought. 

K.  Phil  Summon  them,  I will  not  beleeue  it  till  I fee  it. 
And  when  I fee  it,  He  foone  change  it. 

They  fumnion  the  teiijne,  the  citizens  appear e vpon  the  •walls*. 

K.  lohn.  You  men  of  Angiors,  and  as  I take  it  my  loiall 
fubie(fis,  I haue  fummoned  you  to  the  walls  : to  difpute  on 
my  right,  were  to  thinke  you  doubtfull  therein,  which  I am 
perfwaded  you  are  not.  In  few  words,  our  brothers  fonne, 
backt  with  the  king  of  France,  haue  beleagred  your  towne 
vpon  a falfe  pretended  title  to  the  fame  : in  defence  wherof 
I your  liege  lord  haue  brought  our  power  to  fence  you  from 
the  vfurper,  to  free  your  intended  feruitude,  and  vtterly  to 
fupplant  the  foemen,  to  my  right  and  your  reft.  Say  then, 
who  keepe  you  the  towne  for  ? 

Citizen.  For  our  lawfull  king. 

John.  I was*  no  leffe  perfwaded  : then  in  gods  name  open 
your  gates,  and  let  me  enter. 

Citizen.  And  it  pleafe  your  highnes  we  comptroll  not  your 
title,  neither  will  wee  rafiily  admit  your  entrance  : if  you  be 
lawfull  king,  with  all  obedience  we  keep  it  to  your  vfe,  if 
not  king,  our  rafhnes  to  be  impeached  for  yeelding,  without 
more  confiderate  triall : wee  anfwere  not  as  men  lawleffe,  but 
to  the  behoofe  of  him  that  prooues  lawfull. 

lohn.  I (hall  not  come  in  then  ? 

Citizen.  No  my  lord,  till  we  know  more. 


K.  Phil 
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K Phil.  Then  heare  me  fpeak  in  the  behalfe  of  Arthur  Ton 
of  Geffrey,  elder  brother  to  lohn,  his  title  manifeft,  with  out 
contradidlion,  to  the  crowne  and  kingdom  of  England,  with 
Anglers,  and  diuers  townes  on  this  fide  the  fea : wil  you  ac- 
knowledge him  your  liege  lord,  who  fpeaketh  in  my  word, 
to  entertain  you  with  all  fauors,  as  befeemeth  a king  to  his 
fubiefts,  or  a friend  to  his  welwillers  : or  fland  to  the  peril 
of  your  contept,  whe  his  title  is  proued  by  the  fword. 

Citiz.  We  anfwer  as  before,  till  you  haue  proued  one  right, 
we  acknowledge  none  right,  he  that  tries  himfelfe  our  foue- 
raigne,  to  him  wil  we  remaine  firme  fubie^ls,  and  for  him, 
and  in  his  right  we  hold  our  towne,  as  defirous  to  know  the 
truth,  as  loth  to  fubfcribe  before  we  know:  more  than  this  we 
cannot  fay,  and  more  than  this  we  dare  not  do. 

K.  Phil.  Then  lohn  I defie  thee,  in  the  name  and  behalfe 

Arthur  Plant aginet,  thy  king  and  coufin,  whofe  right  and 
patrimony  thou  detained,  as  I doubt  not,  ere  the  day  end,  in 
a fet  battel  make  thee  confeffc;  whereunto,  with  a zeale  to 
right,  I challenge  thee. 

K.  lohn.  I accept  thy  challenge,  and  turne  the  defiance  to 
thy  throat. 

Excurfions*  The  hajlard  chafeth  Lymoges  the  Aujlrich  duke, 
and  rnaketh  him  leaue  the  lyons  Jkin. 

Baft.  And  art  thou  gone  ! misfortune  haunt  thy  fteps. 

And  chill  cold  feare  affaile  thy  times  of  refl. 

Morpheus  leaue  here  thy  filent  eban  caue, 

Befiege  his  thoughts  with  difmall  fantafies, 

And  ghaftly  obiecfts  of  pale  threatning  mors.  . 

Affright  him  euery  minute  with  flearne  lookes, 

Let  fhadow  temper  terror  in  his  thoughts. 

And  let  the  terror  make  the  coward  mad. 

And  in  his  madneffe  let  him  feare  purfuit, 
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And  fo  in  frenfie  let  the  pcafant  die. 

Here  is  the  ranfome  that  allaies  his  rage. 

The  firft  freehold  that  Richard  left  his  fonne  : 

With  which  I (hall  furprize  his  lining  foes, 

As  He6lors  flatue  did  the  fainting  Greekes*  Exit. 

Enter  the  Kings  Heraulds  with  trumpets  to  the  wals  of  An- 
glers : they  fummon  the  towne. 

Eng  Her.  lohn  by  the  grace  of  God  king  of  England^  lord 
of  Irelandy  AnioUy  Toraine,  &c.  demandeth  once  again  of  you 
his  fubie6fs  of  AngierSy  if  you  wil  quietly  furrender  vp  the 
towne  into  his  hands  ? 

Fr.  Herold,  Philip  by  the  grace  of  God  king  of  FrancCy  de- 
maundeth  in  the  behalfe  of  Arthur  duke  of  Brittainey  if  you 
will  furrender  vp  the  towne  into  his  hands,  to  the  vfe  of  the 
faid  Arthur.  ■ 

Citizens.  Herroids  go  tell  the  two  vifforious  princes,  that 
we  the  poore  inhabitants  of  AngierSy  require  a parley  of  their 
maiefties. 

Her  olds.  We  goe. 

Enter  the  Kings y ^leene  Elianor,  Blanch,  Baftard,  Lymo- 
ges,  Lewis,  Caftilean,  Pembrooke,  Salifbury,  Conftance, 
and  Arthur  Duke  of  Brittaine. 

John.  Herold,  what  anfwer  doe  the  townfmen  fend  ? 

Philip.  Will  Anglers  yeeld  to  Philip  king  of  France  P 
Eng.  Her.  The  townfmen  on  the  wals  accept  your  grace. 
Fr.  Her.  And  craue  a parley  of  your  maiefty. 

John.  You  cittizens  of  AngierSy  haue  your  eyes 
Beheld  the  (laughter  that  our  Engliflo  bowes 
Haue  made  vpon  the  coward  fraudfull  French  P 
And  haue  you  wifely  pondred  therewithal! 

Your  gaine  in  yeelding  to  the  Engfiflo  king  ? 


Phil, 
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PhiL  Their  lofle  in  yeelding  to  the  Englijh  king. 

But  Ioh7i,  they  faw  from  out  their  higheft  towers 
The  cheualiers  of  France  and  crofle-bow-fhot 
Make  lanes  of  flaughterd  bodies  through  thine  hoaft, 

And  are  refolu’d  to  yeeld  to  Arthurs  right. 

John.  Why  Philips  though  thou  brauft  it  fore  the  wals, 
Thy  confcience  knowes  that  John  hath  wonne  the  field. 

Phi.  What  ere  my  confcience  knowes,  thy  army  feeles 
That  Philip  had  the  better  of  the  day. 

Bafiard.  Philip  indeed  hath  got  the  lions  cafe,  . 

Which  here  he  holds  to  Lymoges  difgrace. 

Bafe  duke  to  flie  and  leaue  fuch  fpoiles  behind  : 

But  this  thou  knewft  of  force  to  make  me  flay. 

It  farde  with  thee  as  with  the  mariner. 

Spying  the  hugie  whale,  whofe  monftrous  bulke 
Doth  beare  the  wanes  like  mountaines  fore  the  wind, 

That  throwes  out  emptie  veflels,  fo  to  flay 
His  fury,  while  the  fhip  doth  fayle  away. 

Philip  t’is  thine  : and  fore  this  princely  prefence, 

Madame,  I humbly  lay  it  at  your  feete. 

Being  the  firft  aduenture  1 atchieu’d. 

And  firft  exploite  your  grace  did  me  enioyne  : 

Yet  many  more  I long  to  be  enioyn’d. 

Blanch.  Philip  1 take  it,  and  I thee  command 
T o weare  the  fame  as  earfl  thy  father  did  : 

1 herewith  receiue  this  fauour  at  my  hands, 

T’incourage  thee  to  follow  Richards  fame. 

Arth,  Ye  cittizens  of  Angiers  are  ye  mute  ? 

Arthur  or  /(?/;«,  fay  which  fhall  be  your  king  ? 

Cittizen.  We  care  not  which,  if  once  we  knew  the  right 
But  till  we  know,  we  will  not  yeeld  our  right. 

Baft,  Might  Philip  counfell  two  fo  mightie  kings. 

As  are  the  kings  of  England  and  of  France, 
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He  would  aduife  your  graces  to  vnite 
And  knit  your  forces  gainfl  thefe  cittizens. 

Pulling  their  battred  wals  about  their  eares. 

The  towne  once  wonne,  then  flriue  about  the  claime, 

For  they  are  minded  to  delude  you  both. 

Citti.  Kings,  princes,  lords,  and  knights  alTembled  here 
The  cittizens  of  Angiers  all  by  me 
Entreate  3'our  maleflie  to  heare  them'fpeake  ; 

And  as  you  like  the  motion  they  fhall  make. 

So  to  account  and  follow  their  aduice. 

loJm.  Phil,  Speake  on,  we  giue  thee  leaue. 

Cittiz,  Then  thus  : whereas  the  young  and  luAy  knight 
Incites  you  on  to  knit  your  kingly  Arengths : 

The  motion  cannot  chufe  but  pleafe  the  good. 

And  fuch  as  loue  the  quiet  of  the  Aate. 

But  how  my  lords,  how  Aiold  your  Arengths  be  knit  ? 

Not  to  opprelTe  your  fubiecAs  and  your  friends. 

And  fill  the  world  with  brawles  and  mutinies  : 

But  vnto  peace  your  forces  Aiould  be  knit 
To  liue  in  princely  league  and  amitie  : 

Doe  this,  the  gates  of  Angiers  Aiall  giue  way. 

And  Aand  wide  open  to  your  hearts  content. 

To  make  this  peace  a laAing  bond  of  loue, 

Remaines  one  onely  honourable  meanes. 

Which  by  your  pardon  I Aiall  here  difplay. 

'Leiuh  the  Dolphin  and  the  heire  of  France^ 

A man  of  noted  valour  through  the  world. 

Is  3"et  vnmarried  : let  him  take  to  wife 
The  beauteous  daughter  of  the  king  of  Spaine^ 

Neece  to  K.  lohn^  the  louely  lady  Blanchy 
Begotten  on  his  fiAer  Elianor. 

With  her  in  marriage  will  her  vnkle  giue 
CaAles  and  towers,  as  fitteth  fuch  a match. 
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The  kings  thus  ioynd  In  league  of  perfeeft  loue. 

They  may  fo  deale  with  Arthur  duke  of  Britaine^  • 

Who  is  but  young,  and  yet  vnmeet  to  raigne, 

As  he  (hall  (land  contented  euery  -way. 

Thus  haue  I boldly  (for  the  common  good) 

Deliuered  what  the  citie  gaue  in  charge. 

And  as  vpon  conditions  you  agree, 

So  (hall  we  (land  content  to  yeeld  the  towne. 

Arth.  A proper  peace,  if  fuch  a motion  hold  ; 

Thcfe  kings  beare  armes  for  me,  and  for  my  right, 

And  they  (hall  (hare  my  lands  to  make  them  friends. 

^ Elian.  Sonne  lohn^  follow  this  motion,  as  thou  loueft 
thy  mother. 

Make  league  with  Philips  yeeld  to  any  thing  : 

Le-vis  (hall  haue  my  neece,  and  then  be  fure 
Arthur  (hall  haue  fmall  fuccour  out  of  France. 

Iohn.  Brother  of  France j you  heare  the  citizens  : 

Then  tell  me,  how  you  meane  to  deale  herein. 

Conjl.  Why  Iohn,  what  canft  thou  giue  vnto  thy  neece, 
Thou  had  no  foote  of  land  but  Arthurs  right  \ 

Lew.  BIr  lady  citizens,  I like  your  choyce, 

A louely  damfel  is  the  lady  Blanch, 

Worthy  the  heire  of  Europe  for  her  pheere. 

Conji.  What  kings,  why  (land  you  gazing  in  a trance  ? 
Why  how  now  lords  ? accurfed  citizens 
To  fill  and  tickle  their  ambitious  eares. 

With  hope  of  gaine,  that  fprings  from  Arthurs  lolTc. 

Some  difmall  planet  at  thy  birth-day  raign’d. 

For  now  I fee  the  fall  pf  all  thy  hopes. 

K.  Phil.  Ladie,  and  duke  of  Brittaine,  know  you  both, 
The  king  of  France  refpefls  his  honor  more, 

Than  to  betray  his  friends  and  fauourers. 

PrincelTe  of  Spaine,  could  you  afFe<5l  my  fonne, 

If  we  vpon  conditions  could  agree  ? 
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Baft,  Swounds  madam,  take  an  Englijh  gentleman; 

Slaue  as  I was,  I thought  to  haue  ifioou’d  the  match. 

Grandame  you  made  me  halfe  a promife  once. 

That  lady  Blanch  (hould  bring  me  wealth  inough. 

And  make  me  heire  of  /lore  of  E?iglijh  land. 

Elian.  Peace  Philips  I will  looke  thee  out  a wife. 

We  mufl  with  policie  compound  this  Arifc. 

Baftar.  If  Lewis  get  her,  well,  I fay  no  more  : 

But  let  the  froHicke  Frenchman  take  no  fcorne. 

If  Philip  front  him  with  an  Englifh  home. 

lohn,  Ladie,  what  anfwer  make  you  to  the  K.  of  France  ? 
Can  you  afFetft  the  Dolphin  for  your  lord 

Blanch.  I thanke  the  king  that  likes  of  me  fo  well. 

To  make  me  bride  vnto  fo  great  a prince  : 

But  giue  me  leaue  my  lord  to  paufe  on  this, 

Leafl:  beeing  too  too  forward  in  the  caufe. 

It  may  be  blemifh  to  my  modedie. 

Elinor,  Sonne  lohriy  and  worthy  Philip  K.  of  France, 

Do  you  confer  a while  about  the  dower. 

And  I will  fchoole  my  modeft  neece  fo  well. 

That  file  fliall  yeeld  as  foone  as  you  haue  done. 

Conftance.  I,  theres  the  wretch  that  brocheth  all  this  il, 
Why  flie  I not  vpon  the  bedlams  face. 

And  with  my  nayles  pull  forth  her  hatefull  eyes. 

Arthur,  Sweet  mother  ceafe  thefe  haflie  madding  fits  : 

For  my  fake,  let  my  grandam  haue  her  will. 

0 would  fhe  with  her  hands  pull  forth  my  heart, 

1 could  afFoord  it  to  appeafe  thefe  broyles. 

But  (mother)  let  vs  wifely  winke  at  all, 

Leafl  farther  harmes  enfue  our  haflie  fpeech. 

Phil,  Brother  of  England,  what  dowrie  wilt  thou  giue 
Vnto  my  fonne  in  marriage  with  thy  neeee  ? 

John, 
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hhn.  Firft  Philip  knowes  her  dowrie  out  of  Spaine, 

To  be  fo  great  as  may  content  a king : 

But  more  to  mend  and  amplifie  the  fame, 

I giue  in  money  thirtie  thoufand  markes. 

For  land  I leaue  it  to  thine  owne  demand. 

PhiL  Then  I demand  Folqueffon,  Torain^  Main, 

Potters  and  AnioUf  thefe  fine  prouinces, 

Which  thou  as  king  of  England  holdfl:  in  France  : 

Then  fhall  our  peace  be  foone  concluded  on. 

Bajl,  No  lefTe  then  fiue  fuch  prouinces  at  once  ? 

John.  Mother  what  lhal  I do  ? my  brother  got  thefe  lands 
With  much  efFufion  of  our  Englijh  bloud  : 

And  {hall  I giue  it  all  away  at  once  ? 

Elm,  Iohn  giue  it  him,  fo  (halt  thou  hue  in  peace. 
And  keepe  the  refidue  fans  ieopardie. 

Iohn.  Philips  bring  foorth  thy  fonne,  here  is  my  necce, 
Anl  here  in  marriage  I do  giue  with  her 
From  me  and  my  fucceffors  Englifi  kings, 

Volquejfon,  P otters y Anion j Torainy  Mainy 
And  thirtie  thoufand  markes  of  dipend  coyne. 

Now  cittizens,  how  like  you  of  this  match  ? 

Citiz.  We  ioy  to  fee  fo  fweete  a peace  begun. 

Lewis.  Lewis  with  Blanch  ihall  euer  liue  content. 

But  now  king  lohny  what  fay  you  to  the  duke  ? 

Father,  fpeake  as  you  may  in  his  behalfe. 

Phil.  K.  lohny  be  good  vnto  thy  nephew  here. 

And  giue  him  fomewhat  that  Ihall  pleafe  you  bed. 

John.  Arthur,  although  thou  troubled  Englands  peace 
Yet  here  I giue  thee  Brittaine  for  thine  owne, 

Together  with  the  earledome  of  Richmont, 

And  this  rich  cittie  of  Angiers  withall. 

• ^ Elian.  And  if  thou  feeke  to  pleafe  thine  vncle  Iohn, 
Shalt  fee  my  fonne  how  I will  make  of  thee. 
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lohn.  Now  euery  thing  is  forted  to  this  end. 

Lets  in,  and  there  prepare  the  marriage  rites, 

Which  in  S.  Maries  chappell  prefently 
' Shall  be  performed  ere  this  prefence  part.  Exeunt, 

Manent  Conftance  and  Arthur. 
y^rt.  Madam  good  cheere,  thefe  drouping  languifliments 
Adde  no  redrelTe  to  falue  our  awkward  haps, 

If  heauens  haue  concluded  thefe  euents. 

To  fmall  auaile  is  bitter  penfiuenelfe  : 

Seafons  will  change,  and  fo  our  prefent  greefe 
May  change  with  them,  and  all  to  our  releefe. 

Conji.  Ah  boy,  thy  yeares*  I fee  are  farre  too  grcene 
To  looke  into  the  bottome  of  thefe  cares. 

But  I,  who  fee  the  poyfe  that  weigheth  downe 
Thy  weale,  my  wifh,  and  all  the  willing  meanes 
Wherewith  thy  fortune  and  thy  fame  diould  mount. 

What  ioy,  whateafe,  what  reft  can  lodge  in  me. 

With  whom  all  hope  and  hap  doe  difagree  ? 

Arth,  Yet  ladies  teares,  and  cares,  and  folemn  fliewes. 
Rather  then  helpes,  heape  vp  more  worke  for  woes. 

Conji,  If  any  power  will  heare  a widowes  plaint, 

That  from  a wounded  foule  implores  reuenge  : 

Send  fell  contagion  to  infeft  this  clime. 

This  curfed  countrey,  where  the  traitors  breath, 

Whofe  periurie  (as  proud  Briar eus,) 

Beleaguers  all  the  Ikie  with  mif-beleefe. 

He  pro  miff  Arthur,  and  he  fware  it  too. 

To  fence  thy  right,  and  check  thy  fo-mans  pride  : 

But  now  black'fpotted  periure  as  he  is, 

He  takes  a truce  with  Elnors  damned  brat. 

And  marries  Lewis  to  her  louely  neece, 

Sharing  thy  fortune,  and  thy  birth-dayes  gift 
Betweene  thefe  louers  : ill  betide  the  m.atch. 
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And  as  they  fhoulder  thee  from  out  thine  owiie. 

And  triumph  in  a widovves  tearefull  cares  : 

So  heau’ns  erode  them  with  a thriftlefle  courfe. 

Is  all  the  blood  yfpilt  on  either  part, 

Clofing  the  cranies  of  the  thirliie  earth, 

Growne  to  a loue-game  and  a bridall  feafl  ? 

And  mufl  thy  birth-right  bid  the  wedding  banes  ? 

Poore  helpele/Ie  boy,  hopelefle  and  helplefle  too, 

To  whom  misfortune  feemes  no  yoake  at  all. 

Thy  flay,  thy  ftate,  thy  imminent  miihaps 
Woundeth  thy  mothers  thoughts  with  feeling  care, 

Why  lookft  thou  pale  ? the  colour  flies  thy  face  : 

I trouble  now  the  fountaine  of  thy  youth, 

And  make  it  miiddie  with  my  doles  difeourfe, 

Goe  in  with  me,  reply  not  louely  boy,  • • 

We  mufl:  obfeure  this  mone  with  melodic, 

Leafl:  worfer  wrack  enfue  our  male-content.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King  of  England,  the  King  of  France,  Arthur, 
Baftard,  Lewis,  Lymoges,  Conflance,  Blanch,  Chattillion, 
• Pembrooke;  Salifburie,  and  Elianor. 

John,  This  is  the  day,  the  long-defired  day. 

Wherein  the  realmes  of  England  and  of  France 
Stand  highly  bleffed  in  a lafting  peace. 

Thrice  happie  is  the  bridegroome  and  the  bride. 

From  whofe  fweet  bridall  fuch  a concord  fprings. 

To  make  of  mortall  foes  immortall  friends. 

Conji,  Vngodly  peace  made  by  another s warre, 

Phil,  Vnhappie  peace,  that  tyes  thee  from  reuenge, 

Rouze  thee  Plantaginet , line  not  to  fee 
The  butcher  of  the  great  Plant aginet , 

Kings,  princes,  and  ye  peeres  of  either  realmes, 

Pardon  my  ra/hnes,  and  forgiue  the  zeale 


That 
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That  carries  mein  furie  to  a deede 
Of  high  defert,  of  honour,  and  of  armes. 

A boone  (O  kings)  a boone  doth  Philip  begge 
Proftrate  vpon  his  knee  : which  knee  lhall  cleaue 
Vnto  the  fuperfities  of  the  earth, 

' Till  France  and  England  grant  this  glorious  boone. 

lohn.  Speake  Philips  England  grants  thee  thy  requefi:. 
Phil.  And  France  confirmes  what  ere  is  in  his  power. 
Bqfl.  Then  duke  fit  fafi,  I leuellat  thy  head, 

Toobafe  a ranfome  for  my  fathers  life. 

Princes,  I craue  the  combate  with  the  duke 
That  braues  it  in  difhonour  of  my  fire. 

Your  words  are  pafi:,  nor  can  you  now  reuerfe 
The  princely  promife  that  reuiues  my  foule. 

Whereat  me  thinkes  I fee  his  finewes  (hake  : 

This  is  the  boone  (dread  lords)  which  granted  once 
Or  life  or  death  are  pleafant  to  my  foule  ; 

Since  I (hall  liue  and  die  in  Richards  right. 

Ly7n.  Bafe  ballard,  mifbegotten  of  a king, 

To  interrupt  thefe  holy  nuptiall  rites 

With  brawles  and  tumults  to  a dukes  difgrace  ; 

Let  it  fuffice,  I fcorne  to  ioyne  in  fight. 

With  one  fo  faire  vnequall  to  my  fclfe. 

Baji.  A fine  excufe,  kings  if  you  will  be  kings. 

Then  keepe  your  words,  and  let  vs  combate  it. 

lohn.  Philipy  we  cannot  force  the  duke  to  fight, 

Beeing  a fubieff  vnto  neither  realme  : 

But  tell  me  Aujiridy  if  an  Englijh  duke 

Should  dare  thee  thus,  wouldfl  thou  accept  the  challenge  ? 

Lym.  Elfe  let  the  world  account  the  Aujlrich  duke 
The  greateffc'coward  liuing  on  the  earth. 

lohn.  Then  cheere  thee  Philip,  lohn  wil  keep  his  word, 
Kneele  down,  in  fight  of  Philip  king  of  France, 


And 
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And  all  thefe  princely  lords  afTembled  here, 

1 gird  thee  with  the  fword  of  Normandie^ 

And  of  that  land  I do  inueft  thee  duke  : 

So  (halt  thou  be  in  liuing  and  in  land 
Nothing  inferiour  vnto  Aujlria, 

Lym.  K.  lohrij  I tell  thee  flatly  to  thy  face, 

Thou  wrong’d  mine  honour  ; and  that  thou  mai’fl  fee 
How  much  I fcorne  thy  new  made  duke  and  thee, 

I flatly  fay,  I will  not  be  compel’d : 

And  fo  farewell  fir  duke  of  lowe  degree. 

He  finde  a time  to  match  you  for  this  geare.  Exit. 

Iohn.  Stay  Philip,  let  him  goe,  the  honours  thine. 

Baji.  I cannot  line  vnlefle  his  life  be  mine. 

^ Elia.  Thy  forwardnes  this  day  hath  ioy’d  my  foule. 

And  made  me  rhinke  my  Richard  lines  in  thee. 

K.  Phil.  Lordings  let’s  in,  and  fpend  the  wedding  day 
In  mafkes  and  triumphs,  letting  quarrels  ceafe. 

Enter  a Car  din  all  from  Rome. 

Card.  Stay  king  of  France,  I charge  thee  ioyn  not  hands 
With  him  that  flands  accurfl:  of  God  and  men. 

Know  Iohn,  that  I Pandulph  cardinall  of  Millaine,  and  le- 
gate from  the  fea  of  Rome,  demand  of  thee  in  the  name  of  our 
holy  father  the  Pope  Innocent,  why  thou  do’fl:  (contrary  to  the 
lawes  of  our  holy  mother  the  church,  and  our  holy  father  the 
Pope)  diflurb  the  quiet  of  the  church,  and  difanull  the  elec- 
tion of  Stephen  Langhton,  whom  his  holinefle  hath  elefled 
archbifliop  of  Canter  bur  ie : this  in  his  holinefle  name  I de- 
maund  of  thee  ? 

loh.  And  what  hafl  thou  or  the  Pope  thy  mafler  to  do  to 
demand  of  me,  how  I imploy  mine  own  ? know  fir  prielf,  as 
I honor  the  church  and  holy  church-men,  fo  I fcorne  to  be 
fubieff  to  the  greatefl:  prelate  in  the  world.  * Tell  thy  mafler 

fo 
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fo  from  me,  and  fay,  lohn  of  England  faid  it,  that  neuer  aa 
Italian  priefl:  of  them  all,-  fhal  either  haue  tythe,  tole,  or 
polling  peny  out  of  England ; but  as  I am  king,  fo  will  I 
raigne  next  vnder  God,  fupreame  head  both  ouer  fpiritual  and 
temporall:  and  he  that  contradi6b  me  in  this,  He  make  him 
hop  headlelTe. 

AT.  Phil.  What  K.  lohn^  know  you  what  you  fay,  thus  to 
blafpheme  againlf  our  holy  father  the  Pope  ? 

loh.  Philipy  though  thou  and  all  the  princes  of  Chrijlen^ 
dome  fuffer  themfelues  to  be  abus’d  by  a prelates  flauery,  my 
mind  is  not  of  fuch  bafe  temper.  If  the  Pope  will  bee  king 
of  Englandy  let  him  win  it  with  the  fword,  I know  no  other 
title  he  can  alleadge  to  mine  inheritance. 

Card.  John,  this  is  thine  anfwer  ? 

lohn.  What  then  ? 

Card.  Then  I Pandiilph  of  Padua,  legate  from  the  apoflo- 
like  fea,  doe  in  the  name  of  Saint  Peter  and  his  fuccelTor  our 
holy  father  Pope  Innocent,  pronounce  thee  accurfed,  difcharg- 
ing  euery  of  thy  fubiecfls  of  all  dutie  and  fealtie  that  they  doe 
owe  to  thee,  and  pardon  and  forgiuenefle  of  ftnne  to  thofe  or 
them  whatfoeuer,  which  fhall  carrie  armes  againfl  thee,  or 
murder  thee  : this  I pronounce,  and  charge  all  good  men  to 
abhorre  thee  as  an  excommunicate  perfon. 

loh.  So  fir,  the  more  the  foxe  is  curs’d  the  better  a fares : 
if  God  blefTe  me  and  my  land,  let  the  pope  and  his  fhauelings 
curfe  and  fpare  not. 

Card.  Furthermore,  I charge  thee  Philip  K.  of  Fraunce, 
and  all  the  kings  and  princes  of  Chrijiendome,  to  make  warre 
vpon  this  mifcreant : and  whereas  thou  haft  made  a league 
with  him,  and  confirmed  it  by  oath,  I doe  in  the  name  of  our 
forefaid  father  the  Pope,  acquit  thee  of  that  oath,  as  vnlaw- 
full,  beeing  made  with  an  hereticke  ; howe  fai’ft  thou  Philip, 
do ’ft  thou  obey  ^ * 

loh. 
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loh.  Brother  of  F ranee ^ what  fay  you  to  the  cardinall  ? 

Phil.  I fay,  I am  fory  for  your  maieftie,  requeffing  you  to 
lubmit  your  felfe  to  the  church  of  Rome. 

Joh.  And  what  fay  you  to  our  league,  if  I do  not  fubmlt  ? 
Phil.  What  fhould  I fay  ? I muft  obey  the  pope. 
loh.  Obey  the  pope,  and  breake  your  oath  to  God  ? 

Phil.  The  legate  hath  abfolu’d  me  of  mine  oath  : 

Then  yeeld  to  Rome^  or  I defie  thee  here. 

loh.  Why  Philip,  I defie  the  pope  and  thee, 

Falfe  as  thou  art,  and  perlur’d  king  France, 

Vnworthy  man  to  be  accounted  king, 

Giu’fi  thou  thy  fword  into  a prelates  hands  ? 

Pandulph,  where  I of  abbots,  monkes,  and  friers 
Haue  taken  fomewhat  to  maintaine  my  wars. 

Now  will  I take  no  more  but  all  they  haue. 

He  rouze  the  lazie  lubbers  from  their  cels. 

And  in  defpight  He  fend  them  to  the  pope. 

Mother  come  you  with  me,  and  for  the  rell 
That  will  not  follow  lohn  in  this  attempt, 

Confufion  light  vpon  their  damned  foules. 

Come  lords,  fight  for  your  K.  that  fighteth  for  your  good. 

Phil.  And  are  they  gone  ? Pandiiph  thy  felfe  (halt  fee 
How  France  will  fight  for  Rome  and  Romijh  rites. 

Nobles  to  armes,  let  him  not  paffe  the  feas. 

Let’s  take  him  captiue,  and  in  triumph  lead 
The  K.  of  England  to  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Arthur  beftirre  thee  man,  and  thou  ftialt  fee 
What  Philip  K.  of  France  will  doe  for  thee. 

Blanch.  And  will  your  grace  vpon  your  wedding  day 
Forfake  your  bride,  and  follow  dreadfull  drums? 

Nay,  good  my  lord,  flay  you  at  home  with  me. 

Leiv,  Sweet  heart  content  thee,  and  wee  fhall  agree. 

Phil.  Follow  my  lords,  lord  Cardinall  lead  the  way. 
Drums  (hall  be  muficke  to  this  wedding  day.  Exeunt. 

Ex. 
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Excurftons,  The  Bajiard purfues  Au/lria,  and  kxls  him. 

Bajl,  Thus  hath  Richards  fon  pcrformd  his  vowcs* 
And  offred  Jujlrid*s  blood  for  his  facrLfice 
Vnto  his  fathers  euerliuing  foule. 

Braue  Cordeliony  now  my  heart  doth  fay, 

I haue  deferu’d,  though  not  to  be  thine  heire. 

Yet  as  I am,  thy  bafe  begotten  fonne, 

A name  as  pleafing  to  thy  Philips  heart, 

As  to  be  cald  the  duke  of  Normandie. 

Lie  there  a prey  to  euery  rav’ning  fowle  : 

And  as  my  father  triumpht  in  thy  fpoyles. 

And  trode  thine  enfignes  vnderneath  his  feet. 

So  doe  I tread  upon  thy  curfed  felfe, 

And  leaue  thy  body  to  the  fowles  for  food.  Exit, 

Excurjions,  Arthur,  Conftance,  Lewis,  having  taken  ^ 

Elia  nor  prifoner, 

Confl.  Thus  hath  the  god  of  kings  with  conquering  arme 
DifpearfI:  the  foes  to  true  fucceffion. 

Proud,  and  difturber  of  thy  countries  peace, 

Conjlance  doth  liue  to  tame  thine  infolence. 

And  on  thy  head  will  now  auenged  be 
For  all  the  mifchiefs  hatched  in  thy  braine. 

^ Elinor.  Contemptuous  dame,  vnreuerent  dutches  thou. 
To  braue  fo  great  a queene  as  Elianor, 

Bafe  fcold,  had  thou  forgot,  that  I was  wife 
And  mother  to  three  mightie  Englijlo  kings  ? 

I charge  thee  then,  and  you  forfooth  fir  boy. 

To  fet  your  grandmother  at  libertie. 

And  yeeld  to  John  your  vncle  and  your  king, 

Conjl.  T’is  not  thy  words  proud  queene  lhall  carry  It. 

Elin,  Nor  yet  thy  threates  proud  dame  dial  daunt  my  mind. 

Arth. 
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Arth,  Sweete  grandam,  and  good  mother  leaue  thefe 
braules. 

Elian.  He  finde  a time  to  triumph  in  thy  fall. 

Conji.  My  time  is  now  to  triumph  in  thy  fall. 

And  thou  fhalt  know  that  Conjiance  will  triumph. 

Arthur.  Good  mother,  weigh  it  is  queene  Elinor. 

Though  (he  be  captiue,  vfe  her  like  her  felfe. 

Sweet  grandame  beare  with  what  my  mother  fayes. 

Your  highnefle  lhall  be  vfed  honourably. 

Enter  a mejfenger, 

Mejf.  Lewis  my  lord,  duke  Arthur,  and  the  reft. 

To  armes  in  haft,  K.  Iohn  relyes  his  men, 

And  ginnes  the  fight  afrefh  : and  fweares  withall 
Toloofe  his  life,  or  fet  his  mother  free. 

Lewis.  Arthur  away,  t’is  time  to  looke  about. 

Eli.  Why  how  now  dame,  what  is  your  courage  coold  ? 
Conjl.  No  Elinor  my  courage  gathers  ftrength, 

And  hopes  to  leade  both  Iohn  and  thee  as  flaues  : 

And  in  that  hope,  I hale  thee  to  the  field.  Exeunt. 

Excurfions.  Elianor  is  refeued  by  Iohn,  and  Arthur  is  taken 
prifoner.  Exeunt,  Sound  viSlory. 

Enter  Iohn,  Elianor,  and  Arthur  prifoner,  Baftard,  Pem- 
brooke,  Saliibury,  and  Hubert  de  Burgh. 

Iohn.  Thus  right  triumphs,  and  Iohn  triumphs  in  right ; 
Arthur  thou  feeft,  Fraunce  cannot  bolfter  thee  : 

Thy  mothers  pride  hath  brought  thee  to  this  fall. 

But  if  at  laft  nephew  thou  yeeld  thy  felfe 
Into  thegardance  of  thine  vncle  Iohn, 

Thou  fhalt  be  vfed  as  becomes  a prince. 

VoL.II. 
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Arthur,  Vncle,  my  grandame  taught  her  nephew  this,  - 
To  beare  captiuitie  with  patience. 

Might  hath  preuaild,  not  right,  for  I am  king 
Of  England,  though  thou  weare  the  diademe. 

Elin,  Sonne  lohn,  foone  fhall  wee  teach  him  to  forget 
Thefe  prowd  prefumptions,  and  to  know  himfelfe. 

John,  Mother,  he  neuer  will  forget  his  claime, 

I would  he  liude  not  to  remember  it. 

But  leauing  this,  we  will  to  England  now, 

And  take  fome  order  with  our  popelings  there, 

Thatfwell  with  pride  and  fat  of  lay  mens  lands. 

Philip,  I make  thee  chiefe  in  this  affaire, 

Ranfacke  the  abbcis,  cloyflers,  priories, 

Conuert  their  coine  vnto  my  fouldiers  vfe  ; 

And  whatfoere  he  be  within  my  land. 

That  goes  to  Rome  for  iuffice  and. for  law. 

While  he  may  haue  his  right  within  the  realme. 

Let  him  be  iudgde  a traitor  to  the  flate. 

And  fuffer  as  an  enemy  to  England, 

Mother,  wee  leaue  you  here  beyond  the  feas. 

As  regent  of  our  prouinces  in  France, 

While  we  to  England  take  a fpeedie  courfe. 

And  thanke  our  God  that  gauc  vs  vi<fl:orie. 

Hubert  de  Burgh  take  Arthur  here  to  thee. 

Be  he  thy  prifoner  : Hubert  keepe  him  fafe. 

For  on  his  life  doth  hang  thy  foueraignes  crowne. 

But  in  his  death  confifls  thy  foueraignes  bliffe  : 

Then  Hubert,  as  thou  fhortly  hearfl  from  me. 

So  vfe  the  prifoner  I haue  giuen  in  charge. 

Hubert,  Frolicke  yong  prince,  thogh  I your  keeper  be, 

Yet  fhall  your  keeper  Hue  at  your  command. 

Arthur,  As  pleafe  my  God,  fo  fliall  become  of  me. 

^ Elian, 
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^ Elian.  My  fonne,  to  England,  I will  fee  thee  fhipt, 

Aad  pray  to  God  to  fend  thee  fafe  afhore. 

Bajiard.  Now  warres  are  done,  I long  to  be  at  home. 

To  diue  into  the  monks  and  abbots  bagges. 

To  make  fome  fport  among  the  fmooth  (kind  nunnes. 

And  keepe  fome  reuell  with  the  fanzen  friers. 

John.  To  England  lordiS,  each  looke  vnto  your  charge, 

And  arme  your  felues  againll  the  Roman  pride.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King  0/ France,  Lewes  his  fonne,  Cardinall  Pan- 
dolph  Legate,  and  Conflance. 

Philip.  What,  euery  man  attacht  with  this  mi/hap  ? 

Why  frowne  you  fo,  why  droope  ye  lords  of  France  ? 

Me  thinkes  it  differs  from  a warrellke  minde, 

To  lowre  it  for  a checke  or  two  of  chaunce. 

Had  Lymoges  efcapt  the  baflards  fpight, 

A little  forrow  might  haue  ferude  our  Ioffe. 

Braue  Aujiria,  heauen  ioyes  to  haue  thee  there,’ 

Card.  His  foule  is  fafe  and  free  from  purgatorle, 

Our  holy  father  hath  difpenff  his  finnes. 

The  bleffed  faints  haue  heard  our  orifons. 

And  all  are  mediators  for  his  foule. 

And  in  the  right  of  thefe  mofl  holy  warres. 

His  holineffe  free  pardon  doth  pronounce 
To  all  that  follow  you  gainfl  Englijh  heretikes, 

Who  Hand  accurfed  in  our  mother  church. 

Enter  Conflance  alone. 

Philip.  To  aggrauate  the  meafure  of  our  greefe. 

All  male-content  comes  Conjiance  for  her  fonne,. 

Be  breefe  good  madame,  for  your  face  imports 
A tragicke  tale  behind  thats  yet  vntold. 

Her  pafTions  flop  the  organ  of  her  voyce, 

Qjz  Deepe 
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Deepe  forrow  throbbeth  mlf-befalne  eueuts, 

Out  with  It  ladie,  that  our  a6t  may  end 
A full  cataflrophe  of  fad  laments. 

Conjiaiice.  My  tongue  is  tun’d  to  florie  forth  mifliap  : 

When  did  I breath  to  tell  a pleafing  tale  I 

Mufl  Conjiance  fpeake  ? let  teares  preuent  her  talke  : 

Mufl  I difcourfe  ? let  Dido  figh  and  fty, 

She  weepeS  againe  to  heare  the  wracke  of  Troy  : 

Two  words  will  ferue,  and  then  my  tale  is  done : 

Elnors  proud  brat  hath  rob’d  me  of  my  fonne. 

Lewis.  Haue  patience  madame,  this  is  chance  of  warre  : 

He  may  be  ranfom’d,  we  reuenge  his  wrong. 

Conji.  ‘ Be  it  ne’r  fo  foone,  I (hall  not  line  fo  long. 

Phil.  Defpaire  not  yet,  come  Conjiance ^ go  with  me, 

Thefe  clouds  will  fleet,  the  day  will  cleare  againe.  Exeunt* 
Card.  Now  Lewis,  thy  fortune  buds  with  happy  fpring, 
Our  holy  fathers  prayers  efFefleth  this. 

Arthur  is  fafe,  let  lohn  alone  with  him, 

Thy  title  next  is  fairfl  to  Englands  crowne  : 

Nosv  fflrre  thy  father  to  begin  with  lohn. 

The  Pope  fays  I,  and  fo  is  Albion  thine. 

Lewis.  Thanks  my  lord  legal  for  your  good  conceit, 

T’is  belt  we  follow  now  the  game  is  faire, 

My  father  wants  to  worke  him  your  good  words. 

Card.  A few  will  ferue  to  forward  him  in  this, 

Thofe  Ihall  not  want : but  let’s  about  it  then.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Philip  leading  a friar,  charging  him  fjew  where  the 

Abbots  gold  lay. 

Phil.  Come  on  you  fat  Francifean,  dallie  no  longer,  but 
fliew  me  where  the  abbots  treafure  lies,  or  die. 

Friar.  Benedicarnus  Domini,  was  euer  fuch  an  iniurie  ? 
Sweet  S.  Withold  of  thy  leoitie,  defend  vs  from  extremitie. 

And 
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And  heare  vs  for  S.  opprelTed  with  auflerkie. 

In  n^mini  dominie  make  I my  homily. 

Gentle  gentilitie  grieue  not  the  cleargie. 

PhiL  Gray-gown’d  good  face,  conlure  y^, 

Nerc  truft  me  for  a groat 
If  this  waft  girdle  hang  thee  not 
That  girdeth  in  thy  coat. 

Now  bald  and  barefoot  Bungie  birds, 

When  vp  thegallowes  diming, 

Say  Philip  he  had  words  enough. 

To  put  you  downe  with  riming. 

Fr.  O pardon,  0 parccy  S,  for  mercie. 

Shall  ftiield  thee  from  night-fpels,  and  dreaming  of  diuds, 

If  thou  wilt  forgiuc  me,  and  neuer  more  grieue  me. 

With  fafting  and  praying,  and  Haile  Marie  faying, 

From  blacke  purgatorie,  a penance  right  fory  : 

Frier  Thomas  will  warme  you. 

It  ftiall  neuer  harme  you. 

Phil.  Come  leaue  off  your  rabble. 

Sir,  hang  vp  this  lozell. 

2 Fr.  For  charitie  I beg  his  life. 

Saint  Francis  chiefeft  frier, 

Thebeft  in  all  our  couent  fir. 

To  keepe  a vintners  fire.  . 

O ftrangle  not  the  good  old  man. 

My  hofteffe  oldeft  gueft. 

And  I will  bring  you  by  and  by 
Vnto  the  priors  cheft. 

PhiL  I,  faift  thou  fo,  and  if  thou  wilt  the  frier  is  at  liberty, 
If  not,  as  I am  honeft  man,  I hang  you  both  for  company, 

Fr.  Come  hither,  this  is  the  cheft,  thogh  fimple  to  behold, 
That  wanteth  not  a thoufand  pound  in  filuer  and  in  gold. 

Qj  My 
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My  felf  wil  warrant  ful  fo  much,  I know  the  abbots  (lore. 

He  pawn  my  life  there  is  no  lelTe,  to  haue  what  ere  is  more. 
'Phil.  I take  thy  word,  the  ouerplus  vnto  thy  (hare  flial 
come. 

But  if  there  want  of  full  fo  much,  thy  necke  (hall  pay  the 
fumme. 

Breake  vp  the  coffer,  frier. 

Frier,  Oh  I am  vndone,  faire  Alice  the  nunne 
Hath  tooke  vp  her  refl:  in  the  abbots  cheft. 

Sandle  henciicite,  pardon  my  fimplicitie. 

Fie  Alice,  confeflion  will  not  falue  this  tranfgreflion. 

Philip.  What  haue  we  here,  a holy  nunne  ? fo  keepe  me 
God  in  health, 

A fmooth  faede  nunne  (for  aught  I know)  is  al  the  abbots 
wealth. 

Is  this  the  nunries  chaflitie  ? 

Befhrew  me  but  I thinke 

They  go  as  oft  to  venery  as  niggards  to  their  drinke. 

Why  paltry  frier  and  pandar  too,  yee  fhameleffe  fhauen 
crowne,  ' 

Is  this  the  cheft  that  held  a hoord, 
at  leaft  a thoufand  pound  ? 

And  is  the  hoord  a holy  whore  ? 

well,  be  the  hangman  nimble, 

Hee’l  take  the  paine  to  pay  you  home, 
and  teach  you  to  dillem^ble. 

Nunne,  O fpare  the  frier  Anthony, 
a better  neuer  was 
To  fing  a dirige  folemnely, 

, or  reade  a morning  made. 

If  money  be  the  meanes  of  this, 

I know  an  ancient  nunne, 


That 
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That  hath  a hoord  thefe  feuen  yeeres, 
did  neuer  fee  the  funne  ; 

And  that  is  yours,  and  what  is  ours, 
fo  fauour  now  be  fliowne. 

You  fhall  commaund  as  commonly, 
as  if  it  were  your  owne. 

Frier.  Your  honour  excepted. 

Nunne.  I Thomas^  I meane  fo. 

Philip.  From  all  faue  from  friers. 

Nunne.  Good  fir,  doe  not  thinke  fo. 

Philip.  I chinke  and  fee  fo  : 

V/hy  how  camil:  thou  here  ? 

Frier.  To  hide  her  from  lay  men. 

Nunne.  Tis  true  hr,  for  feare. 

Philip.  For  feare  of  the  laitie  : a pitiful  dred 
When  a nunne  flies  for  fuccour  to  a fat  friers  bed. 

But  now  for  your  ranfome  my  cloyfler-bred  conney. 

To  the  chefl:  that  3^011  fpoke  of  where  lies  fo  much  mony. 

Nun.  Faire  fir,  within  this  preffe,  of  plate  and  mony  is 
The  valew  of  a thoufand  markes,  and  other  thing  by  gis. 

Let  vs  alone,  and  take  it  all,  tis  yours  fir,  now  you  know  it. 
Phi.  Come  on  fir  frier,  picke  the  locke,  this  geere  doth 
cotton  hanfome. 

That  couetoufneflTe  fo  cunningly  mufl:  pay  the  lechers  ranfome. 
What  is  in  the  hoord  ? 

Frier.  Frier  Laurence  my  lord,  now  holy  water  helpe  vs. 
Some  witch  or  fome  diuell  is  fent  to  delude  vs  : 

Hand  credo  Laurentius y that  thou  (houldft  be  pend  thus 
In  the  prefle  of  a nunne  we  are  all  vndone. 

And  brought  to  difcredence  if  thou  be  frier  Laurence, 

Frier.  Amor  vincit  omniay  fo  Cato  affirmeth. 

And  therefore  a frier  whofe  fancie  foon  burneth, 

Becaufe  he  is  mortall  and  made  of  mould. 

He  omits  what  he  ought,  and  doth  more  than  he  Ihould. 

' 0^4  Philip. 
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Philip*  How  goes  this  geere  ? the  friers  chert  fiild  with  ^ 
faufen  Dunne. 

The  nunne  again  lockes  frier  vp, 
to  keepe  him  from  the  funne. 

Belike  the  prefle  is  purgatorie, 
or  penance  pafling  grieuous  : 

The  friers  cheft  a hell  for  nunnes  ! 

how  doe  thefe  dolts  deceiue  vs  ? 

Is  this  the  labour  of  their  lines,  to  feede  and  line  at  eafe  ? 

To  reuell  fo  lafciuioufly  as  often  as  they  pleafe. 
lie  mend  the  fault  or  fault  my  aime, 
if  I doe  mirte  amending, 

Tis  better  burne  the  cloyrters  downe, 
than  leaue  them  for  offending. 

But  holy  you,  to  you  I fpeake, 
to  you  religious  diuell. 

Is  this  the  prefTe  that  holds  the  fumme, 
to  quit  you  for  your  euill  ? 

Nun.  I crie  peccaui^  parce  mcy 
good  fir  I was  beguil’d. 

Fr.  Abfolue  fir  for  charitie, 

Ihee  would  bee  reconcil’d. 

Phil.  And  fo  I fhall,  firs  bind  them  fart, 

This  is  their  abfolution, 

goe  hang  them  vp  for  hurting  them, 

Harte  them  to  execution. 

Fr.  Laurence.  0 tempus  edax  rerum, 

Giue  children  bookes  they  teare  them. 

0 vanitas  vanitatisy  in  this  waning  atatisy 
At  threefcore  welneere,  to  goe  to  this  geere. 

To  my  confcience  a clog,  to  die  like  a dog, 

Exaiidi  me  dominey  ftiiis  me  parce 
Duho  pecuniam,  ft  habeo  veniam. 


To 
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To  goe  and  fetch  It,  I will  difpatch  it, 

A hundred  pound  flerling,  for  my  Hues  fparing. 

Enter  Peter  a prophet ^ 'with  people. 

Pet.  Hoe,  who  is  here  ? S.  Francis  be  your  fpeed. 

Come  in  my  flocke,  and  follow  me, 
your  fortunes  I will  reed. 

Come  hither  bo}^  goe  get  thee  home, 
and  clime  not  ouer  hie, 

For  from  aloft  thy  fortune  ftands,  in  hazard  thou  (halt  die. 

Boy  God  be  with  you  Peter,  I pray  you  come  to  our 
houfe  a Sunday. 

Pet,  My  boy  (hew  me  thy  hand,  bleffe  thee  my  boy. 

For  in  thy  palme  I fee  a many  troubles  are  ybent  to  dwel. 

But  thou  (halt  fcape  them  all,  and  doe  full  well. 

Boy.  I thanke  you  Peter,  theres  a cheefe  for  your  labor  : 
my  fifler  prayes  yee  to  come  home,  and  tell  her  how  many 
hulbands  (he  (hall  haue,  and  (hee’l  giue  you  a rib  of  bacon. 

Peter.  My  mafters,  (lay  at  the  townes  end  for  me.  - He 
come  to  you  all  anone : I muH  difpatch  fome  bufmes  with  a 
frier,  and  then  He  reade  your  fortunes. 

Philip.  How  now,  a prophet  i fir  prophet  whence  are  yc  ? 
Peter.  I am  of  the  world  and  in  the  world,  but  liue  not  as 
others,  by  the  world : what  I am  I know,  and  what  thou 
wilt  be  I know.  If  thou  knowed  me  now,  be  anfwered  : if 
not,  enquire  no  more  what  I am. 

Phil.  Sir,  I know  you  will  be  a didembling  knaue,  that 
deludes  the  people  with  blinde  prophecies  : you  are  hee  I look 
for,  you  (kal  away  with  me : bring  away  all  the  rable,  and 
yon  frier  Laurence,  remember  your  raunfome  a hundred 
pound,  and  a pardon  for  your  felfe,  and  the  reft ; come  on 
fir  prophet,  you  (hall  with  me,  to  rcceiue  a prophets  re- 
warde.  Exeu7it, 

Enter  • 
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Enter  Huhcn  de  Burgh  with  three  men. 

Hubert.  My  maflers,  I haue  (hewed  you  what  warrant  I 
haue  for  this  attempt ; I perceiue  by  your  heauy  countenan- 
ces, you  had  rather  be  otherwife  imployed,  and  for  my  owne 
part,  I would  the  king  had  made  choice  of  fome  other  execu- 
tioner: only  this  is  my  comfort,  that  a king  commaunds, 
whofe  precepts  ncglefled  or  omitted,  threatneth  torture  for 
the  default : therefore  in  briefe,  leaue  me,  and  be  ready  to 
attend  the  aduenture : flay  within  that  entry,  and  when  you 
heare  me  crie,  God  faue  the  king,  ifTue  fodainely  forth,  lay 
hands  on  Arthur j fet  him  in  his  chaire,  wherein  (once  faff 
bound)  leaue  him  with  me  to  iinilh  the  red. 

Attendants.  We  goe,  though  loath,  ExeunK 

Hubert.  My  lord,  will  it  pleafe  your  honor  to  take  the  be- 
nefit of  the  faire  euening  ? 

Enter  Arthur  to  Hubert  de  Burgh, 

Arthur.  Gramercie  Hubert  for  thy  care  of  me,  ^ 

In  or  to  whom  reftraint  is  newly  knowne. 

The  ioy  of  walking  is  fmall  benefit. 

Yet  will  I take  thy  offer  with  fmall  thanks, 

I would  not  loofe  the  pleafure  of  the  eie. 

But  tell  me  curteous  keeper  if  thou  can. 

How  long  the  king  will  haue  me  tarrie  heere. 

Hubert.  I know  not  prince,  but  as  I gefle,  not  long. 

God  fend  you  freedome,  and  God  faue  the  king. 

They  ijfue  forth. 

Arthur.  Why  how  now  firs,  what  may  this  outrage  meane? 
O helpe  me  Hubert)  gentle  keeper  help  : 

God  fend  this  fodaine  mutinous  approach 
Tend  not  to  reaue  a wretched  guiltles  life. 

Hubert.  So  firs,  depart,  and  leaue  the  red  for  me. 


Arth. 
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Arth,  Then  Arthur  yeeld,  death  frowneth  in  thy  face. 

What  meaneth  this  ? good  Hubert  pleade  the  cafe. 

Hubert.  Patience  yong  lord,  and  liften  words  of  woe, 
Harmefull  and  harfti,  hells  horror  to  be  heard  : 

A difmall  tale  fit  for  a furies  tongue. 

I faint  to  tell,  deepe  forrow  is  the  found. 

Arthur.  What,  muff  I die  ? 

Hubert.  No  newes  of  death,  but  tidings  of  more  hate, 

A wrathfull  doome,  and  mofl:  vnluckie  fate  : 

Deaths  difh  were  daintie  at  fo  fell  a feaft. 

Be  deafe,  heare  not,  its  hell  to  tell  the  reft. 

Arthur.  Alas,  thou  wrongft  my  youth  with  words  of  feare, 
Tis  hell,  tis  horror,  not  for  one  to  heare  : 

What  is  it  man  if  it  muft  needcs  be  done, 

A(ft  it,  and  end  it,  that  the  paine  were  gone. 

Hubert.  I will  not  chaunt  fuch  dolour  with  my  tongue. 

Yet  muft  I a(ft  the  outrage  with  my  hand. 

My  heart,  my  head,  and  all  my  powers  befide. 

To  aide  thepffice  haue  at  once  denide. 

Perufe  this  letter,  lines  of  trebble  woe, 

Reade  ore  my  charge,  and  pardon  when  you  know. 

Hubert f thefe  are  to  commaund  thee,  as  thou  tendreft  our 
quiet  in  minde,  and  the  eftate  of  our  perfon,  that 
prefently  vpon  the  receipt  of  our  commaund,  thou  put 
out  the  eies  of  Arthur  Plantaginet. 

.Arthur.  Ah  monftrous  damned  man  1 his  very  breath  in- 
fe<fts  the  elements. 

Contagious  venome  dwelleth  in  his  heart, 

EfFefling  meanes  to  poyfon  all  the  world. 

Vnreuerent  may  I be  to  blame  the  heauens 
Of  great  iniuftice,  that  the  mifereaut 


Liues 
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Liues  to  opprefle  the  innocents  with  wrong. 

Ah  Hubert  ! makes  he  thee  his  inftrument. 

To  found  the  trump  that  caufeth  hell  triumph  ? 

Heauen  weepes,  the  faints  do  died  celediall  teares. 

They  feare  thy  fall,  and  cite  thee  with  remorfe. 

They  knocke  thy  confcience,  mouing  pitie  there. 

Willing  to  fence  thee  from  the  rage  of  hell ; 

Hell  Hubert j truff  me  all  the  plagues  of  hell 
Hangs  on  performance  of  this  damned  deed. 

This  feale,  the  warrant  of  the  bodies  bliffe, 

Enfureth  fatan  chieftaine  of  thy  foule  : 

Subfcribe  not  Hubert ^ giue  not  Gods  part  away. 

I fpeake  not  only  for  eies  priuiledge, 

The  chiefe  exterior  that  I would  enioy  : 

But  for  thy  perill,  farre  beyond  my  paine, 

Thy  fweete  foules  lolfe,  more  than  my  eies  valne  lacke  : 

A caufe  internal!,  and  eternall  too. 
x^duife  thee  Hubert y for  the  cafe  is  hard, 

To  loofe  faluation  for  a kings  reward. 

Hubert.  My  lord,  a fubiefl  dwelling  in  the  land 
Is  tied  to  execute  the  kings  commaund. 

Arthur.  Yet  God  commaunds  whofe  power  reacheth  further. 
That  no  command  fhould  fland  in  force  to  murther. 

Hubert.  But  that  fame  effence  hath  ordaind  a law, 

A death  for  guilt,  to  keepe  the  world  in  awe. 

Arthur.  I pleade,  not  guilt}^  treafonleffe  and  free. 

Hubert,  But  that  appeale  my  lord  concernes  not  me. 
Arthur.  Why  thou  art  he  that  maifl  omit  the  perill. 
Hubert.  I,  if  my  foueraigne  would  omit  his  quarrell. 
Arthur.  His  quarrell  is  vnhallowed  falfe  and  wrong. 
Hubert.  Then  be  the  blame  to  whom  it  doth  belong. 
Arthur,  Why  thats  to  thee  if  thou  as  they  proceede, 
Conclude  their  iudgement  with  fo  vile  a deede. 


Hubert, 
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Hubert.  Why  then  no  execution^ can  be  lawfull, 

If  iudges  doomes  muft  be  reputed  doubtfull. 

Arthur.  Yes  where  in  forme  of  law  in  place  and  time. 
The  offender  is  conuicfled  of  the  crime. 

Hubert,  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  long  expoflulation, 
Heapes  vp  more  griefc,  than  promife  of  redreffe ; 

For  this  I know,  and  fo  refolude  I end. 

That  fubiecls  liues  on  kings  commands  depend. 

I muff  not  reafon  why  he  is  your  foe, 

But  do  his  charge  fince  he  commaunds  it  fo. 

Arthur.  Then  do  thy  charge,  and  charged  be  thy  foule 
With  wrongfull  perfeciuion  done  this  day. 

You  rowling  eyes,  whofe  fupcrficics  yet 
I due  behold  with  eies  that  nature  lent  : 

Send  foorth  the  terror  of  your  moouers  frowne, 

To  wreake  my  wrong  vpon  the  murthcrers 
That  rob  me  of  your  faire  refleeffing  view  : 

Let  hell  to  them  (as  earth  they  wilh  to  me) 

• Be  darke  and  direfull  guerdon  for  their  guilt. 

And  let  the  blacke  tormenters  of  deepe  Tartary 
Vpbraide  them  with  this  damned  enterprife,  • 

Inflifling  change  of  tortures  on  their  foules. 

Delay  not  Hubert,  my  orifons  are  ended. 

Begin  I pray  thee,  reaue  me  of  my  fight : 

But  to  performea  tragedie  indeede. 

Conclude  the  period  with  a mortall  ffab. 

Conjiance  farewell,  tormenter  come  away, 

Make  my  difpatch  the  tyrants  feaffing  day. 

Hubert.  I faint,  I feare,  my  confcience  bids  defiff  : 
Faint  did  I fay  ? feare  was  it  that  I named  : 

My  king  commaunds,  that  warrant  fets  me  free  : 

But  God  forbids,  and  he  commaundeth  kings, 

That  great  commaunder  countercheckes  my  charge. 
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The  monks,  the  priors,  and  holy  cloyflred  nunnes,, 

Are  all  in  health,  and  were  my  lord  in  wealth, 

Till  I had  tithde  and  tolde  their  holy  hoords. 

I doubt  not  when  your  highnelTe  fees  my  prize. 

You  may  proportion  all  their  former  pride. 

lohn.  Why  fo,  now  forts  it  Philip  as  it  (hould  : 

This  fmall  intrufion  into  abbey  trunkes. 

Will  make  the  popelings  excommunicate, 

Curfe,  ban,  and  breathe  out  damned  orifons. 

As  thicke  as  haile-ftones  fore  the  fprings  approach  : 

But  yet  as  harmelefle  and  without  efFeff, 

As  is  the  eccho  of  a cannons  cracke 
Difchargde  againfl  the  battlements  of  heauen. 

But  what  newes  elfe  befell  there  Philip  F 

Baft.  Strange  newes  my  lord  : within  your  territories 
Neere  Pomfret  is  a prophet  new  fprung  vp, 

Whofe  diuination  volleis  wonders  foorth  : 

To  him  the  commons  throng  with  countrey  gifts. 

He  fets  a date  vnto  the  beldames  death, 

Preferibes  how  long  the  virgins  ftate'fhall  laft, 

Diflinguifheth  the  moouing  of  the  heauens, 

Giues  limits  vnto  holy  nuptiall  rites, 

Foretelleth  famine,  aboundeth  plentie  forth  : 

Of  fate,  of  fortune,  life  and  death  he  chats. 

With  fuch  alTurance,  fcruples  put  apart. 

As  if  he  knew  the  certaine  doomes  of  heauen. 

Or  kept  a regifler  of  all  the  deffinies.  (man, 

loh.  Thou  telfl  me  maruels,  would  thou  hadfl  brought  the 
We  might  haue  quefliond  him  of  things  to  come. 

Baftard.  My  lord,  I tooke  a care ’of  had*I-wiff, 

And  brought  the  prophet  with  me  to  the  court, 

He  ftaies  my  lord  but  at  the  prefence  doore  : 

Pleafeth  your  highneflfe,  I will  call  him  in. 

lohn. 
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loha  Nay  flay  awhile,  wee’l  haue  him  here  anone, 

A thing  of  weight  is  firfl:  to  be  performd. 

Enter  the  nobles  and  crowne  King  Iohn,  and  then  ery  Cod 

fane  the  king, 

Iohn.  Lordings  and  friends  fupporters  of  our  ftate. 
Admire  not  at  this  vnaccuftomed  courfe, 

Nor  in  your  thoughts  blame  not  this  deede  of  yours. 

Once  ere  this  time  was  I inuefled  king, 

Your  fealtie  fworne  as  liegemen  to  our  flate  : 

Once  fince  that  time  ambitious  wecdes  haue  fprung 
To  flaine  the  beauty  of  our  garden  plot  : 

But  heauens  in  our  condu(fl:  rooting  thence 
The  falfe  intruders,  breakers  of  worlds  peace, 

Haue  to  our  ioy,  made  funne-fliine  chafe  the  florme. 

After  the  which,  to  trie  your  conftancie. 

That  now  I fee  is  worthy  of  your  names, 

We  crau’d  once  more  your  helps  for  to  iiiueft  vs 
Into  the  right  that  enuy  fought  to  wrackc. 

Once  was  I not  depofde,  your  former  choice ; 

Now  twice  beene  crowned  and  applauded  king  ? 

Your  cheered  action  to  inftall  mefo. 

Infers  alTured  witneffe  of  your  loues. 

And  binds  me  ouer  in  a kingly  care 
To  render  loue  with  loue,  rewards  of  worth 
To  ballance  downe  requitall  to  the  full. 

But  thankes  the  while,  thankes  lordings  to  you  all : 

Alke  me  and  vfe  me,  trie  me  and  finde  me  yours. 

Ejfex.  A boone  my  lord,  at  vantage  of  your  words  . 

We  afke  to  guerdon  all  our  loyalties. 

Pemb.  We  take  the  time  your  highnelle  bids  vs  alke  : 
Pleafe  it  you  grant,  you  make  your  promife  good, 

VoL.  II.  R 
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With  lefTcr  lofTe  than  one  fuperfluous  haire 
That  not  remembred  falleth  from  your  head. 

lohn.  My  word  is  pafl:,  receiue  your  boone  my  lords, 
What  may  it  be  ? afl<e  it,  and  it  is  yours. 

Ejf,  We  craue  my  lord,  to  pleafe  the  commons  with 
The  libertie  of  lady  Conjlance  fonne  : 

Whofe  durance  darkeneth  your  highnefle  right, 

As  if  you  kept  him  prifoner,  to  the  end 
Your  felfe  were  doubtfull  of  the  thing  you  haue. 

Difmifre  him  thence,  your  highnefle  needs  not  feare. 
Twice  by  confent  you  are  proclaim’d  our  king. 

Pemb.  This  if  you  grant,  were  all  vnto  your  good  : 

For  Ample  people  mufe  you  keepe  him  clofe. 

loh.  Your  words  haue  fearcht  the  center  of  my  thoghts, 
Confirming  warrant  of  your  loyalties, 

Difmifle  your  counfell,  fway  my  ftate. 

Let  lohn  doe  nothing,  but  by  your  confents. 

Why  how  now  Philip,  what  extafle  is  this  ? 

Why  caflis  thou  vp  thy  eyes  to  heauen  fo  ? 

There  the  Jiue  moones  appeare. 

Baft.  See,  fee  my  lord,  ftrange  apparitions. 

Glancing  mine  eie  to  fee  the  diadem 
Plac’d  by  the  bifhops  on  your  highnefTe  head. 

From  forth  a gloomie  cloud,  which  curtaine-like 

Difplaid  it  felfe,  I fuddainely  efpied 

Fiue  moones  refle61:ing,  as  you  fee  them  now  : 

Euen  in  the  moment  that  the  crowne  was  plac’d 
Gan  they  appeare,  holding  the  courfe  you  fee. 

loh.  What  might  portend  thefe  apparitions, 

Vnvfuall  fignes,  forerunners  of  euent, 

'Prefagers  of  ftrange  terrors  to  the  world  : 

Beleeue  me  lords,  the  obieft  feares  me  much. 
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Philip  thou  toldll  me  of  a wizard  but  of  late, 

Fetch  in  the  man  to  defcant  of  this  lliow. 

.Pemb,  The  heauens  frowne  vpon  the  finfull  earth. 
When  with  prodigious  vnaccuftom’d  fignes 
They  fpot  their  fuperficies  with  fuch  wonder. 

Ejfex,  Before  the  mines  of  lerufalem^ 

Such  meteors  were  the  enfignes  of  his  wrath, 

That  haft’ned  to  deftroy  the  faultfull  towne. 

Enter  the  Bajlard  with  the  prophet, 

him.  Is  this  the  man  ? 

Bajl.  It  is  my  lord. 

John.  Prophet  of  Pomfret,  for  fo  I heare  thou  art. 
That  calculat’ft  of  many  things  to  come  : 

Who  by  a power  repleat  with  heauenly  gift, 

Canfl  blab  the  counfell  of  thy  makers  will. 

If  fame  be  true,  or  truth  be  wrong’d  by  thee. 

Decide  in  cyphering,  what  thefe  fiue  moones 
Portend  this  dime,  if  they  prefage  at  all. 

Breath  out  thy  gift,  and  if  I Hue  to  fee 
Thy  diuination  take  a true  elFeff, 
lie  honour  thee  aboue  all  earthly  men. 

Pet.  The  fkie  wherein  thefe  moones  haue  refidence, 
Prefenteth  Rome  the  great  metropolis, 

Where  fits  the  Pope  in  all  his  holy  pompe. 

Foure  of  the  moones  prefent  foure  prouinces. 

To  wit,  Spame,  Denmarke,  Germanie^  France, 
That  beare  the  yoke  of  proud  commanding  Rome, 

And  Hand  in  feare  to  tempt  the  prelates  cuiTe. 

The  fmallefl:  moone  that  vvhirles  about  the  relf. 
Impatient  of  the  place  he  holds  with  them. 

Doth  figure  forth  this  i.Qand  Albion, 
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Who  gins  to  fcorne  the  fea  and  feat  of  Romc^ 

And  feckes  to  Ihunne  the  edi6ls  of  the  pope  : 

This  fhowes  the  heauen,  and  this  I doe  auerre 
Is  figured  in  the  apparitions. 

loh.  Why  then  it  feemes  the  heauens  fmile  on  vs, 

Giuing  applaufe  for  leaning  of  the  pope. 

But  for  they  chance  in  our  meridian. 

Doe  they  effeft  no  priuate  growing  ill 
To  be  infli^fed  on  vs  in  this  clime  ? 

Pet.  The  moones  efFe(51:  no  more  than  what  I faid  : 

But  on  Tome  other  knowledge  that  I haue 

By  my  prefcience,  ere  afeenfion  day 

Haue  brought  the  funne  vnto  his  vfuall  height, 

Of  crowne,  eftate,  and  royall  dignity. 

Thou  (halt  be  cleane  difpoyPd  and  difpofTefl:. 

loh.  Falfe  dreamer,  perifh  with  thy  witched  newes, 
Villaine  thou  woundfl  me  with  thy  fallacies: 

If  it  be  true,  die  for  thy  tidings  price ; 

If  falfe,  for  fearing  me  with  vain  fuppofe  : 

Hence  with  the  witch,  hels  damned  fecretarie. 

Locke  him  vp  fure  : for  by  my  faith  I fweare. 

True  or  not  true,  the  wizard  fhall  not  Hue. 

Before  afeenfion  day  : who  fiiould  be  caufe  hereof  ? 

Cut  off  the  caufe,  and  then  the  effect  will  die. 

Tut,  tut,  my  mercie  ferues  to  maime  my  felfe. 

The  roote  doth  Hue,  from  whence  thefe  thornes  fpring  vp, 
I and  my  promife  paft  for  his  deliu’rie : 

Frowne  friends,  faile  faith,  the  diuell  goe  withall, 

The  brat  fball  die,  that  terrifies  me  thus. 

Pembrooke  and  EjfeXy  I recall  my  graunt, 

I will  not  buy  your  fauours  with  my  feare  : 

Nay  murmure  not,  my  will  is  lawe  enough, 


I loue 
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I loue  you  well,  but  if  I lou’d  you  better, 

I would  not  buy  it  with  my  difcontent. 

Enter  Hubert. 

How  now,  what  newes  with  thee  ? 

Hub.  According  to  your  highnefTe  flri(fb  command. 

Young  Arthurs  eies  are  blinded  and  extinff . 

loh.  Why  fo,  then  he  may  feele  the  crown,  but  neuer  fee 
Hub.  Nor  fee  nor  feele,  for  of  the  extream  painc,  (it. 
Within  one  houre  gaue  he  vp  the  ghofl. 
loh.  What  is  he  dead  ? 

Hub,  He  is  my  lord. 

loh.  Then  with  him  dies  my  cares. 

Ejfex.  Now  ioy  betide  thy  foule. 

Pemb.  And  heauens  reuenge  thy  death. 

Ejex.  What  haue  you  done  my  lord  t was  euer  heard 
A deed  of  more  inhumane  confequence  ? 

Your  foes  will  curfe,  your  friends  will  crie  reuenge. 

Vnkindly  rage,  more  rough  than  northern  wind. 

To  clip  the  beau  tie  of  fo  fweete  a flower. 

What  hope  in  vs  for  mercie  on  a fault. 

When  kinfman  dies  without  impeach  of  caufe. 

As  you  haue  done,  fo  come  to  cheere  you  with. 

The  guilt  (hall  neuer  be  caft  in  my  teeth.  Exeunt, 

loh.  And  are  you  gone  ? the  diuell  be  your  guide  : 

Proud  rebels  as  ye  are,  to  braue  me  fo  : 

Saucie,  vnciuill,  checkers  of  my  will. 

Your  tongues  giue  edge  vnto  the  fatall  knife. 

That  {hall  haue  palTage  through  your  trayt’rous  throats. 

But  hufht,  breath  not  bugs  words  too  foone  abroad. 

Left  time  preuent  the  ifTue  of  thy  reach. 

Arthur  is  dead,  I there  the  corzie  growes ; 
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But  while  he  liu’d,  the  danger  was  the  more  ; 

His  death  hath  freed  me  from  a thoufand  feares. 

But  it  hath  purchaft  me  ten  times  ten  thoufand  foes. 

Why  all  is  one,  fuch  lucke  fhall  haunt  his  game, 

To  whom  the  diuell  owes  an  open  fhame  : 

His  life  a foe  that  ieueid  at  my  crowne, 

His  death  a frame  to  pull  my  building  downe. 

My  thoughts  harpt  ftill  on  quiet  by  his  end, 

Who  liuing  aimed  Ihrewdly  at  my  roome  : 

But  to  preuent  that  plea,  twice  was  I crown’d, 

Twice  did  my  fubie^ls  fweare  me  fealtie. 

And  in  my  confcience  loii’d  me  as  their  liege. 

In  whofe  defence  they  would  haue  pawn’d  their  Hues. 

But  now  they  Ihun  me  as  a ferpents  fling, 

A tragyke  tyrant,  llernc  and  pitilefTe, 

And  not  a title  followes  after  lohn. 

But  butcher,  blood-fucker,  and  murtHerer. 

What  planet  gouern’d  my  natiuitie, 

To  bode  me  foueraigne  types  of  high  eflate. 

So  interlac’d  with  hellilh  difcontent. 

Wherein  fell  furie  hath  no  intereft  ? 

Curd:  be  the  crowne,  chiefe  author  of  my  care. 

Nay  curd:  my  will,  that  made  the  crowne  my  care : 

Curd:  be  my  birth-day,  curft  ten  times  the  wombe 
That  yeelded  me  aliue  into  the  world. 

Art  thou  there  villaine,  furies  haunt  thee  dill. 

For  killing  him  whom  all  the  world  laments. 

Hub,  Why  here’s  my  lord  your  highnes  hand  and  fealc. 
Charging  on  Hues  regard  to  do  the  deed. 

John.  Ah  dull  conceipted  pefant,  knowd;  thou  not 
It  was  a damned  execrable  deed  ? 

Shewd;  me  a feale  i oh  villaine,  both  our  foules 


Haue 
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Haue  folde  their  freedome  to  the  thrall  of  hell 
Vnder  the  warrant  of  that  curfed  feale. 

Hence  villaine,  hang  thyfelfe,  and  fay  in  hell 
That  I am  comming  for  a kingdome  there. 

Hubert.  My  lord,  attend  the  happy  tale  I tell, 

For  heauens  health  fend  Sathan  packing  hence 
That  inftigates  your  highnelTe  to  defpair'e. 

If  Arthurs  death  be  difmall  to  be  heard, 

Bandie  the  newes  for  rumors  of  vn truth  : 

He  liues  my  lord,  the  fweetefl  youth  aliue. 

In  health,  with  eie  fight,  not  a haire  amiffe. 

This  heart  took  vigor  from  this  forward  hand, 

Making  it  weake  to  execute  your  charge. 

lohn.  What,  liues  he  ! then  fweete  hope  come  home  agen, 
Chafe  hence  dcfpaire,  the  purueyor  for  hell. 

Hye  Hubert  tell  thefe  tidings  to  my  lords 
That  throb  in  paflions  for  yong  Arthurs  death : 

Hence  Hubert y flay  not  till  thou  haft  reueald 
The  wiftied  newes  of  Arthurs  happy  health. 

I goe  my  felfe,  the  ioyfullft  man  aliue 

To  ftorie  out  this  new  fuppofed  crime.  Exeunt, 


The  End  of  the  Firft  Part. 
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E changelejfe  ptirpofe  of  deter  minde  fate 
dues  period  to  our  care^  or  hearts  content^ 
When  heau^ ns  fixt  time  for  this  or  that  hath  end: 
Nor  can  earths  pomp  or  pollicie  preuent 
The  doome  ordained  in  their  fecret  will. 

Gentles.,  we  left  King  lohn  repleat e with  hliffe 
That  Arthur  liude.,  whom  he  fuppofed  flaine\ 

And  Hubert  pofiing  to  returne  thofe  lords., 

Who  deem’^d  him  dead.,  and  parted  dif content : 
Arthur  himfelfe  begins  our  latter  adi. 

Our  adt  of  outrage,  dejprate  furie,  death ; 
Wherein  fond  raftmeffe  murdreth  firft  a prince. 
And  monkifh  falfenejfe  poyfneth  lafi  a king, 

Firjl  fcenc  fhews  Arthurs  death  in  inf  and  e. 

And  lafi  concludes  lohns  fat  all  tragedie. 


The  Second  Part  of  the 
Troublefome  R A I G N E of 

KING  I O H N. 

CONTAINING 

The  Entrance  of  Lewis  the  French  Kings  Sonne: 

WITH  THE 

Poyfoning  of  King  John  by  a Monke, 


Enter  yong  Arthur  on  the  'walls. 


0 W help  good  hap  to  further  mine  entent, 

CrofTe  not  my  youth  with  any  more  extremes  : 

1 venter  life  to  gaine  my  libertie, 

And  if  I die,  worlds  troubles  haue  an  end. 

Feare  gins  dilTwade  the  flrength  of  my  refolue. 

My  holde  will  faile,  and  then  alas  I fall, 

And  if  I Lll,  no  queflion  death  is  next : 

Better  dehA,  and  liue  in  prifon  ftill. 

Prifon  faid  I ? nay,  rather  death  than  fo : 

Comfort  and  courage  come  againe  to  me, 

He  venter  lure;  tis  but  a leape  for  life. 

He  leapeSj  and  brujtng  his  bones,  after  he  was  from  his 
his  traunce,  fpeakes  thus ; 

Hoe,  who  is  nigh  ? fome  bodie  take  me  vp. 

Where  is  my  mother  let  me  fpeake  with  her. 

Who  hurts  me  thus?  fpeake  hoe,  where  are  you  gone  ? 


Ay 
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Ay  me  poore  Arthur ^ I am  heere  alone. 

Why  calld  I mother,  how  did  I forget  ? 

My  fall,  my  fall,  hath  killd  my  mothers  fonne. 

How  will  fhe  weepe  at  tidings  of  my  death  ? 

My  death  indeed,  O God,  my  bones  are  burfl. 

Sweete  Jefu  faue  my  foule,  forgiue  my  rafh  attempt, 

Comfort  my  mother,  Ihield  her  from  defpaire. 

When  (hee  (hall  heare  my  tragyeke  ouerthrowe. 

My  heart  controls  the  office  of  my  tongue. 

My  vitall  powers  forfake  my  brufed  trunke, 

I die  I die,  heauen  take  my  fleeting  foule. 

And  lady  mother  all  good  hap  to  thee.  He  dies. 

Enter  Pembrooke,  Salifburie,  Eflex. 

Ejfex,  My  lords  of  Pembrooke  and  of  Salijhurie, 

We  mufl:  be  carcfull  in  our  policie. 

To  vndermifle  the  keepers  of  this  place, 

Elfe  (hall  neuer  find  the  princes  graue. 

Pemb.  My  lord  of  EjfeXy  take  ho  care  for  that, 

I warrant  you  it  was  not  clofely  done. 

But  who  is  this  ? lo  lords  the  withered  flowre. 

Who  in  his  life  (hin’d  like  the  mornings  blufh, 

Cafl:  out  a doore,  deni’d  his  buriall  right, 

A prey  for  birds  and  beads  to  gorge  vpon. 

Salisb,  O ruthfull  fpeffacle  ! O damned  deed  ! 

My  finewes  ftiake,  my  very  heart  doth  bleed. 

Ejjex.  Leaue  childifh  teares  braue  lords  of  England^ 

If  water-floods  could  fetch  his  life  againe. 

My  eles  (hould  conduit  forth  a fea  of  teares. 

If  fobs  would  helpe,  or  forows  ferue  the  turne, 

My  heart  (hould  volley  out  deepe  piercing  plaints. 

But  bootelelTe  were’t  to  breath  as  many  fighes 
As  might  ecclipfe  the  brightefl  fommers  funne. 


Here 
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Here  refts  the  helpe,  a feruice  to  his  ghofl:. 

Let  not  the  tyrant  caufer  of  this  dole. 

Line  to  triumph  in  ruthtull  mafTacres, 

Giue  hand  and  heart,  and  Engllfhmen  to  armes, 

Tis  Gods  decree  to  wreake  vs  of  thefe  harmes. 

Pemb,  The  befl  aduice  : but  who  comes  porting  here  ? 

Enter  Hubert. 

Right  noble  lords,  I fpeake  vnto  you  all, 

The  king  entreats  yourfoonert  fpeed 
To  vifit  him,  who  on  your  prefent  want. 

Did  ban  and  curfe  his  birth,  himfelfe  and  me. 

For  executing  of  his  rtricrt  command. 

I faw  his  paflion,  and  at  fittert  time, 

Aflur’d  him  of  his  coufins  being  fafe. 

Whom  pity  would  not  let  me  doe  to  death  : 

He  craues  your  company  my  lords  in  harte. 

To  w'hom  I will  condu(ff  young  Arthur  rtraight. 

Who  Is  in  health  vnder  my  curtody. 

Ejfex,  In  health  bafe  villaine,  were’t  not  I leaue  the  crime 
To  Gods  reuenge,  to  whom  reuenge  belongs. 

Here  (hould’rt  thou  perirti  on  my  rapiers  point. 

Cail’rt  thou  this  health  ? fuch  health  betide  thy  friends. 

And  all  that  are  of  thy  condition. 

Hub.  My  lords,  but  heare  me  fpeake,  and  kil  me  then. 

If  here  I left  not  this  yong  prince  aliue,  • 

Maugre  the  hartie  edifl  of  the  king. 

Who  gaue  me  charge  to  put  out  both  his  eyes, 

That  God  that  gaue  me  liuing  to  this  houre, 

Thunder  reuenge  vpon  me  in  this  place  ; 

And  as  I tendred  him  with  earnert  loue. 

So  God  loue  me,  and  then  I (hall  be  well. 

Saif,  Hence  traytor  hence,  thy  counfel  is  herein. 

Exit  Hu, 
Some 
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Some  in  this  place  appointed  by  the  king, 

Haue  throwne  him  from  this  lodging  here  aboue, 

And  fure  the  murther  hath  bin  newly  done. 

For  yet  the  body  is  not  fully  cold. 

Ejfex,  How  fay  you  lords,  fhal  we  with  fpeed  difpatch 
Vnder  our  hands  a packet  into  France^ 

To  bid  the  Dolphin  enter  with  his  force. 

To  claime  the  kingdom  for  his  proper  right. 

His  title  maketh  lawful!  flrength  thereto. 

Befides,  the  Pope,  on  peril  of  his  curfe. 

Hath  bard  vs  of  obedience  vnto  John, 

This  hatefull  murder,  Lewis  his  true  defcent. 

The  holy  charge  that  we  receiu’d  from  Rome, 

Are  weightie  reafons,  if  you  like  my  reed, 

To  make  vs  all  perfeuer  in  this  deed. 

Pemb.  My  lord  of  Ejfex,  well  haue  you  aduis’d, 

I will  accord  to  further  you  in  this. 

Salijh,  And  Salisbury  will  not  gainefay  the  fame  : 

But  aide  that  courfe  as  farre  forth  as  he  can. 

EJfex,  Then  each  of  vs  fend  flraight  to  his  allies. 

To  win  them  to  this  famous  enter prife  : 

And  let  vs  all  yclad  in  palmers  weed. 

The  tenth  of  Jpril  at  S.  Edmunds  Bury 
Meet  to  conferre,  and  on  the  altar  there 
Sweare  fecrecie  and  aid  to  this  aduife. 

Meane  while,  let  vs  conuey  this  body  hence. 

And  giue  him  buriall,  as  befits  his  ftate, 

Keeping  his  months  mind,  and  his  obfequies 
With  folemne  interceffion  for  his  foule. 

How  fay  you  lordings,  are  you  all  agreed  ? 

Pemb.  The  tenth  of  Jpril  at  S.  Edmunds  Burie, 

God  letting  not,  I will  not  faile  the  time. 

Fjfex.  Then  let  vs  all  conuey  the  body  hence.  Exeunt, 

Enter 
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Enter  K,  Iohn,  -with  two  or  threCy  and  the  prophet, 

loh.  Difturbed  thoughts,  foredoomers  of  mine  ill,  ' 
Diftra<5led  paflions,  fignes  of  growing  harmes, 

Strange  prophecies  of  imminent  milhaps. 

Confound  my  wits,  and  dull  my  fenfes  fo, 

That  euery  obie6f  thefe  mine  eies  behold, 

Seeme  inftruments  to  bring  me  to  my  end. 

Afcenfion  day  is  come,  Iohn  feare  not  then 
The  prodigies  this  pratling  prophet  threats. 

Tis  come  indeed  : ah  were  it  fully  pafl:. 

Then  were  I carelede  of  a thoufand  feares. 

The  diall  tels  me,  it  is  twelue  at  noone. 

Were  twelue  at  midnight  pafl:,  then  might  I vaunt, 

Falfe  feers  prophecies  of  no  import. 

Could  I as  well  with  this  right  hand  of  mine 
Rcmoue  the  funne  from  our  meridian, 

Vnto  the  moonefled  circle  of  th’  Antipodes y 
As  turne  this  fleele  from  twelue  to  twelue  agen, 

Then  lohuy  the  date  of  fatall  prophecies. 

Should  with  the  prophets  life  together  end. 

But  multa  cadunt  hiter  calicem  fupremaqiie  labra, 

Peter y vnfay  thy  foolilh  doting  dreame. 

And  by  the  crowne  of  England  here  I fweare. 

To  make  thee  great,  and  greatefl  of  thy  kin. 

Peter.  King  lohny  although  the  time  I haue  prefcrib’d 
Be  but  twelue  houres  remaining  yet  behind. 

Yet  doe  I know  by  infpiration. 

Ere  that  fixt  time  be  fully  come  about, 

King  lohu  (hall  not  be  king  as  heretofore. 

John.  Vaine  buzzard,  what  mifchance  can  chance  fo  foone. 
To  fet  a king  befide  his  regall  feat  ? 

My  heart  is  good,  my  body  palfing  flrong, 

My  land  in  peace,  my  enemies  fubdu’d, 

Onely 
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Onely  my  barons  florme  at  Arthurs  death. 

But  Arthur  Hues,  I there  the  challenge  growes, 

Were  he  difpatch’d  vnto  his  longeft  home, 

Then  were  the  king  fecure  of  thoufand  foes. 

Hubert,  what  newes  with  thee,  where  are  my  lords  ? 

Huh.  Hard  newes  my  lord,  Arthur  the  louely  prince. 
Seeking  to  efcape  ouer  the  caffle  walks, 

Fell  headlong  downe,  and  in  the  curfed  fall 
He  brake  his  bones,  and  there  before  the  gate 
Your  barons  found  him  dead,  and  breathlefle  quite. 

loh.  Is  Arthur  dead  i then  Hubert  without  more  words 
hang  th^  prophet, 
with  Peter,  villain  out  of  my  Hght, 

I am  deafe,  be  gone,  let  him  not  fpeake  a word. 

Now  lohn,  thy  feares  are  vanifht  into  fmoake, 

Arthur  is  dead,  thou  guiitlelTe  of  his  death. 

Sweet  youth,  but  that  I Hriued  for  a crowne, 

I could  haue  well  afFoarded  to  thine  age. 

Long  life,  and  happineffe  to  thy  content. 

Enter  the  Bajlard. 

Joh.  Philip  what  newes  with  thee  ? 

Baft.  The  newes  I heard  was  Peters  prayers, 

Who  wilht  like  fortune  to  befall  vs  all : 

And  with  that  word,  the  rope  his  lateH:  friend. 

Kept  him  from  falling  headlong  to  the  ground. 

loh.  There  let  him  hang,  and  be  the  rauens  food. 

While  lohn  triumphs  in  fpite  of  prophecies. 

But  whats  the  tydings  from  the  popelings  now  ? 

What  fay  the  monkes  and  priefls  to  our  proceedings  ? 

Or  where’s  the  barons  that  fo  fuddainely 
Did  leaue  the  king  vpon  a falfe  furmife  I 

Baft. 


OF  King  Iohn. 


Bajl-  The  prelates  ftorme  and  thirft  for  (harp  reuenge 
But  pleafe  your  maieftie,  were  that  the  worft, 

Is  little  fkild  ; a greater  danger  growes,  ' 

Which  muft  be  weeded  out  by  carefull  fpeed, 

Or  all  is  loft,  for  all  is  leueld  at. 

loh.  More  frights  and  fcares  ! what  ere  thy  tidings  be, 
I am  prepar’d  : then  Philip,  quickly  fay, 

Meane  they  to  murder,  or  imprifon  me, 

To  giue  my  crowne  away  to  Rome  or  France ; 

Or  will  they  each  of  them  become  a king  ? 

Worfe  than  I thinke  it  is,  it  cannot  be. 

Baji,  Not  worfe  my  lord,  but  euery  whit  as  bad. 

The  nobles  haue  elected  Lewis  king. 

In  right  of  lady  Blanch,  your  «eece,  his  wife  : 

His  landing  is  expefted  euery  houre. 

The  nobles,  commons,  clergie,  all  eftates. 

Incited  chiefly  by  the  cardinall, 

Pandulph  that  lies  here  legate  for  the  Pope, 

Thinke  long  to  fee  their  new  elected  king. 

And  for  vndoubted  proofe,  fee  here  my  liege. 

Letters  to  me  from  your  nobilitie. 

To  be  a partie  in  this  aftion  : 

Who  vnder  fhew  of  fained  holinelTe, 

Appoint  their  meeting  at  S.  Edmunds  Biirie. 

There  to  confult,  confpire,  and  conclude 
The  ouerthrowe  and  downefall  of  your  ftate. 

loh.  Why  fo  it  muft  be  : one  houre  of  content. 
Match’d  with  a month  of  paiTionate  effe<ft:s. 

Why  fhines  the  funne  to  fauour  this  confort  ? 

Why  doe  the  winds  not  break  their  brazen  gates. 

And  fcatter  all  thefe  periur’d  complices. 

With  all  their  counfels,  and  their  damned  drifts  ? 

But  fee  the  welkin  rolleth  gently  on. 
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There’s  not  a lowring  cloud  to  frowne  on  them  ; 

The  heauen,  the  earth,  the  funne,  the  moone  and  all, 
Confpire  with  thofe  confederates  my  decay. 

Then  hell  for  me,  if  any  power  be  there, 

Forfake  that  place,  and  guide  me  ftep  by  flep, 

To  poyfon,  ftrangle,  murder  in  their  fteps 
Thefe  traytors  : oh  that  name  is  too  good  for  them. 

And  death  is  eafie  : is  there  nothing  worfe. 

To  wreake  me  on  this  proud  peace-breaking  crew  ? 

What  faift  thou  Philip  ? why  affills  thou  not  ? 

Bq/i.  Thefe  curfes  (good  my  lord)  fit  not  the  feafon  : 

Help  muft  defcend  from  heauen  againfl  this  treafon  ? 

loh.  Nay  thou  wilt  proue  a traytor  with  the  reft, 

Goe  get  thee  to  them,  fhame  come  to  you  all. 

Baft.  I would  be  loath  to  leaue  your  highnefTe  thus, 

Yet  you  command,  and  I,  though  grieu’d,  will  goe. 
loh.  Ah  Philips  whither  go’ft  thou  ? come  againe. 

Baft.  My  lord,  thefe  motions  are  as  paffions  of  a mad  man. 
loh,  A mad  man  Philip,  I am  mad  indeed. 

My  heart  is  maz’d,  my  fences  all  foredone. 

And  John  of  England  now  is  quite  vndone. 

Was  euer  king  as  I opprefl  with  cares  ? 

Dame  Elianor  my  noble  mother  queene, 

My  onely  hope  and  comfort  in  diflreffe. 

Is  dead,  and  England  excommunicate, 

And  I am  interdicted  by  the  pope. 

All  churches  curft,  their  doores  are  fealed  vp. 

And  for  the  pleafure  of  the  Romijh  prieft. 

The  ferulce  of  the  highefl  is  negleCted, 

The  multitude  (a  beaft  of  many  heads) 

Doe  wifh  confufion  to  their  foueraigne  : 

The  nobles  blinded  with  ambitions  fumes, 

Aflemble  powers  to  beate  mine  empire  downe. 

And 


OF  King  Iojin.* 


And  more  than  this,  ele(fl^  forrein  king, 

O England^  wert  thou  euer  miferable. 

King  lohn  of  England  fees  thee  miferable  : 
lohn^  tis  tliy  finnes  that  makes  it  miferable, 

^ticquid  delirunt  Reges,  pletluntur  Achiui* 

Philips  as  thou  haft  euer  lou’d  thy  king, 

So  ftiow  it  now  : poft  to  S.  Edmunds  Buric, 

Diftemble  with  the  nobles,  know  their  drifts, 

Confound  their  diuellifli  plots,  and  damn’d  deuifes. 

'T'hough  John  be  faultie,  yet  let  fubiefts  beare. 

He  will  amend,  and  right  the  peoples  wrongs. 

A mother  though  Ihee  were  vnnaturall. 

Is  better  than  the  kindeft  ftep-dame  is  : 

Let  neuer  EngliJJjman  truft  forraine  rule. 

Then  Philip  ftiew  thy  fealty  to  thy  king. 

And  mongft  the  nobles  plead  thou  for  the  king. 

Baji,  I goe  my  lord  : fee  how  he  is  diftraught, 

This  is  the  curfed  prieft  of  Italy 

Hath  heap’d  thefe  mifchiefes  on  this  haplcfte  land. 

Now  Philip,  hadft  thou  Tullies  eloquence. 

Then  might’ft  thou  hope  to  plead  with  good  fuccefTe. 

Exit. 

loh.  And  art  thou  gone  ? fuccelTe  may  follow  thee  ; 

Thus  haft  thou  fhew’d  thy  kindnefte  to  thy  king. 

Sirra,  in  hafte  goe  greet  the  cardinall, 

Pandulph  I meane,  the  legat  from  the  Pope. 

Say  that  the  king  defires  to  fpeake  with  him. 

Now  lohn  bethinke  thee  how  thou  maift  refolue ; 

And  if  thou  wilt  continue  Englands  king, 

Then  caft  about  to  keepe  thy  diadem  ; 

For  life  and  land,  and  all  is  leueld  at. 

The  pope  of  Rcme^  tis  he  that  is  the  caufe. 

He  curfeth  thee,  he  fets  thy  fubiefts  free 
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From  due  obedience  to  their  foue^gigne : 

He  animates  the  nobles  in  their  warres, 

He  giues  away  the  crowne  to  Philips  fonne. 

And  pardons  all  that  feeke  to  murther  thee  : 

And  thus  blind  zeale  is  flill  predominant. 

Then  lohn  there  is  no  way  to  keepe  thy  crowne. 

But  finely  to  difiemble  with  the  pope  : 

That  hand  that  gaue  the  wound  mufi:  giue  the  falue 
To  cure  the  hurt,  elfe  quite  incurable. 

Thy  finnes  are  farre  too  great  to  be  the  man 
T’abolifh  pope,  and  poperie  from  thy  realme  : 

But  in  thy  feate,  if  I may  guefle  at  all, 

A king  fhall  raigne  that  fliall  fupprefle  them  all. 

Peace  lohn,  here  comes  the  legate  of  the  pope, 
Difiemble  thou,  and  whatfoere  thou  fai’fi. 

Yet  with  thy  heart  wifii  their  confufion. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

Pand.  Now  Ioh7i,  vnworthy  man  to  breath  on  earth, 
That  do’fi  oppugne  againfi  thy  mother  church  : 

Why  am  I fent  for  to  thy  curfed  felfe  ? 

lohn*  Thou  man  of  God,  vicegerent  for  the  pope. 
The  holy  vicar  of  S.  Peters  church, 

Vpon  my  knees,  I pardon  craue  of  thee, 

And  doe  fubmit  me  to  the  fea  of  Rome, 

And  vow  for  penance  of  my  high  offence. 

To  take  on  me  the  holy  crofie  of  Chrifi, 

And  carry  armes  in  holy  chrifiian  warres. 

Pand.  No  lohn,  thy  crowching  and  difiembling  thus 
Cannot  deceiue  the  legate  of  the  pope, 

Say  what  thou  wilt,  I will  not  credite  thee  : 

Thy  crowne  and  kingdome  both  are  tane  away. 

And  thou  art  curfi  without  redemption. 


OF  'King  Iohn, 


lohn.  Accurft  indeede  kneele  to  fuch  a drudge, 

And  get  no  help  with  thy  fubmiffion, 

Vnflieathe  thy  fword,  and  'fley  the  mifprowd  priefl: 

That  thus  triumphs  ore  thee  a mightie  king  : 

No  lohn,  fubmit  againe,  .diflcmble  yet. 

For  priefts  and  women  muft  be  flattered. 

Yet. holy  father  thou  thy  felfe  dofl:  know, 

No  time  too  late  for  finners  to  repent, 

Abfolue  me  then,  and  lohn  doth  fweare  to  do 
The  vttermoft  what  euer  thou  demaundfl:. 

Pandulph,  lohn,  now  I fee  thy  hearty  penitence, 

I rew  and  pitty  thy  diftrefl:  eftate. 

One  way  is  left  to  reconcile  thy  felfe. 

And  onely  one  which  I lhall  (hew  to  thee. 

Thou  muft  furrender  to  the  fea  of  Rome 
Thy  crowne  and  diadem,- ’ then  fhall  the  pope 
Defend  thee  from  th’inuafion  of  thy  foes. 

And  where  his  holinefle  hath  kindled  Frmnce, 

And  fet  thy  fubiecfls  hearts  at  warre  with  thee, 

Then  fliall  he  curfe  thy  foes,  and  beate  them  downe. 

That  feeke  the  difcontentment  of  the  king. 

lohn.  From  bad  to  worfe,  or  I mufl:  loofcmy  realme, 

Or  giue  my  crowne  for  penance  vnto  Rorr.e ; 

A miferie  more  piercing  than  the  darts 
That  breake  from  burning  exhalations  power. 

What,  fhall  I giue  my  crowne  with  this  right  hand  ? 

No : with  this  hand  defend  thy  crowne  and  thee. 

What  newes  with  thee  ? 

Enter  MeJJenger, 

Pleafe  it  your  maieftie,  there  is  defcried  on  the  coafl:  of  Kent 
an  hundred  fayle  of  (hips,  which  of  all  men  is  thought  to  be 
the  French  fleet,  vnder  the  conduct  of  the  Dolphin,  fo  that  ik 
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puts  the  countrey  in  a mutiny,  fo'They  fend  to  your  grace  for 
fuccour. 

K»  loh.  How  now  lord  Cardinal,  what’s  your  bell:  aduife  ? 
Thefe  mutinies  mu  (I  be  allaid  in  time. 

By  policy  or  headflrong  rage  at  leaft. 

O lohiiy  thefe  troubles  tyre  thy  wearied  foule. 

And  like  to  Luna  in  a fad  eclipfe, 

So  are  thy  thoughts  and  palTions  for  this  newes. 

Well  may  it  be,  when  kings  are  grieued  fo, 

The  vulgar  fort  worke  princes  ouerthrowe. 

Card.  K.  lohn^  for  not  effedfing  of  thy  plighted  vow, 

This  ftrange  annoyance  happens  to  thy  land  : 

But  yet  be  reconcil’d  vnto  the  church. 

And  nothing  fhall  be  grieuous  to  thy  ftate. 

loh.  On  Pandulph,  be  it  as  thou  hall  decreed, 

John  will  not  fpurne  againfl:  thy  found  aduife. 

Come  lets  away,  and  with  thy  helpe  I trow, 

My  realme  (hall  flourifh,  and  my  crowne  in  peace. 

/ I 

Enter  the  nobles,  Pembrooke,  Effex,  Chefler,  Bewchampe, 

Clare,  'with  others. 

Pemb.  Now  fweet  S.  Edmund  holy  faint  in  heauen, 

Whofe  fhrine  is  facred,  high  efleem’d  on  earth. 

Infuze  a conftant  zeale  in  all  our  hearts. 

To  profecute  this  a<5t  of  mickle  weight. 

Lord  Bewchampe  fay,  what  friends  haue  you  procur’d. 

Bewch,  The  L.  Fitz  Water,  L.  Percie,  and  L.  RoJJe, 
Vow’d  meeting  here  this  day  the  leuenth  houre. 

Ejjex.  Vnder  the  cloke  of  holy  pilgrimage. 

By  that  fame  houre  on  warrant  of  their  faith, 

• Philip  Plantaginet,  a bird  of  fwifteft  wing, 

Lord  Eujiauce,  Vefcy,  lord  CreJJy,  and  lord  Mowbrey, 
Appointed  meeting  at  S.  Edmunds  fliriae. 


Pemb. 
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Panb,  Vntlll  their  prefence,  He  conceale  my  talc. 

Sweet  complices  in  holy  chriftian  a^ts. 

That  venture  for  the  purchafTe  of  renowne. 

Thrice  welcome  to  the  league  of  high  refolue, 

That  pawne  their  bodies  for  their  foules  regard. 

Ejfex.  Now  wanteth  but  the  red;  to  end  this  worke. 

In  pilgrimes  habite  comes  our  holy  troupe 
A furlong  hence,  with  fwift  vnwoonted  pace, 

May  be  they  are  the  perfons  you  expedf . 

Pemb.  With  fwift  vnwoonted  gate,  fee  what  a thing  is 
zeale, 

That  fpurs  them  on  with  feruence  to  this  flirine,  i 

Now  ioy  come  to  them  for  their  true  intent: 

And  in  good  time,  here  come  the  war-men  all, 

That  fweat  in  body  by  the  minds  difeafe : 

Hap  and  harts-eafe  braue  lordings  be  your  lot. 

Enter  the  Bajlard  Philip,  &c. 

Amen  my  lords,  the  like  betide  your  lucke. 

And  all  that  trauell  in  a chriftian  caufe. 

Ejfex.  Cheerely  repli’d  braue  branch  of  kingly  ftocke, 

A right  Plant agenet  fhould  reafon  fo. 

But  filence  lords,  attend  our  commings  caufe  : 

The  feruile  yoke  that  pained  vs  with  toyle, 

On  Hrong  inftin^f  hath  fram’d  this  conuentick, 

To  eafe  our  neckes  of  feruitudes  contempt. 

Should  I not  name  the  foeman  of  our  reft. 

Which  of  you  all  fo  barren  In  conceipt. 

As  cannot  leuell  at  the  man  I meane  ? 

But  left  enigma’s  fhadow  fhining  truth, 

Plainely  to  paint,  as  truth  requires  no  art. 

Th’effecft  of  this  refort  importeth  this. 

To  root  and  cleane  extirpate  tyrant  lohnf 
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Tyrant  I fa 3^,  appealing  to  the  man, 

If  any  here  that  loues  him,  and  I alke,  " 

What  kindlhip,  lenitie,  or  chriftian  raigne, 

Rules  in  the  man,  to  barre  this  foule  impeach  ? 
Firlf  I inferre  the  Chejiers  banifhment : 

For  reprehending  him  in  moft  vnchriftian  crimes. 
Was  fpeciall  notice  of  a tyrants  will. 

But  were  this  all,  thediuell  fhould  be  fau’d. 

But  this  the  leaf!  of  many  thoufand  faults. 

That  circumffance  with  leifure  might  difplay. 

Our  priuate  wrongs,  no  parcell  of  my  tale 
Which  now  in  prefence,  but  for  fome  great  caijtfe 
Might  wilh  to  him  as  to  a mortall  foe. 

But  fhall  I clofe  the  period  with  an  aft 
Abhorring  in  the  eares  of  chriftian  men, 

His  coufins  death,  that  fweet  vnguiltie  child, 
Vntimely  butcherd  by  the  tyrants  meanes. 

Here  are  my  proofes,  as  cleere  as  grauel  brooke. 
And  on  the  fame  I further  muff  inferre. 

That  who  vpholds  a tyrant  in  his  courfe. 

Is  culpable  of  all  his  damned  guilt. 

To  {hew  the  which,  is  yet  to  be  defcrib’d. 

My  lord  of  Pembrooke,  fhewe  what  is  behinde, 
Onely  I fay,  that  were  there  nothing  elfe 
To  mooue  vs,  but  the  popes  molt  dreadfull  curfe. 
Whereof  we  are  affured,  if  we  faile. 

It  were  enough  to  inftigate  vs  all. 

With  earneftneffe  of  fprite,  to  feeke  a meane 
To  difpoffelTe  lohnoi  his  regiment. 

Pemh.  Well  hath  my  lord  of  Ejfex  told  his  tale> 
Which  I auerre  for  moft  fubftantiall  truth. 

And  more-  to  make  the  matter  to  our  minde, 

I fay  that  Lewh  in  challenge  of  his  wife. 


OF  King  Iohn. 


Hath  title  of  an  vncontrouled  plea. 

To  all  that  longeth  to  our  Englijh  crowne. 

Short  tale  to  make,  the  fea  apoflolike. 

Hath  offerd  dirpcnfation  for  the  fault. 

If  any  be,  as  truft  me  none  I know. 

By  planting  Lewis  in  the  vfurpers  roome  : 

This  is  the  caufe  of  all  our  prefence  here. 

That  on  the  holy  altar  we  proteff. 

To  aid  the  right  of  Lewis  with  goods  and  life. 
Who  on  our  knowledge  is  in  armes  for  England. 
What  fay  you  lords  ? 

Salif.  As  Pembrooke  faith,  affirmeth  Salisbtirie  : 
Faire  Lewis  of  France  that  fpoufed  lady  Bla7ichf 
Hath  title  of  an  vncontrouled  Ilrength 
To  England^  and  what  longeth  to  the  crowne  : 

In  right  whereof,  as  we  are  true  inform’d. 

The  prince  is  marching  hitherward  in  armes. 

Our  purpofe,  to  conclude  that  with  a word. 

Is  to  inuefl  him  as  we  may  deuife. 

King  of  our  countrey,  in  the  tyrants  flead  : 

Aqd  fo  the  warrant  on  the  altar  fworne. 

And  fo  the  intent  for  which  we  hither  came. 

Bajl.  My  lord  of  Salisburie^  I cannot  couch 
My  fpeeches  with  the  needfull  words  of  arte. 

As  doth  befeeme  in  fuch  a waightie  worke. 

But  what  my  confcience  and  my  duty  will, 

I purpofe  to  impart. 

For  Chejiers  exile,  blame  his  bufie  wit. 

That  medled  where  his  duty  quite  forbade : 

For  any  priuate  caufes  that  you  haue. 

Me  thinke  they  fliould  not  mount  to  fuch  a height. 
As  to  depofe  a king  in  their  reuenge. 

For  Arthurs  death,  K.  Iohn  was  innocent, 
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He  defperate  was  the  death fman  to  himfelfe, 

Which  you,  to  make  a colour  to  your  crime,  injullly  do  im- 
pute to  his  defalt. 

But  wher  fel  traitorifme  hath  refidece. 

There  wants  no  words  to  fet  defpight  on  worke. 

1 fay  tis  lhame,  and  worthy  all  reproofe. 

To  wrefl  fuch  petty  wrongs  in  tearms  of  right, 

Againll:  a king  annointed  by  the  lord. 

Why  Salsburie,  admit  the  wrongs  are  true. 

Yet  fubiecls  may  not  take  in  hand  reuenge. 

And  rob  the  heauens  of  their  proper  power. 

Where  fitteth  he  to  whom  reuenge  belongs. 

And  doth  a pope,  a prieft,  a man  of  pride, 

Giue  charters  for  the  Hues  oflawfull  kings? 

What  can  he  blefle,  or  who  regards  his  curfe. 

But  fuch  as  giue  to  man,  and  take  from  God  ? 

I fpeake  it  in  the  fight  of  God  aboue, 

There’s  not  a man  that  dies  in  your  beleefe. 

But  fels  his  foule  perpetually  to  paine. 

Aid  Lewis,  leaue  God,  kill  John,  pleafe  hell. 

Make  hauocke  of  the  welfare  of  your  foules. 

For  here  I leaue  you  in  the  fight  of  heauen,  ‘ 

A troope  of  traytors,  food  for  hellifh  fiends  ; 

If  you  dcfifl,  then  follow  me  as  friends, 

If  not,  then  doe  your  worfi:,  as  hatefull  traytors. 

For  Lewis  his  right,  alaffe  tis  too  too  lame,  : 

A fenflefle  claime,  if  truth  be  titles  friend. 

In  briefe,  if  this  be  caufe  of  our  refort. 

Our  pilgrimage  is  to  the  diuels  fiirine. 

I came  not  lords,  to  troupe  as  traytors  doe. 

Nor  will  I eounfell  in  fo  bad  a caufe  : 

Pleafe  you  returne,  we  goe  againe  as  friends, 

If  not,  I to  my  king,  and  you  where  traytors  pleafe  Exit. 

Percie* 


OF  King  Iohn. 


Percte.  A hot  yong  man,  and  fo  my  lords  proceed, 

I let  him  goe,  and  better  loft  than  found. 

Pemb.  What  fay  you  lords,  will  all  the  reft  proceed. 

Will  yon  all  with  me  fweare  vpon  the  altar. 

That  you  wil  to  the  death,  be  aid  to  Lc.  and  enemy  to  Iohn  ? 
Euery  man  lay  his  hand  by  mine,  in  witnes  of  his  harts  ac- 
cord. 

Wei  then,  euery  man  to  armes  to  meet  the  king, 

Who  is  already  before  London. 

Enter  Mejfcnger. 

Pemb.  What  nevves  herauld  ? 

The  right  chriftian  prince  my  mafter,  Lewis  of  France^  is 
at  hand,  comming  to  vifit  your  honours,  diredled  hither  by 
the  right  honourable  Richard  earle  of  Bigot,  to  conferre  with 
your  honours. 

Pemb.  How  neere  is  his  highnefte  ? 

Mef,  Ready  to  enter  your  prefence. 

% 

Enter  Lewis,  earle  Bigot,  with  his  troupe. 

Lew.  Faire  lords  of  England,  Lewis  falutes  you  all 
As  ti  lends,  and  firme  wel-willers  of  his  weale 
At  whofe  lequeft,  from  plentie  flowing  France, 

Crofting  the  ocean  with  a foutherne  gale. 

He  is  in  perfon  come  at  your  commands. 

To  vndertake  and  gratifie  withall, 

The  fulnefte  of  your  ftiuours  profFerd  him. 

But  worlds  braue  men,  omitting  promifes. 

Till  time  be  minifter  of  more  amends, 

I muft  acquaint  you  with  our  fortunes  courfe. 

The  heauens  dewing  fauours  on  my  head, 

Haue  in  their  conduct  fafe  with  vi(ft:ory. 

Brought  me  along  your  well  manured  bounds. 
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With  fmall  repulfe,  and  little  crofTe  of  chance. 

Your  dtie  Rochejier,  with  great  applaufe, 

By  fome  diuine  inftind:  laid  armes  afide  : 

And  from  the  hollow  holes  of  ThameftSy 
Eccho  apace  repli’d,  Vine  la  Roy, 

From  thence,  along  the  wanton  rowling  glade 
To  Troynouant y your  faire  metropolis, 

With  lucke  came  Leixiisy  to  fhew  his  troupes  of  France y 
Wauing  our  enfignes  with  the  dallying  winds, 

The  fearefull  obied  of  fell  frowning  warre  ; 

Where  after  fome  affault,  and  fmall  defence, 

Heauens  may  I fay,  and  not  my  warlike  troupe, 
Xemperd  their  hearts  to  take  a friendly  foe 
Within  the  compafle  of  their  high  built  wals, 

Giuing  me  title,  as  it  feemd  they  wifh. 

Thus  fortune  (lords)  adfs  to  your  forwardnefle, 

Meanes  of  content,  in  lieu  of  former  griefe : 

And  may  I hue  but  to  requite  you  all. 

Worlds  wifh  were  mine,  in  dying  noted  yours. 

Salif,  Welcom  the  balme  that  clofeth  vp  our  wounds. 
The  foueraigne  medcine  for  our  quicke  recure. 

The  anchor  of  our  hope,  the  onely  prop. 

Whereon  depends  our  Hues,  our  lands,  our  weale. 
Without  the  which,  as  fheepe  without  their  heird, 
(Except  a fhepheard  winking  at  the  wolfe) 

We  flray,  we  pine,  we  run  to  thoufand  harmes. 

No  maruell  then,  though  with  vnwonted  ioy, 

We  welcome  him  that  beateth  woes  away. 

Leiv.  Thanks  to  you  all  of  this  religious  league, 

A holy  knot  of  catholike  confent. 

I cannot  name  you  lordings,  man  by  man, 

But  like  a flranger  vnacquainted  yet, 

In  generall  I promife  faithfull  loue : 
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Lord  Bigot  brought  me  to  S.  Edmunds  fhrine. 

Gluing  me  warrant  of  a chriftian  oath. 

That  this  aflembly  came  deuoted  here, 

To  fvveare  according  as  your  packets  (bow’d, 

Homage  and  loyall  feruice  to  our  felfe, 

I need  not  doubt  the  furetie  of  your  wils. 

Since  well  I know,  for  many  of  your  fakes. 

The  townes  haue  yeelded  on  their  own  accords : 

Yet  for  a fafhion,  not  for  milbeleefe. 

My  eyes  muff  witneiTe,  and  thefe  eares  muft  heare 
Your  oath  vpon  the  holy  altar  fworne, 

And  after  march,  to  end  our  commings  caufe. 

Saif,  That  we  intend  no  other  than  good  truth; 

All  that  are  prefent  of  this  holy  league. 

For  confirmation  of  our  better  truft, 

In  prefence  of  his  highnelTe,  fweare  with  me. 

The  fequel  that  my  felfe  (hall  vtter  here. 

I Thomas  Plantaginety  earle  of  Salishiirie,  fweare  vpon  the 
altar,  and  by  the  holy  army  of  faints,  homage  and  allegeance 
to  the  right  chrifiian  prince  Lewis  of  France,  as  true  and 
rightfull  king  to  England,  Cornewall,  and  Wales,  and  to  their 
territories:  in’ the  defence  whereof,  I vpon  the  holy  altar 
fweare  all  forwardnefie.  All  the  Eng,  Lo,  fweare. 

As  the  noble  earle  hath  fworne,  fo  fweare  we  all. 

Lew,  I reft  aftured  on  your  holy  oath. 

And  on  this  altar  in  like  fort  I fweare 
Loue  to  you  all,  and  princely  recompence 
To  guerdon  your  good  wils  vnto  the  full. 

And  fince  I am  at  this  religious  (brine. 

My  good  wel-willers  giue  vs  leaue  a while, 

To  vfe  fome  orizons  our  felues  apart. 

To  all  the  holy  company  of  heauen. 

That  they  will  fmile  vpon  our  purpofes. 

And  bring  them  to  a fortunate  euent. 


Saif, 
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Sal,  We  leaue  your  highnefle  to  your  good  intent 

Exeunt  lords  of  England. 

Lew,  Now  vicount  Melowty  what  remains  behind  ? 

Truft  me  thefe  tray  tors  to  their  foueraigne  ftate, 

Are  not  to  be  belecu’d  in  any  fort. 

Meloun.  Indeed  my  lord,  they  that  infringe  their  oths, 

And  play  the  rebels  gainft  their  natiue  king, 

Will  for  as  little  caufe  reuolt  from  you, 

If  euer  opportunitie  incite  them  fo  : 

For  once  forfworne,  and  neuer  after  found. 

There’s  no  affiance  after  periury. 

Lew.  ^ t\\  Meloun,  wel,  let’s  fmooth  with  the  awhile, 
Vntill  we  haue  as  much  as  they  can  doe  : 

And  when  their  vertue  is  exhaled  drie. 

He  hang  them  for  the  guerdon  of  their  helpe : 

Meane  while  wee’l  vfe  them  as  a pretious  poyfon, 

To  vndertake  the  iffue  of  our  hope. 

Fr.  Lo.  Tis  policy  (my  lord)  to  baite  our  hookes  ' 

With  merry  fmiles,  and  promife  of  much  weight ; 

But  when  your  highnefle  needeth  them  no  more. 

Tis  good  make  fure  worke  with  them,  left  indeede 
They  prooue  to  you  as  to  their  naturall  king. 

Melun.  Truft  mee  rhy  lord,  right  well  haue  you  aduifde, 
Venome  for  yfe,  but  neuer  for  a fport 
Is  to  be  dallied  with,  left  it  infect. 

Were  you  inftald,  as  foone  I hope  you  fhall : 

Be  free  from  traitors,  and  difpatch  them  all. 

Lewes.  That  fo  I meane,  I fweare  before  you  all 
On  this  fame  altar,  and  by  heauens  powxr, 

Theres  not  an  Englijb  traitor  of  them  all, 
lohn  once  difpatcht,  and  I faire  Englands  king, 

Shall  on  his  fhoulders  beare  his  head  one  day, 

But  I will  crop  it  for  their  guilts  defert : 

Nor 
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Nor  fliall  their  helres  inioy  their  feigniories. 

But  perifh  by  their  parents  foule  amifle. 

This  haiie  I fworne,  and  this  will  I performe, 

If  ere  I come  vnto  the  height  I hope. 

Lay  downe  your  hands,  and  fweare  the  fame  with  me. 

The  French  lords  fweare. 

Why  fo,  how  call  them  in,  and  fpeake  them  faire, 

A fmile  of  Fraunce  will  feed  an  Englijh  foole. 

Beare  them  in  hand  as  friends,  for  fo  they  be : 

But  in  the  heart  like  traitors  as  they  are. 

Enter  the  Englidi  lords. 

Now  famous  followers,  chiefetaines  of  the  world, 

Haue  we  follicited  with  hearty  prayer 
The  heauen  in  fauour  of  our  high  attempt. 

Leane  we  this  place,  and  march  we  with  our  power 
To  rowfe  the  tyrant  from  his  chiefeft  hold  : 

And  when  our  labours  haue  a profprous  end, 

Each  man  lhall  reape  the  fruit  of  his  defert. 

And  fo  refolu’d,  braue  followers  let  vs  hence. 

Enter  K.  Iohn,  Ballard,  Pandulph,  and  a many  priejls  'with 

them. 

Thus  lolniy  thou  art  abfolv’d  from  all  thy  fiones. 

And  freed  by  order  from  our  fathers  curfe. 
lleceiue  thy  crowne  againe,  with  this  proulfo. 

That  thou  remaine  true  liegeman  to  the  pope, 

And  carry  armes  in  right  of  holy  Rome, 

Iohn.  I holde  the  fame  as  tenant  to  the  pope, 

And  thanke  your  holinefle  for  your  kindnelfe  Ihewne. 

Philip,  A proper  ieft,  when  kings  mull  floop  to  fricr^ 
Need  hath  no  law,  when  friers  mull  be  kings. 
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Enter  a mejj'enger 

Mejf,  Pleafe  it  your  maieftie,  the  prince  of  France, 

With  all  the  nobles  of  your  graces  land 
Are  marching  hitherward  in  good  aray. 

Where  ere  they  fet  their  foot,  all  places  yeeld  r 
Thy  land  is  theirs,'  and  not  a foot  holds  out 
But  Douer  caftle,  which  is  hard  befieg’d. 

Pan.  Fcare  not  king  lohn,  thy  kingdomc  is  the  popes. 
And  they  Ihall  -know  his  holineffe  hath  power. 

To  beate  them  foone  from  whence  he  hath  to  doe. 

Drums  and  trumpets.'  Enter  Melun,  Sallfbury, 

ElTex,  Pembrooke,  and  all  the  nobles  from  Fraunce  and 

England.  » 

Lewes.  Pandidphy  as  gaue  his  holine/Te  in  charge, 

So  hath  the  Dolphm  muflred  vp  his  troupes. 

And  wonne  the  greatelf  part  of  all  this  land. 

But  ill  becomes  your  grace  lord  Cardinall, 

Thus  to  conuerfe  with  John  that  is  accurfV. 

Pand.  Lewes  of  France,  victorious  conqueror, 

Whofe  fword  hath  made  this  iland  quake  for  feare ; 

Thy  forwardnelTe  to  fight  for  holy  Rome, 

Shall  be  remunerated  to  the  full ; 

But  know  my  lord,  K.  John  is  now  abfolu’d. 

The  Pope  is  pleafde,  the  land  is  bleft  agen, 

And  thou  haft  brought  each  thing  to  good  effect. 

It  refteth  then  that  thou  withdraw  thy  powers. 

And  quietly  returiie  to  Fraunce  againe  : 

For  all  is  done  the  pope  would  with  thee  doe. 

Lewes.  But  all’s  not  done  that  Lewes  came  to  do. 

Why  Pandulph,  hath  king  Philip  fent  his  fonnc 
And  beene  at  fuch  exceffiue  charge  in  warres. 


To 
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To  be  difmlft  with  words  ? king  Iohn  fhall  know, 

England  is  mine,  and  he  vfurps  my  right. 

Pand.  Lewes i I charge  thee  and  thy  complices 
Vpon  the  paine  of  Pandulphs  holy  curfe, 

That  thou  withdraw  thy  powers  to  Fraunce  agalne. 

And  yeeld  vp  London  and  the  neighbour  townes 
That  thou  haft  tane  in  England  by  the  fword. 

Mclun.  Lord  Cardinall,  by  Lewes  princely  leaue. 

It  can  be  nought  but  vfurpation 

In  thee,  the  pope,  and  all  the  church  of  Rome, 

Thus  toinfult  on  kings  of  Chriftendome, 

Now  with  a word  to  make  them  carrie  armes, 

Then  with  a word  to  make  them  leaue  their  armes. 

This  muft  not  be  : prince  Lewes  keepe  thine  owne. 

Let  pope  and  popelings  curfe  their  bellies  full. 

Baji.  My  lord  of  Meliin,  what  title  had  the  prince  * 
To  England  and  the  crowne  of  Albion, 

But  fuch  a title  as  the  pope  confirm’d  : 

The  prelate  now  lets  Tall  his  fained  claime  : 

Lewes  is  but  the  agent  for  the  pope, 

Then  muft  the  Dolphin  ceafe,  fith  he  hath  ceaft  ; 

But  ceafe  or  no,  it  greatly  matters  not. 

If  you  my  lords  and  barons  of  the  land 

Will  leaue  the  French,  and  cleaue  vnto  our  king. 

For  fhame  yee  peeres  of  England  fuffcr  not 
Your  felues,  your  honours,  and  your  land  to  fail : 

But  with  refolued  thoughts  beate  backe  the  French, 

And  free  the  land  from  yoke  of  feruitude. 

Salisbury,  Philip,  not  fo,  lord  Lewes  is  our  king, 

And  wee  will  follow  him  vnto  the  death. 

Pand.  Then  in  the  name  of  Innocent  the  Pope, 

' I curfe  the  prince  and  all  that  take  his  part. 

And 
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And  excommunicate  the  rebell  peeres 
As  traitors  to  the  king  and  to  the  pope. 

Lew.  PanduJpb,  our  fwords  fhall  blelTe  our  felues  agen  : 
Prepare  thee lords  follow  me  your  king.  Exeunt > 

John.  Accurfed  lohn,  the  diuell  owes  thee  lhame, 

Refifting  Romey  or  yeelding  to  the  pope,  all’s  one. 

The  diuell  take  the  pope,  the  peeres,  and  Fraunce : 

Shame  be  my  lhare  for  yeelding  to  the  prieft. 

Pand.  Comfort  thy  felfe  king  lohiiy  the  cardnall  goes 
Vpon  his  curfe  to  make  them  leaue  their  armes.  Exit. 

Bajiard.  Comfort  my  lord,  and  curfe  the  cardiuall. 

Betake  your  felfe  to  armes,  my  troupes  are  preh: 

To  anfwer  Lewes  with  a luilie  lliocke  : 

The  Englifi  archers  haue  their  quiuers  full, 

Their  bowes  are  bent,  the  pikes  are  preft  to  pufh : 

Good  cheere  my  lord,  king  Richards  fortune  hangs 
Vpon  the  plume  of  warrelike  Philips  helme. 

Then  let  them  know  his  brother  and  hisfonne 
Are  leaders  of  the  E.nglijhmen  at  armes. 

lohi.  Philip  I know  not  how  to  anfwer  thee : 

But  let  vs  hence,  to  anfwer  Leaves  pride. 

Excurjions.  Enter  Melon n with  Englifh  lords. 

Mel.  O I am  ilaine,  nobles,  Salisbury y Pembrookcy 
,My  foule  is  charged,  heare  me  : for  what  I fay 
Concerns  the  peeres  of  England,  and  their  hate. 

Lihen,  braue  lords,  a fearefull  mourning  tale 
To  be  deliuered  by  a man  of  death.' 

Behold  thefe  fcarres,  the  dole  of  bloudie  Mars 
Are  harbingers  from  natures  common  foe. 

Citing  this  truncke  to  Telliis  prifon  houfe  ? 

Lifes  charter  (lordings)  lafleth  not  an  houre  : 

' And  fearefull  thoughts,  forerunners  of  my  end. 

Bids  me  giue  phyficke  to  a fickely  foule. 


O peeres 
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0 peere*s  of  England,  know  you  what  you  do  ? 

There’s  but  a haire  that  funders  you  from  harme* 

The  hooke  Is  baited,  and  the^raine  is  made, 

And  fimply  you  runne  doating  to  your  deaths. 

But  left  I die,  and  leaue  my  tale  vntolde. 

With  ftlence  flaughtering  fo  braue  a crew. 

This  I auerrCj  if  Lewes  winne  the  day. 

There’s  not  an  EngUJJjman  that  lifts  his  hand 
Againft  king  Iohn  to  plant  the  heire  of  France-, 

But  is  already  damnd  to  cruell  death. 

1 heard  It  vow’d  ; my  felfe  amongft  the  reft 
Swore  on  the  altar  aide  to  this  edi(ft. 

Two  caufes  lords,  makes  me  difplay  this  drift. 

The  greateft  for  the  freedome  of  my  foule. 

That  longs  to  leaue  this  manfion  free  from  guilt; 

The  other  on  a naturall  inftin(ftj 

For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englithman. 

Mifdoubt  not  lords  the  truth  of  my  difcourfe, 

No  fren/ie,  nor  no  brainficke  idle  fit, 

But  well  aduifde,  and  wotting  what  I fay. 

Pronounce  I here  before  the  face  of  heauen. 

That  nothing  is  difcouered  but  a truth. 

Th  time  to  flie,  fubmit  your  felues  to  Iohn, 

The  fmiles  of  Fraunce  (hade  in  the  frownes  of  deaths 
Lift  vp  your  fwords,  turne  face  againft  the  French, 

Expell  the  yoke  that’s  framed  for  your  necks. 

Backe  warreraeii,  backe,  imbowell  not  the  clime, 

Your  feate,  your  nurfe,  your  birth  dayes  breathing  plac^, 
That  bred  you,  beares  you,  brought  you  vp  In  armes. 

Ah  ! be  not  fo  uigrate  to  digge  your  mothers  graue, 
Preferue  your  lambes  and  beate  away  the  wolfe. 

My  foule  hath  faid,  contritions  penitence 
Laics  hold  on  mans  redemption  for  my  finne. 

VoL.  II.  T 


Parewell 
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Farewell  my  lords  ; witnelTe  my  faith  when  we  are  met  in 
heauen, 

And  for  my  kindnelTe  glue  me  graue  roome  here. 

My  foule  doth  fleet,  worlds  vanities  farewell. 

Saif.  Now  ioy  betide  thy  foule  well-meaning  man. 

How  now  my  lords,'  what  cooling  carde  is  this  ? 

A greater  griefe  growes  now  than  earfl:  hath  beene. 

What  counfell  giue  you,  (hall  we'flay  and  die  ? 

Or  fliall  we  home,  and  kneele  vnto  the  king. 

Pemb^  My  heart  mifgaue  this  fad  accurfed  newes : 

What  haue  we  done  ? fie  lords,  what  frenlle  moued 
Our  hearts  to  yeeld  vnto  the  pride  of  Fraunce  ? 

If  wc  perfeuer,  we  are  fure  to  die  : 

If  we  defifl,  fmall  hope  againe  of  life. 

SaUb.  Beare  hence  the  body  of  this  wretched  man, 

That  made  vs  wretched  with  his  dying  tale, 

And  fland  not  wayling  on  our  prefent  harmes. 

As  women  wont : but  feeke  our  harmes  redrefle. 

As  for  my  felfe,  I will  in  hafle  be  gone  : 

And  kneele  for  pardon  to  our  foueraigne  John. 

Pemb.  I,  there’s  the  way,  lets  rather  kneele  to  him, 

Than  to  the  French  that  would  confound  vs  all.  Exeunt. 

Enter  king  lohn  carried  beHveene  t'wo  lords. 

John.  Set  downe,  fee  downe  the  loade  not  woorth  your 
For  done  I am  with  deadly  wounding  griefe  : (paine, 

Sickely  and  fuccourleffe,  hopelefle  of  any  good. 

The  world  hath  wearied  me,  and  I haue  wearied  it : 

It  loathes  I line,  I line  and  loathe  my  felfe. 

Who  pities  me  ? to  whom  haue  I beene  kinde  i 
But  to  a few  ; a few  will  pitie  me. 

Why  die  I not  ? death  fcornes  fo  vilde  a prey» 

Why  line  I not,  life  hates  fo  fad  a prize. 

1 fue 
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" I fue  to  both  to  be  retaind  of  either, 

But  both  are  deafe^  I can  be  heard  of  neither. 

Nor  death  nor  life,  yet  life  and  nea're  the  neere, 

Ymixt  with  death,  biding  I wot  not  where.' 

Phil,  How  fares  my  lord,  that  he  is  carried  thus  ? 

r f • r . Y ‘ 

Not  all  the  aukewa'rd  fortunes  yet  befalne,"  . 

Made  fuch  imprelTion  of  lament  in' me. 

Nor  euer  did  my  eye  attaint  my  heart 

^4  - • • 

With  any  obieft  iriboulhg  mOre  remorfe. 

Than  now  beholding  of  a mighty  king,' 

Borne  by  his  lords  in  fuch  diftrelTed  flate. 

loh.  What  newes  with' thee  ? if  bad,  report  It  llraight: 

If  good,  be  mute,  it  doth  but  flatter  me. 

Phil.  Such  as  it  is,  and  heauy  though  it  be, 

To  glut  the  world  with  tragicke  elegies. 

Once  will  I breathe  to  aggrauate  the  refl-’. 

Another  moanc  to  make  the  meafure  full. 

The  brauefl:  bow-man  had  not  yet  fent  forth 
Twoarrowes  frorh'th'e  quiuef  at  his'fide^" 

But  that  a rumor  went  throughout  our  campe. 

That  lohn  was  fled,  the  king  had  left  the^field.' 

At  lafl:  the  rumor  fcal’d  thefe  eafes  of  mine. 

Who  rather  chofe‘  as  facrifice  for  MarSy 
Than  ignomlnous  fcandall  by  retire. 

I cheer’d  the  troupes,  as  did  the  prince  of  Troy 
His  weary  followers  again fl:  the  MermidonSy 
Crying  alowd,  S.  GeorgCy  the  day  is  ours. 

f ••  r 

But  feare  had  captluated  courage  quite. 

And  like  the  lambe  before  the  greedie  wolfe’. 

So  heartlefle  fled  our  war-men  from  the  field. 

Short  tale  to  make,  my  felfe  amongfl;  the  reft. 

Was  faine  to  flie  before  the  eager  foe. 

By  this  time  night  had  ftiadowed  all  the  earth, 
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With  fable  curtaines  of  the  blackefl  hue. 

And  fenc’d  vs  from  the  fui  ie  of  the  French^ 

As  lo  from  the  iealous  lunoes  eie, 

When  in  the  morning  our  troupes  did  gather  head, 

Faffing  the  waffies  with  our  carriages, 

• The  impartiall  tide  deadly  and  inexorable. 

Came  raging  in  with  billowes  threatning  death. 

And  fwallowed  vp  the  mofl:  of  all  our  men. 

My  felfe  vpon  a galloway  right  free,  well  pac’d. 

Out  flript  the  flouds  that  followed  waue  by  waue, 

I fo  efcap’d  to  tell  this  tragicke  tale. 

John,  Griefe  vpon  griefe,  yet  none  fo  great  a griefe 
To  end  this  life,  and  thereby  rid  my  griefe. 

Was  euer  any  fo  infortunate. 

The  right  idea  of  a curfed  man. 

As  I,  poore  I,  a triumph  for  defpight. 

My  feuer  growes,  what  ague  fhakes  me  fo  ? 

How  farre  to  Sminjiead,  tell  me,  do  you  know  ? 

Prefen t vnto  the  abbot  word  of  my  repaire. 

My  fickneffie  rages,  to  tyrannize  vpon  me, 

I cannot  liue  vnleffe  this  feuer  leaue  me. 

Philip,  Good  cheere  my  lord,  the  abbey  is  at  hand. 

Behold  my  lord,  the  churchmen  come  to  meet  you. 

Enter  the  abbot  and  certaine  monkes, 

Ahb.  All  health  and  happines  to  our  foueraigne  lord  the 
king. 

lohn.  Nor  health  nor  happines  hath  John  at  all, 

^ay  abbot,  am  I welcome  to  thy  houfe  ? 

Abbot,  Such  welcome  as  our  abbey  can  afford. 

Your  maieflie  fhallbe  affiured  of. 

Philip,  The  king  thou  feefl  is  weake  and  very  faint. 

What  vi6luals  halt  thou  to  refrelh  his  grace  ? 

Abb, 


OF  King  Iohn. 


Abb.  Good  Aore  my  lord,  of  that  you  need  not  feare, 

For  Lincolnejhire i and  thefe  our  abbey  grounds 
Were  neuer  fatter,  nor  in  better  plight. 

John.  Philips  thou  neuer  ncedA  to  donbt  of  cates, 

Nor  king  nor  lord  is  feated  halfe  fo  well, 

As  are  the  abbeis  throughout  all  the  land, 

If  any  plot  of  ground  do  paAe  another. 

The  friers  faAen  on  it  Arait : 

But  let  vs  in  to  taAe  of  their  repaA, 

It  goes  againA  -my  heart  to  feed  with  them. 

Or  be  beholding  to  fuch  abbey  groomes.  Exeunt, 

Manet  the  monke. 

Monke,  Is  this  the  king  that  neuer  lou’d  a frier  i 
Is  this  the  man  that  doth  contemne  the  pope  ? 

Is  this  the  man  that  rob’d  the  holy  church? 

And  yet  will  Aie  vnto  a friory  ? 

Is  this  the  king  that  aymes  at  abbeis  lands  ? 

Is  this  the  man  whom  all  the  world  abhorres, 

And  yet  will  file  vnto  a friorie  ? 

AccurA  be  Swinjiead  abbey,  abbot,  friers, 

Monkes,  nunnes,  and  darks,  and  all  that  dwells  therein, 

If  wicked  lohn  efcape  aliue  away. 

Now  if  that  thou  wilt  looke  to  merit  heanen, 

And  be  canonized  for  a holy  faint : 

To  pleafe  the  world  with  a deferuing  worke. 

Be  thou  the  man  to  fet  thy  counirey  free. 

And  murder  him  that  feekes  to  murder  thee. 

Enter  the  abbot. 

Abbot,  Why  are  not  you  within  to  cheere  the  king  ? 

He  now  begins  to  mend,  and  will  to  meate. 

Monke,  What  if  I fay  to  Arangle  him  in  his  Aeepe  ? 
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Abbot,  What,  at  thy  Mimpfimus  P away, 

And  feeke  fome  meanes  for  to  paftime  the  king. 

Monke,  He  fet  a dudgeon  dagger  at  his  heart. 

And  with  a mallet  knocke  him  on  the  head. 

Abbot.  Alas,  what  meanes  this  monke  to  murder  me  ? 

Dare  lay  my  life  hee’l  kill  me  for  my  place. 

Monke.  He  poyfon  him,  and  it  llrall  ne’r  be  knowne, 

And  then  fhall  I be  chiefeft  of  my  houfe. 

Abbot.  If  I were  dead  indeed  he  is  the  next. 

But  He  away,  for  why  the  monke  is  mad. 

And  in  his  madnefle  he  will  murder  me. 

Mon.  My  L.  I cry  your  lordfliip  mercy,  I fawyou  not. 

Abbot.  Alas  good  Thomas  do  not  murder  me,  and  thou 
fhalt  haue  my  place  with  thoufand  thanks. 

Monke.  I murder  you  ! God  fhield  from  fuch  a thought. 

Abbot.  If  thou  wilt  needs,  yet  let  me  fay  my  prayers. 

Monke.  I will  not  hurt  your  lordfhip  good  my  lord  : but  if 
you  pleafe,*  I will  impart  a thing  that  fliall  be  beneficiall  to  v$ 
all. 

Abbot.  Wilt  thou  not  hurt  me  holy  monke  I fay  on. 

Monke.  You  know  my  lord,  the  king  is  injour  houfe. 

Abbot.  True. 

Monke.  You  know  like  wife  the  king  abhorres  a frier. 

Abbot.  True. 

Monke.  And  he  that  loues  not  a frier  is  our  enemy. 

Abbot,  Thou  faiH  true. 

Monke.  Then  the  king  is  our  enemy. 

Abbot.  True. 

Mon.  Why  then  fhould  we  not  kil  our  enemy,  and  the 
king  being  our  enemy,  why  then  Ihould  we  not  kill  the  K. 

Abbot.  O blefled  monke ! I fee  God  moues  thy  miade  to 
free  this  land  from  tyrants  flauery. 

But  who  dare  venter  for  to  do  this  deede  ? 

Mon* 
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Mon,  Who  dare  ? why  I my  lord  dare  do  the  deed, 
lie  free  my  countrey  and  the  church  from  foes. 

And  merit  heauen  by  killing  of  a king. 

Abbot.  Thomas  kneele  downe,  and  if  thou  art  refolu’d, 

I will  abfolue  thee  here  from  all  thy  finnes, 

For  why  the  deed  is  meritorious. 

Forward,  and  feare  not  man,  for  euery  month. 

Our  friers  fhall  finge  a mafle  for  Thomas  foule. 

Mon,  God  and  S.  Francis  profper  my  attempt, 

For  now  my  lord  I goe  about  my  worke.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Lewes  and  his  armie, 

Lewes.  Thus  viflorie  in  bloudie  lawrell  clad, 

Followes  the  fortune  of  yong  Lodowike, 

The  Englijhmen  as  danted  at  our  fight, 

Fall  as  the  fowle  before  the  eagles  eies, 

Onely  two  croffes  of  contrary  change 
Do  nip  my  heart,  and  vex  me  with  vnreft. 

Lord  Meluns  death,  the  one  part  of  my  foule, 

A brauer  man  did  neuer  liue  in  Fraunce. 

The  other  griefe,  I that’s  a gall  indeed. 

To  thinke  that  Douer  caflle  fliould  hold  out 
Gainft  all  alTaults,  and  reft  impregnable. 

Yee  warrelike  race  of  Francus  HeFlors  fonne. 

Triumph  in  conqueft  of  that  tyrant  lohn^ 

The  better  halfe  of  England  is  our  owne  : 

And  towards  the  conqueft  of  the  other  part. 

We  haue  the  face  of  all  the  Englijh  lords. 

What  then  remaines  but  ouerrunne  the  land  ? 

Be  refolute  my  warrelike  followers, 

And  if  good  fortune  feme  as  fhee  begins. 

The  pooreft  pefant  of  the  realme  of  France 
Shal  be  a mafter  ore  an  Englijh  lord. 
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Enter  a mejfenger, 

Lewes,  Fellow,  what  newes  > 

Meff.  Pleafeth  your  grace,  the  earle  of  Salsbury^  Pen-, 
hrooke,  Ejfex,  Clare,  and  Ariindell,  with  all  the  barons  that- 
did  fight  for  thee,  are  on  a fodaine  fled  with  all  their  pow- 
ers, to  ioyne  with  lohn,  to  driue  thee  backe  againe. 

Enter  another  mejfenger, 

IVleJfen.  Lewes  my  lord,  why  flandfl;  thou  in  a maze  I 
Gather  thy  troupes,  hope  not  of  helpe  from  Fraiince, 

For  all  thy  forces  being  fiftie  faile, 

Containing  twenty  thoufand  fouldiers. 

With  viftuall  and  muniflon  for  the  warre. 

Putting  them  from  Callis  in  vnluckie  time. 

Did  crofle  the  feas,  and  on  the  Goodwin  fands. 

The  men,  munition,  and  the  fhips  are  lofl. 

Enter  another  mejfenger, 

Lewes.  More  newes  ? fay  on, 

Me  fen,  lohn  (my  lord)  with  all  hisfcattered  troups, 

Flying  the  fury  of  your  conquering  fword, 

As  Pharaoh  earfl;  within  the  bloody  fea, 

So  he  and  his  enuironed  with  the  tide, 

On  Lincolne  waflies  all  were  ouer\ybelrned. 

The  barons  fled,  our  forces  cafl  away. 

Lewes,  Was  euer  heard  fuch  vnexpefled  newes  ? 
Mejfenger.  Yet  Lo.dowike  reuiue  thy  dying  heart, 

King  lohn  and  all  his  forces  are  confumde. 

The  lefle  thou  needfl  the  aid  of  EngliJJo  earles. 

The  lefle  thou  needfl  to  grieue  thy  nauies  wracke, 

And  follow  tinaes  aduantage  with  fuccefle. 

Lewes.  Braue  Frenchmen  arm’d  with  magnanimitie, 
March  after  Lewes,  who  will  leade  you  ou 
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To  chafe  the  barons  power  that  wants  a head, 

For  Iohn  is  drown’d,  and  I am  Englands  king. 

Though  our  munition  and  our  men  be  loft, 

Philip  of  praunce  will  fend  vs  frelh  fupplies.  Exeunt, 

Enter  two  friers  laying  a cloth. 

Frier,  Difpatch,  difpatch,  the  king  defires  to  eate. 

Would  a might  eate  his  laft  for  the  loue  he  bears  to  church 
men. 

Frier.  I am  of  thy  mind  too,  and  fo  it  ftiould  be  and  we 
might  be  our  owne  caruers. 

I maruell  why  they  dine  here  in  the  orchard. 

Frier,  I know  not,  nor  I care  not.  The  king  comes. 

John,  Come  on  lord  Abbot,  fhall  we  fit  together  I 

Abbot,  Pleafeth  your  grace  fit  downe. 

John,  Take  your  places  firs,  no  pomp  in  penury,  all  beg- 
gers  and  friends  may  come,  where  necelTitie  keepes  the  houfe, 
curtefie  is  barr'd  the  table,  fit  downe  Philip. 

Baft.  My  lord,  I am  loth  to  allude  fo  much  to  the  pro- 
uerb,  honors  change  maners  : a king  is  king,  though  fortune 
do  her  worft,  and  we  as  dutifull  in  defpite  of  her  frown,  as 
if  your  highnes  were  now  in  the  higheft  tipe  of  dignitie. 

John.  Come,  no  more’adoe,  and  you  tell  mee  much  of  dig- 
nity, you’l  marre  my  appetite  in  a furfet  of  forrow. 

What  cheere  lord  Abbot,  me  thinks  ye  fro'vVfi  like  an  hoft  that 
knows  his  gueft  hath  no  money  to  pay  the  reckning  ^ 

Abbot.  No  my  liege,  if  I frowne  at  all,  it  is  for  I feare  this 
cheere  too  homely  to  entertaine  fo  mighty  a gueft  as  your  ma** 
ieftie. 

Baft.  I thinke  rather,  my  lord  Abbot,  you  remember  my 
laft  being  here,  when  I went  in  progrefle  for  powches,  and 
the  rancor  of  his  heart  breakes  out  in  his  countenance,  to 
ftiew  he  hath  not  forgot  me. 

Abb. 
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Abb.  Not  fo  my  lord,  you,  and  the  meaneft  follower  of  his  • 
maiefty,  are  heartily  welcome  to  me. 

Monke,  WalTell  my  liege,  and  as  a poore  monke  may  fay> 
welcome  to  Switi/lead. 

lohn.iBtgm  monke,  and  report  hereafter  thou  waft  tafter 
to  a king. 

Monke,  As  much  health  to  your  highnefte  as  to  mine  owne 
heart. 

^ lohn,  I pledge  thee  kind  monke. 

Monke.  The  merrieft  draught  that  euer  was  drunke  in  Eng* 
land. 

Ami  not  too  bold  with  your  highneffe  ? 

John.  Not  a whit,  all  friends  and  fellowes  for  a time. 
Monke.  If  the  inwards  of  a toad  be  a compound  of  any 
proofe : why  fo  it  workes. 

John.  Stay  Philipy  where’s  the  monke  ? 

Bajiard.  He  is  dead  my  lord. 

John.  Then  drinke  not  Philip  for  a world  of  wealth. 

Ba.  What  cheere  my  liege  ? your  collor  gins  to  change, 
John.  So  doth  my  life  : O Philip,  I am  poifon’d. 

The  monke,  the  diuell,  the  poyfon  gins  to  rage. 

It  will  depofe  my  felfe  a king  from  raigne. 

Baft.  This  abbot  hath  an  intereft  in  this  adV. 

At  all  aduentures  take  thou  that  from  me. 

There  lie  the  abbot,  abbey,  lubber,  diuell. 

March  with  the  monke  vnto  the  gates  of  hell. 

How  fares  my  lord  ? 

John.  Philip,  fome  drinke,  oh  for  the  frozen  AlpeSf 
To  tumble  on  and  coole  this  inward  heate, 

That  rageth  as  the  fornace  feuen-fold  hote. 

To  burne  the  holy  tree  in  Babylon, 
power  after  power  forfake  their  proper  power, 

Onely  the  heart  impugnes  with  faint  refill 
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The  fierce  Innade  of  him  that  conquers  kings, 

Helpe  God,  O paine  ! die  Iohn,  O plague 
Infli<Sled  on  thee  for  thy  grieuous  finnes, 

Philip,  a chaire,  and  by  and  by  a graue. 

My  legges  difdaine  the  carriage  of  a king. 

Bajl,  A good  my  liege,  with  patience  conquer  griefe. 
And  beare  this  paine  with  kingly  fortitude. 

Iohn.  Me  thinkes  I fee  a catalogue  of  finne. 

Wrote  by  a fiend  in  marble  characters. 

The  leaft  enough  to  loofe  my  part  in  heauen. 

Me  thinkes  the  diuell  whifpers  in  mine  eares. 

And  tells  me,  tis  in  vaine  to  hope  for  grace, 

I mufi:  be  damn’d  for  Arthurs  fodaine  death, 

I fee  I fee  a thoufand  thoufand  men 
Come  to  accufe  me  for  my  wrong  on  earth. 

And  there  is  none  fo  mercifull  a God 
That  will  forgiue  the  number  of  my  finnes. 

How  haue  I liu’d,  but  by  anothers  lofie  ? 

What  haue  I lou’d,  but  wracke  of  others  weale  ? 
Where  haue  I vow’d,  and  not  infring’d  mine  oath  ? 
Where  haue  I done  a deede  deferuing  well  ? 

How,  what,  when,  and  where,  haue  I beflow’d  a day. 
That  tended  not  to  fome  notorious  ill. 

My  life  repleatewith  rage  and  tyrannic, 

Craues  little  pittie  for  fo  firange  a death. 

Or,  who  will  fay  that  Iohn  deceafde  too  foone? 

Who  will  not  fay,  he  rather  liu’d  too  long. 

Difhonour  did  attaint  me  in  my  life. 

And  (hame  attendeth  Iohn  vnto  his  death. 

Why  did  I fcape  the  fury  of  the  French, 

And  dide  not  by  the  temper  of  their  fwords  ? 

Shajfaelefie  my  life,  and  fhamefully  it  ends, 

Scorn’d  by  my  foes,  difdained  of  my  ftjends. 
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Baft.  Forglue  the  world  and  all  your  earthly  foes. 

And  call  on  Chrifty  who  is  your  latefl  friend. 

lohn.  My  tongue  doth  falter  : Philipy  I tell  thee  man. 
Since  lohn  did  yeeld  vnto  the  priefl  of  Romey 
Nor  he  nor  his  haiie  profpred  on  the  earth  : 

Curfl:  are  his  blellings,  and  his  curfe  is  blilTe. 

But  in  the  fpirit  I crie  vnto  my  God, 

As  did  the  kingly  prophet  Dauid  cry, 

(Whofe  hands,  as  mine,  with  murder  were  attaint) 

I am  not  he  fhall  build  the  lord  a houfe, 

Or  roote  thefe  locufts  from  the  face  of  earth  : 

But  if  my  dying  heart  deceiue  me  not, 

From  out  thefe  loynes  fhall  fpring  a kingly  braunch 
Whofe  armes  fhall  reach  vnto  the  gates  of  Romey 
And  with  his  feete  treades  downe  the  flrumpets  pride. 
That  fits  vpon  the  chaire  of  Babylon. 

Philipy  my  heart  firings  breake,  the  poyfons  flame 
Hath  ouercome  in  me  weake  natures  power. 

And  in  the  faith  of  Jefu  lohn  doth  die. 

Baftard,  See  how  he  flriues  for  life,  vnhappy  lord, 
Whofe  bowels  are  diuided  in  themfelues. 

This  is  the  fruit  of  poperie,  when  true  kings 
Are  flaine  and  fhouldred  out  by  monkes  and  friers. 

Enter  a mejfenger. 

Mejft.  Pleafe  it  your  grace,  the  barons  of  the  land. 
Which  all  this  while  bare  armes  againfl  the  king, 
ConducTfed  by  the  legate  of  the  Pope, 

Together  with  the  prince  his  highnefle  fonne. 

Do  craue  to  be  admitted  to  the  prefence  of  the  king. 

Baft.  Your  fonne,  my  lord,  young  Henry  craues  to  fee 
Your  maieflie,  and  brings  with  him  befide 
The  barons  that  reuolted  from  your  grace. 


O piercing 


OF  King  Iohn. 


O piercing  fight,  he  fumbleth  in  the  mouth. 

Ills  fpeech  doth  faile  : lift  vp  your  felfe  my  lord. 

And  fee  the  prince  to  comfort  you  in  death. 

Enter  Pandulph,  yong  Henry,  the  barons  ’with  daggers  hi 

their  hands, 

Prhue,  O let  me  fee  my  father  ere  he  die : 

O vncle,  were  you  here,  and  fufFred  him 
To  be  thus  poyfned  by  a damned  monke  ? 

Ah  he  is  dead,  father,  fweet  father  fpeake. 

Baftard.  His  fpeach  doth  faile,  he  hafieth  to  his  end. 
Pandulph.  Lords,  giuc  me  leaue  to  ioy  the  dying  king, 
With  fight  of  thefe  his  nobles  kneeling  here 
With  daggers  in  their  hands,  who  offer  vp 
Their  Hues  for  ranfomc  of  their  foule  offence. 

Then  good  my  lord,  if  you  forgiue  them  all. 

Lift  vp  your  hand  in  token  you  forgiue. 

Salif.  We  humbly  thanke  your  royall  maieffle. 

And  vow  to  fight  fer  England  and  her  king: 

And  in  the  fight  of  John  our  foueraigiie  lord. 

In  fpite  of  Levjes  and  the  power  of  FraiincCy 
Who  hitherward  are  marching  in  all  haffe. 

We  crowne  yong  Henry  in  his  fathers  fied. 

Henry.  Help,  help,  he  dies ; ah  father  ! looke  on  mee. 
Legat.  K.  Iohn,  farewell ; In  token  of  thy  faith. 

And  figne  thou  dieff  the  feruant  of  the  lord. 

Lift  vp  thy  hand,  that  we  may  witneffc  here. 

Thou  diedfi  the  feruant  of  our  fauiour  Chrlff. 

Now  ioy  betide  thy  foule  : what  nolfe  is  this  ? 

Enter  a mejjenger, 

MeJJ'.  Help  lords,  the  Dolphin  maketh  hitherward 
With  enfignes  of  defiance  in  the  winde. 
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And  all  our  armie  flandeth  at  a gaze, 

Expefting  what  their  leaders  will  commaund. 

Baft.  Let’s  arme  our  felues  in  yong  K.  Henries  rlghf. 

And  bcate  the  power  of  Fraunce  to  fea  agalne. 

Legate.  Philip  not  fo,  but  I will  to  the  prince. 

And  bring  him  face  to  face  to  parley  with  you. 

Baft,  Lord  Saljhiiry,  your  felfe  lhall  march  with  me. 

So  fliall  we  bring  thefe  troubles  to  an  end. 

King.  Sweet  vncle,  if  thou  loue  thy  foueraigne. 

Let  not  a ftone  of  Swinftead abbey  Ifand, 

But  pull  the  houfe  about  the  friers  eares  : 

For  they  haue  kill’d  my  father  and  my  king.  Exeunt n 

A parley  founded^  Lewes,  Pandulph,  Salisbury,  ^c. 
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Band.  Leiues  of  Fraunce,  yong  Henry  Englands  king 
Requires  to  know  the  reafon  of  the  claime 
That  thou  canft  make  to  any  thing  of  his. 

King  John  that  did  offend,  is  dead  and  gone. 

See  where  his  breathleffe  trunke  in  prefence  lies. 

And  he  as  heire  apparant  to  the  crowne 
Is  now  fucceeded  in  his  fathers  roome. 

Henry.  Lezues,  what  law  of  armes  doth  leade  thee  thus. 

To  keepe  pofTeflion  of  my  lawfull  right  ? 

Anfwere;  in  fine,  if  thou  wilt  take  a peace. 

And  make  furrender  of  my  right  againe. 

Or  trie  thy  title  with  the  dint  of  fword  : 

I tell  thee  Dolphin,  Henry  feares  thee  not. 

For  now  the  barons  cleaue  vnto  their  king. 

And  what  thou  haft  in  England  they  did  get. 

Lezues.  Henry  of  England,  now  that  John  is  dead. 

That  was  the  chiefeff  enemie  to  Fraunce, 

I may  the  rather  be  induede  to  peace. 

But 


OF  King  Iomn. 

But  Sahbitry,  and  you  barons  of  the  realme, 

This  flrange  reuolt  agrees  not  with  the  oath 
That  you  on  Bury  altare  lately  fware. 

Saif.  Nor  did  the  oath  your  highnefTe  there  did  take 
Agree  with  honour  of  the  prince  of  Fraunce. 

Bajl.  My  lord,  what  anfwer  make  you  to  the  king  ? 
Dolphin.  Faith  Philip  this  I fay  : it  bootes  not  me. 

Nor  any  prince,  nor  power  of  Chrijlendome 
To  feeke  to  win  this  iland  MioUy 
VnlefTe  he  haue  a partie  in  the  realme 
By  treafon  for  to  help  him  in  his  warres. 

The  peeres  which  were  the  partie  on  my  fide. 

Are  lied  from  me  : then  bootes  not  me  to  fight. 

But  on  conditions,  as  mine  honour  wills, 

I am  contented  to  depart  the  realme. 

Henry.  On  what  conditions  will  your  highnes  yeeld  ? 
Lew.  That  lhall  we  thinke  vpon  by  more  aduice. 

Baji.  Then  kings  and  princes,  let  thefe  broils  haue  end. 
And  at  more  leifure  talke  vpon  the  league. 

Mcane  while  to  Worjler  let  vs  beare  the  king. 

And  there  interre  his  bodie,  as  befeemes. 

But  firll,  in  fight  of  Lewes  heire  of  Fraunce, 

I^ords  take  the  crowne,  and  fet  it  on  his  head. 

That  by  fuccelfion  is  our  lawfull  king. 

They  crowne  yong  Henry. 

Thus  Englands  peace  begins  in  Henries  raigne. 

And  bloodie  warres  are  clofed  with  happie  league. 

Let  England  line  but  true  within  it  felfe, 

And  all  the  world  can  neuer  wrong  her  fiate. 

Lewes,  thou  (halt  be  brauely  Ihipt  to  Fraunce, 

For  neuer  Frenchman  got  of  EjigliJh  ground 
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The  twentlth  part  that  thou  haft  conquered. 

Dolphin,  thy  hand  ; to  Worjier  we  will  march  : 

Lords  all,  lay  hands  to  beare  your  foueraigne 
With  obfequles  of  honour  to  his  graue  : 

If  Englands  peeres  and  people  ioyne  in  one, 

Nor  pope,  nor  France,  nor  Spaine  can  do  them  wrong* 


The  T R A G E D I E of 


King  Richard  the  Second: 

WITH 


New  Additions  of  the  Parliament  Sceane, 

AND  THE 

Depofmg  of  King  RICHARD, 

As  it  hath  been  lately  afted  by  the 
Kinges  Majesties  Seruants,  at 
the  Globe. 


By  WiLLiAxM  Shake-speare. 


At  London,^  printed  for  Mathew  Law,^  and  are  to  be 
fold  at  his  Shop  in  Paules  Church-yard,  at  the 
Signe  of  the  Foxe,  1615. 


\ 


^ This  Play  has  been  collated  with  the  firft  Edition 
printed  in  1598  for  Andrew  JVife^  and  with  another 
in  1634  for  John  Norton:  There  is  an  intermediate 
Edition  in  1608  TV.  TV.  for  Matthew  Law.,  but  I 
have  not  been  fo  lucky  as  to  meet  with  it. 

The  Divifion  of  the  Adis  and  Scenes  is  taken  en- 
tirely from  the  Edition  in  1634,  before  which  time 
none  appears  to  have  been  made. 


The  T R A G E D I E of 

King  Richard  the  Second. 

Enter  King  Richard,  lohn  of  Gaunt,  'u)ith  other  nobles 

and  attendants* , 

King  Richard. 

Cv  L D E John  of  Gaunt ^ time  honoured  Lancajier^ 

B Haft  thou  according  to  thy  oth  and  band, 

^ Brought  hither  Henry  Her  ford  tKy  bold  fon, 

Here  to  make  good  the  boiftrous  late  appeal 
Which  then  our  leifnre  would  not  let  vs  here, 

.Againft  the  duke  of  Norfolkeffhox  Moiv  f . 

Gaunt.  I haue  my  liege. 

King.  Tell  me  moreouer  haft  thou  founded  him 
If  he  appeale  the  duke  on  ancient  malice, 

Or  worthily,  as  a good  fubietft  fhould. 

On  fome  knowne  ground  of  treacherie  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  neare  as  I could  fift  him  on  that  argument, 

On  fome  apparant  danger  feene  in  him, 

Aimde  at  your  highnefte  ; no  inueteratc  malice. 

King.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  face  to  face. 

And  frowning  brow  to  brow  our  felues  will  heare 
Theaccufer,  and  the  accufed  freely  fpeake  : 

Hie  ftomatkt  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire. 

In  rage,  deafe  as  the  fea,  haftie  as  fire. 

Enter  Bullingbroke,  and  Mowbray. 

Bulling.  Many  yeares  of  happie  dales  befall 
My  gracious  foueiaigne,  my  moftlouing  liege. 


* Aclui  primus.  Storra  prima,  Tj^omat  AEwtray  ? 
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Mow.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happinefle, 

Vntill  the  heaucns  enuying  earths  good  happe, 

Adde  in  f Immortall  title  to  your  crowne. 

King.  We  thanke  you  both  : yet  one  but  flatters  vs, 

As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  ; 

Namely,  to  appeale  each  other  of  high  treafon. 

Coofin  of  Herefordy  what  dofl  thou  obie£f 
Againft  the  duke  of  Norfolke  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Bui.  Firfl:  (heauen  be  the  record  to  § my  fpeech) 

In  the  deuotion  of  a fubieefs  loue, 

Tcndring  the  precious  fafety  of  my  prince. 

And  free  from  other  milbegotten  hate, 

Come  I appeallant  to  this  |1  princely  prefence. 

Now  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I turne  to  thee ; 

And  marke  my  greeting  well : for  what  I fpeake. 

My  body  (hall  make  good  vpoii  this  earth. 

Or  my  diuine  foule  anfwere  it  in  heauen. 

Thou  art  a traitour,  and  a mifereant ; 

Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  Hue  ; 

Since  the  more  faire  and  chriftall  is  the  Ikie, 

The  vglier  feeme  the  clouds  that  in  it  flie. 

Once  more,  the  more  to  agrauate  the  note. 

With  a foule  traitors  name  fluffc  I thy  throate. 

And  wifli  (fo  pleafe  my  foucraigne)  ere  I moue. 

What  ray  tong  fpeaks,  my  right  drawne  fword  may  proue. 

Mow.  Let  not  my  cold  * words  here  accufe  my  zeale, 
Tis  not  the  triall  of  a womans  warre. 

The  bitter  clamor  of  two  eager  tongues, 

Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  vs  twaine  : 

The  blood  is  hot  that  muff  be  coold  for  this. 

Yet  can  I not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boafl:, 

As  to  be  huflit  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 
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Firft  the  fajre  reu'erence  of  your  highnefle  curbs  me. 
From  giuing  reynes  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech. 

Which  elfe  f would  poll  vntill  it  had  returnd 
Thefe  tearmes  of  treafon  doubled  downe  his  throat; 
Setting  afide  his  high  bloods  royalty : 

And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  liege, 

I doe  defie  him,  and  fpit  at  him  ; 

Call  him  a flaunderous  coward  and  a villaine  : 

Which  to  maintaine,  I would  allow  him  ods. 

And  meete  him,  were  I tide  to  runne  a foote, 

Euen  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alpcs, 

Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable, 

Where  euer  Englijh  man  durfl:  fet  his  foote# 

Mcanetime,  let  this  defend  my  loyaltieXy 
By  all  my  hopes,  moft  falfely  doth  he  lie. 

Bui,  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I throw  my  gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a king. 

And  lay  afide  my  high  bloods  royaltie  ; 

Which  feare,  not  reuerence  makes  thee  § to  except. 

If  guiltie  dread  haue  left  thee  fo  much  flrength, 

As  to  take  vp  mine  honors  pawne,  then  ftoope  : 

By  that,  and  all  the  rites  |I  of  knighthood  elfe. 

Will  I make  good  'againfl  thee  arme  to  arme, 

What  I haue  fpokey  or  'uohat  thou  canft  deuife. 

Mow.  I take  it  vp,  and  by  that  fword  I fwearc. 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  fhoulder, 

He  anfwere  thee  in  any  faire  degree  : 

Or  chiualrous  defigne  of  knightly  triall. 

And  when  I mount  aliue  §§,  aliue  may  I uot  light. 

If  I be  traitour,  or  vniuflly  fight. 

■j-  CKCe  • diub'y  J royalty  ^ me 
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King.  What  doth  our  coofin  lay  to  Mowbraies  charge  ? 
It  mufl  be  great  that  can  inherit  vs. 

So  much  as  of  a thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Bid.  Looke  what  I faid,  my  life  lhall  prooue  it  true, 
That  Mowbray  hath  receiud  eight  thoufand  nobles, 

In  name  of  lendings,  for  your  highneffe  fouldiours  ; 

The  which  he  hath  detaind  for  leawd  imployments, 

Like  a falfe  traitour  and  inlurious  villaine. 

Befides  I fay,  and  will  in  battaile  prooue, 

Or  heere,  or  elfe  where,  to  the  furthefi:  verge 
That  euer  was  furueyed  by  Englijh  eye. 

That  all  the  treafons  for  * thefe  eighteene  yeares, 
Complotted  and  contriued  in  this  land, 

Fetcht  from  falfe  Mowbray y their  firft  head  and  fpring : 
Further  I fay,  and  further  will  maintaine, 

Vpon  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good. 

That  he  did  plotte  the  duke  of  Glojiers  death, 

Suggeft  his  foone  beleeuing  aduerfaries. 

And  confequently  like  a traitour  coward, 

Sluc’teout  his  innocent  foule  through  fireames  of  blood. 
Which  blood,  like  facrificing  Abels,  cries, 

Euen  from  the  tonguelelTe  cauerns  of  the  earth. 

To  me  for  iuftice,  and  rough  chaftifement : 

And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  difcent. 

This  arme  fhall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

King.  How  high  a pitch  his  refolution  foares..t 
Thomas  of  Norfolke,  what  fayfi  thou  to  this  ? 

Mow.  Oh  let  my  foueraigne  turne  away  his  face, 

And  bid  his  cares  a little  while  be  deafe. 

Till  I haue  told  this  fiaunder  of  his  blood. 

How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  fo  foule  a Iyer. 


*of 
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King.  Mowbray y irapartiall  are  our  eyes  and  eares  ; 

Where  he  my  * brother  ; nay,  my  kingdomea  heire, 

As  he  is  but  my  * fathers  brothers  fonne. 

Now  by  t fcepters  awe  I make  a vow, 

Such  neighbour  neerenes  to  our  facred  blood,  * 

Should  nothing  priuiledge  him,  nor  partialize 
The  vnlfooping  firraenclfe  of  my  vpright  foule  : 

He  is  our  fubiedl  Mowbray y fo  art  thou. 

Free  fpeech  and  fearelelTe  I to  thee  allow. 

Mow.  Then  BuUingbrooke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 

Through  the  falfe  paflage  of  thy  throat  thou  liefl: 

Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I had  for  Callice, 

Difburft  I to  his  highne/Te  fouldlers  ; 

The  other  part  referu’d  I,  by  confent. 

For  that  my  foiieraigne  liege  was  in  my  debt, 

Vpon  remainder  of  a deere  account. 

Since  laft  1 went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queene  : 

Now  fvvallow  downe  that  lie.  For  Glocejiers  death  i 
I flew  him  not,  but  to  mine  owne  dilgrace 
Negledled  my  fworne  duty  in  that  cafe  : 

For  you  my  noble  lord  of  Lancajier, 

The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 

Once  did  I § lay  an  arnbulh  for  your  life  ; 

A trefpafle  that  doth  vexe  my  grieued  foule  : 

Ah,  but  ere  I laft  receiu’d  the  facrament, 

I did  confefle  it,  and  exaflly  begd 
Your  graces  pardon,  and  I hope  I had  it. 

This  is  my  fault  ; as  for  the  reft  appeald. 

It  iflues  from  the  rancour  of  a villaine, 

A recreant  and  moft  degenerate  traitour ; 

Which  in  my  felfe  I boldly  will  defend. 

And  enterchangeably  hurle  downe  the  tf 

* cur  •\  by  my  § I did  "W 
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Vpon  this  ouer weening  traitors  foote, 

To  prooue  my  felfe  a loyall  gentleman, 

Euen  in  the  beft  blood  chambred  in  your  f bofome : 

In  haft  whereof,  moft  hartily  I pray 
Your  highnefle  to  aftigne  our  triall  day. 

King.  Wrath  kindled  gentleman,  be  ruled  by  me, 

Lets  pvrge  this  choler  without  letting  bloud. 

This  weprefcribe,  though  no  phifition  : 

Deepe  malice  makes  too  deepe  incifion  : 

' Forget,  forgiue,  conclude,  and  be  agreed. 

Our  doflors  fay,  this  is  no  month  § to  bleed  : 

Good  vnckle,  let  this  end  where  it  begunne ; 

Weele  calme  the  duke  of  Norfolkcy  you  your  fonne. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a make-peace,  ftiall  become  my  age  : 
Throw  downe  (my  fonne)  the  duke  of  Norfolk:  gage. 

King^  And  Norfolkcy  throw  downe  his. 

Gaunt.  When  Harrie^  when  ? obedience  bids. 

Obedience  bids  I ftiould  not  bid  againe. 

King,  Norfolke,  throw  downe  we  bid,  there  is  no  boote. 
Mow.  My  felfe  I throw  (dread  foueraigne)  at  thy  foote 
My  life  thou  (halt  commaund,  but  not  my  ftiame  : 

The  one  my  dutie  owes  ; but  my  faire  name, 

Defpight  of  death  that  Hues  vpon  my  graue. 

To  darke  diftionors  vfe,  thou  (halt  not  haue : 

I am  drfgraft,  impeach  t,  and  bafFuld  heere ; 

Pierft  to  the  foule  with  flaunders  venomd  fpeare. 

The  which  no  balme  can  cure,  but  his  heart  blood 
Which  breathd  this  poyfon. 

King.  Rage  muft  be  withftood  : 

Gius  me  his  gage  ; Hons  make  leopards  tame. 


'{■  hii  § time 
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Mowb.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  fpots ; take  but  my  fliame 
And  I refigne  my  gage,  my  deare  deare  lord. 

The  pureft  treafure  mortall  times  a^^bord, 

Is  fpotlefTe  reputation,  that  away ; 

Men  are  but  guilded  loame,  and  f painted  clay  : 

A iewell  in  a tenne  times  bard  vp  cheft, 

Is  a bold  fpirlt  in  a loyall  breafl. 

Mine  honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  in  one ; 

Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 

Then  (deare  my  liege)  mine  honour  let  me  try, 

In  that  I liue,  and  for  that  will  I die. 

King,  Coofin,  throw  vp  § your  gage  ; do  you  begin.' 

Bidl,  O God  II  defend  my  foule  from  fuch  deepe  ♦ finne, 
Shall  I feeme  creft-fallen  in  my  fathers  fight  ? 

Or  with  pale  begger-face  §§  impeach  my  hight. 

Before  this  out-darde  daflard  ? Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  my  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong. 

Or  found  fo  bafe  a parlecy  f f my  teeth  (hall  teare 
The  flauifti  motiue  of  recanting  feare, 

And  fpit  in  bleeding  in  his  $ high  difgrace. 

Where  Qiame  doth  harbour,  euen  in  Mowbraies  face||||. 

King.  We  were  not  borne  to  fue,  but  to  command. 

Which  fince  we  cannot  doe,  to  make  you  friends. 

Be  ready  (as  your  life  * * (hall  anfwere  it) 

At  Couentrie  vpon  faint  Lambards  day : 

There  (hall  your  fwords  and  launces  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fetled  hate  : 

Since  we  cannot  attone  you,  you  (hall  fee 
luftice  defigne  the  victors  chiualrie. 

for  ^ dowM  ^keanen  * foule  beggar-feare  -Wparle  \tbis 
\\\[  Exit  Gaunt.  **  hvet 
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Lord  marfhall,  command  our  officers  at  armes. 

Be  readie  to  dire6l  thefe  home  all  armes  ^xit.  f 

Enter  lohn  of  Gaunt,  'with  the  dutchefe  of  Glocefler. 

Gaunt.  Alas,  the  part  I had  in  Woodftccks  § blood. 

Doth  more  folicite  me,  then  .your  exclaimes, 

To  flirre  againft  the  butchers  of  his  life. 

But  fince  correflion  lyeth  in  thofe  handes. 

Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 

But  wee  our  quarrell  to  the  will  of  heauen  ; 

Who  when  they  fee  the  bower’s  ripe  on  earth. 

Will  raine  hot  vengeance  on  offenders  heades. 

Dutchejfe.  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  (harper  fpur  ? 
Hath  loue  in  thy  old  blood  no  lining  fire  ? 

Edwards  feauen  fonnes,  whereof  thy  felfe  art  one. 

Were  ||  feauen  viols  of  his  facred  blood. 

Or  feauen  faire  branches  fpringing  from  one  roote : 

Some  of  thofe  feauen  are  dryed  by  natures  courfe ; 

Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deftenies  cut : 

But  Thomas  my  deare  lord,  my  life,  my  Glocefter, 

One  violl  full  of  Edwards  facred  blood. 

One  flour  idling  branch  of  his  moll:  royall  roote 
Is  cra61:,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt, 

Is  hackt  downe,  and  his  fummer  leaues  2i\\  faded  §§ 

By  envies  hand,  and  murders  bloodie  axe. 

Ah  Gaunt j his  blood  was  thine,  that  bed,  that  wombe, 
That  mettall ; that  felfe  mould  that  fafhioned  thee. 

Made  him  a man  : and  though  thou  liueft  and  breatheff, 

Yet  art  thou  flaine  in  him ; thou  dofl:  cenfent 
In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  fathers  death. 

In  that  thou  feefl  thy  wretched  brother  die. 


* alarms'  •j'  Secena fecunda.  § Clojlers  [|  were  as,  where  art  ^^vaded 
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Who  was  the  modell  of  thy  fathers  life  : 

Call  it  not  patience,  G aunty  it  is  difpaire. 

In  fufFering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughtred  ; 

Thou  Iheweff  the  naked  path-way  to  thy  life. 

Teaching  fterne  murder  how  to  butcher  thee  ; 

That  which  in  meane  men  we  intitle  patience. 

Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breaftes. 

What  (hall  I fay  ? to  fafegard  thine  owne  life. 

The  bell  way  is,  to  venge  my  Glocejiers  death. 

'Gaunt.  Gaels'^  is  thequarrell,  for  Gods*  fubflltute. 

His  deputie  annoynted  in  his  fight. 

Hath  caufd  his  death  ; the  which  if  wrongfully. 

Let  heauen  reuenge,  for  I may  neuer  lift 
An  angrie  arme  againfl  his  minifler. 

Dut,  Where  then  alas  may  I complaine  my  felfe  ? 
Gaunt.  To  God,  f the  widowes  champion  and  § defence. 
Dutc.  Why  then  I'will : farewell  old  Gaunt, 

Thou  goeft  to  Couentrie,  there  to  behold 
Our  coofin  Herford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 

O fet  II  my  hu (bands  wrong  on  Herfords  fpeare. 

That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mow^rayes  breafl. 

Or  if  misfortune  miffe  the  firft  carrier. 

Be  Mowbraies  finnes  fo  heauie  in  his  bofome. 

That  they  may  breake  his  foming  courfers  backe. 

And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  liAs, 

A caytiffe  recreant  to  my  coofm  Herford. 

Farewell  old  Gaunt,  thy  fometimes  brothers  wife, 

With  her  companion,  griefe  mufl:  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter  farewell,  I muft  to  Couentrie  : 

As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

* Hiaver.s  f Hea-z/en  ^ ^fit 
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Dutch.  Yei  one  word  more;  griefe  boundeth  where  it  fals 
Not  with  the  emptie  hollo wnefTe,  but  weight : 

I take  my  leaue  before  I haue  begun ne, 

For  forrow  ends  not  when  it  feemeth  done  : 

Commend  me  to  my  brother  Edmund  f Torke  ; 

Loe  this  is  all : nay  yet  depart  not  fo, 

Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  goe, 

I (hall  remember  more  : bidd  him,  ah  what  ? 

With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plajhie  § vifite  me. 

Alacke  and  what  (hall  good  old  Yorke  there  fee, 

But  emptie  lodgings  and  vnfurnifht  walks, 

Vnpeopled  offices,  vntrodden  hones ; 

And  what  heare  there  for  welcome,  but  my  grones  I 
Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there. 

To  feeke  out  forrow,  that  dwels  euery  where  ; 

Defolate,  defolate  will  I hence  and  die  : 

Thelaft  leaue  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  Exeunt. H 

Enter  the  lord  Marfliall  and  the  duke  Aumerle, 

Mar.  My  lord  Aumerle^  is  Harry  Herford  armde  ? 
Aumerle.  Yea  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar.  The  duke  of  Norfolke  fprightfully  and  bold. 

Stales  but  the  fummons  of  the  appellants  trumpet. 

Aum.  Why  then  the  champions  are  prepard,  and  hay 
For  nothing  but  his  maiehies  approach.^ 

The  trumpets  found,  and  the  king  enters  with  his  nobles  : when 
they  are  fet,  enter  the  duke  ^'Norfolke  in  armes  defendant. 

King.  Marffiall,  demaund  of  yonder  champion. 

The  caufe  of  his  arriuall  heere  in  armes, 

•f  Edivard  § Flepjie  | Sccena  tertia  ♦ Enter  hing.  Gaunt,  Bujhy, 
Bagotj  Gt(en£  and  otben,  then  Movjbray  in  arm:r,  and  Hamid. 
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Afke  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fweare  him  in  the  iuflice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  In  Gods  name  and  the  kings,  fay  who  thou  art. 

And  why  thou  commefl  thus  knightly  clad  In  armes  ? 

Againlf  what  man  thou  comfl:,  and  what’s  thy  quarrell, 

Spcake  truely  on  thy  knight-hood,  and  thy  oath. 

As  fo  defend  t^ee  heauen  and  thy  valour. 

Mow.  My  name  is  Thomas  M^^wbray  duke  of  Norfolke, 
Who  hither  come  Ingaged  by  my  oath, 

(Which  Cod*  defend  a knight  fliould  violate) 

Both  to  defend  my  loyalde  and  truth, 

To  God,  my  king,  and  my  f fucceeding  IlTue, 

Agairifl:  the  duke  of  Hcrford  that  appeales  mec. 

And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arme. 

To  prooue  him  in  defending  of  my  felfe, 

A trayior  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  mee  : 

And. as  Ttruly  fight,  defend  me  heauen, J: 

The  trumpets  founds  enter  duke  of  Herford  appellant  in  armour.. 

King.  Marfhall,  afke  yonder  knight  in  armes, 

Botli  who  he  is,  and  why  he  commeth  hither 
Thus  plated  |1  in  habiliments  of  warre. 

And  formerly  §,  according  to  our  law, 

Depofc  him  in  the  Iuflice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name,  and  w herfore  comff  thou  hither 
Before  king  Richard  in  his  royall  lifls  I 
Againfl  whom  comefi;  thou  ? and  what’s  thy  quarrell  ? 

Speake  like  a true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heauen.  ‘ 

Bui.  Harry  of  Herford^  Lancajler^  and  Darby 
Am  I,  who  readie  heare  do  fland  in  armes, 

To  prone  by  Gods  grace,  and  my  bodies  valour 

^ JicAven  -j-  his  J Tuckef.  Enter  Hereford  and  Harold  jj  placed 

^ fo  rma  Vy  Heavens 
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In  lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norfolke, 

That  he  is  a traytor  foule  and  dangerous, 

To  God  of  heauen,  king  Richard,  and  to  me  : 

And  as  I truly  fight,  defend  me  heauen. 

Mar.  On  paine  of  death  no  perfon  be  fo  bold 
Or  daring,  hardie,  as  to  touch  the  lifts, 

Except  the  marfhall,  and  fuch  officers  * 

Appointed  to  direct  thefe  faire  defignes. 

BuL  Lord  marftiall,  let  me  kifle  my  foueraignes  hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  maieftie. 

For  Mowbray  and  my  felfe  are  like  two  men. 

That  vow  a long  and  wearie  pilgrimage. 

Then  let  vs  take  a ceremonious  leaue. 

And  louing  farewell  of  our  feuerall  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  dutie  greets  your  highnefte, 
And  craues  to  kifte  your  hand  and  take  his  leaue. 

King.  We  will  defeend  and  folde  him  in  our  armes. 
Coofin  of  Herford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right  f , 

So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royall  fight: 

Farewell  my  blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  fhead. 

Lament  we  may,  but  not  reuenge  thee  dead. 

Bui.  O let  no  noble  eie  prophane  a teare 
For  me,  if  I be  gorgde  J with  Mowbraies  fpeare  : 

As  confident  as  is  the  falcons  flight 
Againft  a bird,  do  I with  Mowbray  fight. 

My  louing  lord  I take  my  leaue  of  you  : 

Of  you  (my  noble  coofin)  lord  Aumerle, 

Not  ficke,  although  I haue  to  do  with  death. 

But  luftie,  yong,  and  cheerely  drawing  breath. 

Loe,  as  at  Englijh  feafts  fo  I regreet 

The  daintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweet. 

I 
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Oh  thou  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood, 

Whofe  youthfull  fpirit  in  me  regenerate. 

Doth  with  a two-fold  vigour  lift  me  vp. 

To  reach  a * viclorie  aboue  my  head, 

Adde  proofevnto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers, 

And  with  thy  bleflings  fteele  my  launces  point, 

That  it  may  enter  Mowbray es  waxen  coate. 

And  furbiih  new  the  name  of  John  a Gaunt, 

Euen  in  the  luflie  hauiour  of  his  fonne. 

Gaunt.  God  f,  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profperou 
Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution. 

And  let  thy  blowes  doubly  redoubled. 

Fail  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  cafke 
Of  thy  aducrfe  pernirioiis  encmie, 

Rowfe  vp  thy  youthtull  blood,  be  valiant  and  Hue. 

Bui.  Mine  innocence  and  faint  George  to  thriue. 

Mow.  How  euer  God  ||  or  fortune  call  my  lotte, 
There  lies  § or  dies  true  to  king  Richards  throne, 

A loyall,  iuft,  and  vpright  gentleman  : 

Neuer  did  captiue  with  a freer  heart 

Call  off  his  chaines  of  bondage,  and  embrace  ^ . 

His  polden  vncontroied  eiifranchifement. 

More  then  my  dauncing  foule  doth  celebrate 
This  feaft  of  battle  with  mine  aduerfarie. 

Mod  mightie  liege,  and  my  companion  peeres, 

Take  from  my  youth  the  wifh  of  happy  yeares. 

As  gentle  and  as  iocond  as  to  ieff. 

Go  I to  fight,  truth  hath  a quiet  bred. 

King.  Farewell  (my  lord)  fecurely  I efpie, 

Vertue  with  valor  couched  in  thine  eie, 

Order  the  triall  marfiiall,  and  beginne. 

* at  "j-  Heavtn  J amaz'd  |I  Hiaven  § livet 
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Mar*  Harrie  of  Herford,  Lancafter,  and  Darbie, 
Receiue  thy  launce,  and  God  * defend  thy  right. 

Bui,  Strong  as  a tower  in  hope  I cry,  amen. 

Mar.  Go  beare  this  launce  to  Thomas  D.  of  Norfolke, 
f Herald.  Harry  of  Herford,  Lancafter,  and  Darbie, 
Stands  heere,  for  God,  his  foueraigtie,  and  himfelfe,  * 

On  paine  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 

To  proue  the  duke  of  Norfolke  Thomas  Moivbray, 

A traytor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him. 

And  dares  him  to  fet  forwards  to  the  fight. 

:|:  Her.  Here  flandeth  Thomas  Mowbray  D.  of  Norfolke, 
On  paine  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 

Both  to  defend  himfelfe,  and  to  approue 
Henry  of  Herford,  Lancajler,  and  Darby, 

To  God,  his  foueraigne,  and  to  him  difloyall, 
Couragioufly,  and  with  a free  defire, 

Attending  but  the  fignall  to  begin  ||. 

Mar.  Sound  trumpets,  and  fet  foorth  § combatants ; 
Stay,  the  king  hath  throwne  his  warder  downe. 

King.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  their  fpearcSj 
And  both  returne  backe  to  their  chaires  againe  : 
Withdraw  with  vs,  and  let  the  trumpets  found. 

While  we  returne  thefe  dukes  what  we  decree 
Draw  neere  and  lift. 

What  with  our  counfell  we  haue  done, 

For  that  our  kingdomes  earth  Ihould  not  be  foyld 
With  that  deare  blood  which  it  hath  been  fojiered  f f : 

And  for  our  eies  do  hate  the  dire  afpe(ft: 

Of  ciuill  wounds  ploughd  vp  with  neighbours  fword  : 

* -f  1 herald  %%  herald  \\  a charge  founded 

^forward  **  A long  fiourijh  bath  fojiered 
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* And  for  we  thinke  the  eagle-winged  pride^ 

Of Jhie- af pi  ring  and  ambitious  thoughts 
IVith  riual-hatiug  enuic  fet  onyou^ 

To  wake  our  peace^  which  in  our  countries  cradle 
Drawes  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  feepe. 

Which  fo  rouzd  vp  with  boyfirous  vntunde  drummes. 

With  harfh  refounding  trumpets  dreadfull  bray, 

And  grating  fhocke  of  wrathfull  yron  armes. 

Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  faire  peace, 

And  make  vs  wade  euen  in  our  kindreds  blood  : 

Therefore  we  banifh  you  our  territories. 

You  coofin  Herford,  vpon  paine  of  life  f, 

Till  twice  fiue  fummers  haue  enricht  our  field. 

Shall  not  regreete  our  faire  dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftranger  pathes  of  banifhment. 

Bui.  Your  will  be  done  ; this  mufi:  my  comfort  be. 

That  fun  that  warmes  you  heere,  fiiall  fhine  on  me. 

And  thofe  his  golden  beames  vnto  t you  heere  lent. 

Shall  point  on  me,  and  guild  my  banifiiment. 

King.  Norfolkey  for  thee  remaines  a heauier  doome. 

Which  I with  fome  vnwillingnefie  pronounce, 

The  flie  flow  howres  fliall  not  determinate 
The  datelefle  limit  of  thy  deare  exile  : 

The  hopelefle  word  of  neuer  to  returne, 

Breath  I againft  thee,  vpon  paine  of  life. 

Mow.  A heauie  fentence,  my  moft  foueraigne  liege. 

And  all  vnlookt  for  from  your  highnefle  mouth, 

A dearer  merit,  not  fo  deepe  a may  me, 

As  to  be  caft  foorth  in  the  common  ayre, 

Haue  I deferued  at  your  highnefle  hands  : 

The  language  I haue  learnd  thefe  for  tie  ycares, 

' My 
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My  natiue  EngliJJj  now  I muft  forgoe, 

And  now  my  tongues  vfe  is  to  me  no  more 
Than  an  vnflringed  violl  or  a harpe. 

Or  like  a cunning  inflrument  cafde  vp. 

Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 

That  knowes  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmonic. 

Within  my  mouth  you  haue  ingayld  my  tongue. 

Doubly  perciilliji  * with  my  teeth  and  lippes. 

And  dull  vnfeeling  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  iayler  to  attend  on  me  : 

I am  too  old  to  fawne  vppon  a nurfe. 

To  farre  in  yeares  to  be  a pupill  now. 

What  is  thy  fentence  but  fpeachlelTe  death  ; 

Which  robbes  my  tongue  from  breathing  natiue  breath  ? 

King.  It  bootes  thee  not  to  be  compaffionate. 

After  our  fentence,  playning  comes  too  late. 

Mow.  Then  thus  I turne  me  from  my  countries  light. 

To  dwell  in  folemne  lhades  of  endlefle  night. 

King.  Returne  againe,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 

Lay  on  our  royall  fword  your  banifht  hands. 

Sweare  by  the  dutie  that  y’owe  to  God  f , 

(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  with  your  felues) 

To  keepe  the  oath  that  we  adminifler  : 

You  neuer  fhall,  fo  helpe  5^ou  truth  and  God  J, 

Embrace  each  others  loue  in  banifhment, 

Nor  neuer  ||  looke  vpon  each  others  face. 

Nor  rieiier  § write;  regreete,  nor  ff  reconcile 
This  louing  temped:  of  your  home-bred  hate, 

Nor  7ieuer  |1||  by  aduifed  purpofe  meete, 

To  plotte,  contriue,  or  complot  any  ill, 

Gaindc  vs,  our  date,  our  fubiefls,  or  our  land. 

* portcuUiJi  'I'  Heauen  J Heauen  ||  euer  § euer  •j'  I tr 

JJ  li/wring  II  |j  euer  • 


BuU 


RrCHARD  THE  SECOND,” 


Bill.  I fweare. 

Mow.  And  I,  to  kecpe  nil  this. 

Bui.  Norfolkcy  fo  fare  as  to  mine  enemie  : 

By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  vs. 

One  of  our  foules  had  wandred  in  the  ayrc, 

Banidit  this  fraile  fepulchre  of  our  flefh. 

As  now  our  flefh  is  banifht  from  this  land. 

Confeffe  thy  treafons  ere  thou  fly  the  f realmc. 

Since  thou  hafl:  farre  to  goe,  beare  not  along 
Idle  cloging  burthen  of  a guiltie  foule. 

Mow.  No  Bullingbrookef  if  euer  I were  tray  tour. 

My  name  be  blotted  from  the  booke  of  life. 

And  I from  heauen  baniflit,  as  from  hence : 

But  what  art  thou,  God  J,  thou,  and  I,  do  know. 

And  all  too  foone  (I  feare)  the  king  fhall  rew. 

Farewell,  (my  liege)  now  no  way  can  I flray, 

Saue  backe  to  England.,  all  the  world’s  my  way. 

King.  Vncle,  euen  in  the  glafles  of  thine  eies, 

I fee  thy  grieued  heart : thy  fad  afpedl 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifht  yeares 
Pluckt  foiire  away,  fixe  frozen  winters  fpent, 

Returne  with  welcome  home  from  banifliment. 

Bui.  How  long  a time  lies  in  one  little  word  ? ‘ 

Foure  lagging  winters,  and  foure  wanton  fprlngs. 

End  in  one  1|  word  ; fuch  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  I thanke  my  liege,  that  in  regard  of  mee. 

He  fhorteiis  foure  yeares  of  my  fonnes  exile  ; 

But  little  vantage  fhall  I reape  thereby : 

For  ere  the  § fixe  yeares  that  he  hath  to  fpend 

Can  change  their  * moones,  and  bring  their  times  about. 

My  oyle-dryed  lampe,  and  time  bewafled  light 

t i Heauen  j|  a § tbcje  * the 
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Shall  be  extin(fl:  with  age  and  endlefle  night : 

My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done. 

And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fonne. 

King.  Why  vnckle,  thou  hafl  many  yeares  to  liue. 
Gaunt.  But  not  a minute  (king)  that  thou  canft  giue : 
Shorten  my  daies  thou  canft  with  fullen  f forrow, 

And  plucke  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a morrow. 

Thou  canft  helpe  time  to  furrow  me  with  age. 

But  ftoppe  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  5 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him  for  my  death, 

But  dead,  thy  kingdome  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

King.  Thy  fonne  is  baniftit  with  good  aduife. 

Whereto  thy  tongue,  a party,  verdiff  gaue. 

Why  at  our  iuftice  feemft  thou  then  to  lowre  ? 

• Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  taft,  prooue  in  digeftion  fowPc. 
You  vrge  J me  as  a iu dge,  but  I had  rather 
You  would  haue  bid  ine  argue  like  a father. 

II  Oh  had't  .been  a Jiranger,  not  my  child^ 

To  fmooth  his  fault  I would  haue  been  more  milde  : 

A partiall  faunder  fought  § I to  auoyde, 

And  in  the  fentence  my  owne  life  dejiroyde. 

Alas,  I lookt  when  fome  of  you  fhould  fay, 

I was  too  ftri(ft  to  make  mine  owne  away  : 

But  you  gaue  leaue  to  my  vnwilling  tongue, 

Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felfe  this  wrong. 

King.  Coofen  farewell,  and  vnckle  bid  him  fo  ; 

Sixe  yeares  vve  banifti  him,  and  he  fhall  go  *. 

Au.  Coofin  farewell ; what  prefence  muft  not  know 
From  where  you  doe  remaine,  let  paper  firow. 

Mar.  My  lord  no  leaue  take  I,  for  I will  ride 
As  farre  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

-J-  JnddiTt  1 urg'd  11  Thefe  four  lines  are  wanting  in  one  of  the  copies. 
^ ought  * Flourijh.  Exit. 
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Gaunt.  Oh  to  what  purpofe  dofl  thou  hoard  thy  words 
That  thou  returned:  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Bill.  I haue  too  few  to  take  my  leaue  of  you, 

When  the  tongues  office  fhould  be  prodigall. 

To  breath  the  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  griefe  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a time. 

Bui.  loy  abfcnt,  griefe  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fixe  winters  ? they  are  quickly  gone. 

Bui.  To  men  in  ioy,  but  griefe  makes  one  howre  ten. 
Gaunt.  Call  it  a trauaile  that  thou  takft  for  pleafure. 

Bui.  My  heart  will  figh  when  I mifcall  it  fo. 

Which  finds  it  an  inforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fullen  paffige  of  thy  wearie  fteps 
Edeeme  a foyle  f wherein  thou  art  to  fet. 

The  precious  iewell  of  thy  home  returne. 

:{:  Bui.  Nay  rather  euery  tedious Jiride  Imaket 
Will  but  remember  me  what  |1  deale  of  'world 
J wander  from  the  ieweh  that  I hue. 

Mujl  I not  feme  a long  apprentifloood 
Toforren  paffages^  and  in  the  end. 

Hailing  my  freedome,  boaji  of  nothing  elfe. 

But  that  I was  a ioiirney-man  to  griefe  ? 

Gaunt,  All  places  that  the  eie  of  heauen  vifites,  ' 

Are  to  a wife  man  ports  and  happy  hauens. 

Teach  thy  necejfitie  to  reafon  thus. 

There  is  no  vertue  like  necejfitie  : 

Thinke  not  the  king  did  banifh  thee 

But  thou  the  king,  who  § doth  the  heauier  ft, 

Where  it  per  ceiues  it  is  but  faintly  borne  : 

Go,  fay  I fent  thee  foorth  to  pur  chafe  honour, 

And  not  the  king  exilde  thee  ; or  fuppofe 

•J-  J Thefe  lines  are  found  In  the  firft  and  third  edition^  but  are  omitted 

in  the  fourth,  ^wbata  § lyce 
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Deuouring  fejlilence  hangs  in  our  aire, 

Jnd  thou  art  flying  to  a frejher  clime  : 

Looke  uehat  thy  Joule  holds  deare,  imagine  it 

To  ly  that  way  thou  goefly  not  whence  thou  comefl  • 

Suppofe  the  flinging  birds  mvjitions. 

The  graflfle  whereon  thou  treadfl,  the  preflence  flrowde. 

The  flowers  y flaire  ladies  y and  thy  flepSy  no  more 
Then  a delightflull  meaflurCy  or  a daiincey 
For  gnar ling flor row  hath  leflfe  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mockes  at  it  and  Jets  it  light. 

Bui.  Oh  who  can  hold  a her  in  his  hand. 

By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucaflus  ? 

Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite. 

By  bare  imagination  of  a fealf  ? 

Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnov/, 

By  thinking  on  fantaftick  fiimmers  heat  ? 

Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Give  f but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  : 

Fell  foiTOwes  tooth  doth  neuer  J rancle  more 
Then  when  it  bites,  but  lancheth  not  the  foare. 

Gaunt.  Come  come  my  fonne,  He  bring  thee  on  thy  way 
Had  I thy  youth  and  caufe,  I would  not  flay. 

Bui.  Then  Englands  ground  farewell,  fweet  foile  adiew, 
My  mother  and  my  -nurfe  that  ||  beares  me  yet. 

Where  ere  I wander,  boafl:  of  this  I can, 

Though  banhht  yet  a true  borne  EngUfleman,  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  king  with  Bufhie,  &c.  at  one  dorCy  and  the  lord 
Aumerle  at  the  other. 

Kinp-.  Wee  did  obferue,  cooCm  Humerlcy 
Kow  farre  brought  you  high  Herford  on  his  way  ? 

•f  Ci^a  X t^tr  |j  •which  § Scoena  S^uarta.  * Eater  tbs  hhgy 

/himsrky  CresnSy  and  Begot. 
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Awn.  I brought  high  Herford,  if  you  call  him  fo, 

But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  I left  him. 

King.  And  fay,  what  flore  of  parting  teares  were  fhed  ? 

Awn.  Faith  none  for  me,  except  the  northeaft  winde. 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  againfl  our  face,  . 

Awakt  the  Jleepie  f rewme,  and  fo  by  chance^ 

Did  grace  our  f hollow  parting  with  a teare. 

King.  What  faid  your  coofin  when  you  parted  with  him  ? 

All.  Farewell,  and  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word  that  taught  me  craft, 

To  counterfaite  opprCiTion  of  fuch  griefe, 

That  '’ujords  ||  feemd  buried  in  my  forrowes  graue  : 

Marry  would  the  word  farewell  haue  § lengthned  houres. 

And  added  yeeres  to  his  fhort  banifhment. 

He  fhould  haue  had  a volume  of  farewels : 

But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

King.  He  is  our  coofins  coofin,  but  tis  doubt. 

When  time  fhall  call  him  home  from  banilhment. 

Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 

Our  felfe  and  Bvfhie  J:]:. 

- Obferued  his  courtfhip  to  the  common  people, 

How  he  did  feeme  to  diue  into  their  hearts. 

With  humble  and  familiar  curtefie. 

With  reuerence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaues. 

Wooing  poore  craftfmcn  with  the  craft  of  fmiles. 

And  patient  vnderbearing  of  his  fortune. 

As  twere  to  banifh  their  affefls  with  him. 

Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter-wench, 

A brace  of  draymen  bid  God  fpeed  him  well, 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee. 

With  thanks  my  countrey-men,  my  louing  friends. 


-f-  Jltfpirg  J your  j]  •word  § had  J J Bagot,  bee,  and 

CreenCf  fourth  edition. 
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As  were  our  England  in  reuerfion  his, 

And  he  our  fubiects  next  degree  in  hope. 

Greene.  Well,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  go  thefe  thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland^ 

Expedient  mannage  muft  be  made  (my  liege) 

Ere  further  leyfure  yeeld  them  f further  meanes 
For  their  aduantage,  and  your  highneffe  lolTe. 

King.  We  will  our  felfe  in  perfon  to  this  warre. 

And  for  our  coffers,  with  too  great  a court 
And  liberall  larges,  are  growne  fomewhat  light ; 

Wee  are  inforfl:  to  farme  our  royal  1 realme, 

The  reuenue  whereof  fhall  furnifh  vs  : 

For  olir  affaires  in  hand,  if  that  f come  fhort. 

Our  fubflitutes  at  home  fhall  haue  blancke  charters. 

Whereto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich. 

They  fhall  fubfcribe  them, for  large  fummes  of  gold. 

And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants, 

For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bufhie  ivith  newes  ||.  §. 

Biijh.  Old  lohn  of  Gaunt  is  grieiious  * ficke,  my  lord, 
Sodainely  taken,  and  hath  fent  poft  hafl 
To  intreate  your  maiehie  to  vifite  him. 

King.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Bujh.  At  Elye  houfe. 

King.  Now  put  it  (fiodW)  into  the  ||||  phifitions  mind. 

To  helpe  him  to  his  graue  immediately  : 

The  lyning  of  his  coffers  fhall  make  coates, 

To  decke  onr  foldiers  for  thefe  Iriflo  warres. 

the  ^ J they  ||  firji  and  third  edition  \Bufhy  nubat  r.envet  ? in 

the  fgurth  edition,  is  added  to  the  kings  fpeech  * very  ||  beiuen  [||[  in  bis 


Come 
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Come  gentlemen,  let’s  all  goe  vifite  him, 

Pray  God  f wc  may  make  hafl:,  and  come  too  late  : 

Amen.  Exeunt 

Enter  lohn  of  Gaunt  ficke^  'with  the  duke  of  Yorke,  &c. 

Gaunt.  Will  the  king  come,  that  I may  breath  my  laft. 

In  holfome  counfell  to  his  vnflayed  youth  ? 

Yorke.  Vex  not  your  felfe,  nor  ftriue  not  with  your  breath 
For  all  in  vaine  comes  connfell  to  his  eare. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  but  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men, 
Inforce  attention  like  deepe  harmonie : 

Where  wordes  are  fcarce,  they  are  fieldome  fpent  in  vaine. 
For  they  breath  truth  that  breath  their  words  in  paine. 

He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liftened  more 

Then  they  whom  youth  and  cafe  hath  taught  to  glofe. 

More  are  mens  ends  markt,  then  their  lines  before  : 

The  fetting  funne,  and  muficke  at  the  glofe  J, 

As  the  laft  tail  of  fweetes  is  fweeteft  laft, 

Writ  in  remembrance,  more  then  things  long  pad. 

Though  Richard  my  Hues  counfell  would  not  heare. 

My  deaths  fad  tale  may  yet  vndeafe  his  eare. 

Yorke.  No,  it  is  dopt  with  other  flattering  founds. 

As  prayfes  of  his  § date  : then  there  f f are  found 
Lafeiuious  meeters,  to  whofe  venom  found 
The  open  eare  fi  of  youth  doth  alwaies  liden. 

Report  of  fafhions  in  proud  /f  j/zV, 

Whofe  manners  dill  our  tardy  apifli  nation 
Limps  after  in  bafe  imitation. 

Where  doth  the  world  thrud  foorth  a vanitle. 

So  it  be  new,  there’s  no  refpeft  how  vile, 

That  is  not  quickly  buzd  into  his  ||||  eares  ? 

-J-  heaven  \ ^BusSecundut,  Setena  Prima.  the  clofe 

^ ivbofe  -j-I-  the  wife  eares  ||{|  ihitr 
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Then  * all  too  late  comes  counfell  to  be  heard. 

Where  will  doth  miitinie  with  wittes  regard. 

Dire(fl:  not  him  whofe  way  himfelfe  will  choofe, 

Tis  breath  thou  lackft,  and  that  breath  thou  ’wilt  f loofe. 

Gaunt.  Mee  thinks  I am  a prophet  new  infpiid. 

And  thus  expiring,  doe  foretell  of  him  ; 

His  ralh  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  lafl : 

For  violent  fires  foone  burne  out  themfelues, 

Small  fhowers  lafl  long,  but  fodaine  flormes  are  fhort : 

He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faff  betimes. 

With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder, 

Light  vanitie,  infatiate  cormorant, 

Confuming  meanes  foone  prayes  vpon  it  felfe : 

This  royall  throne  of  kings,  this  fceptred  ile. 

This  earth  of  maieffie,  this  feate  of  Mars^ 

This  other  Eden^  demie  paradice. 

This  foretrefle  built  by  nature  for  her  felfe, 

Againft  infeffion,  and  the  hand  of  warre  ; 

This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 

This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the.  filuer  fea. 

Which  ferueues  1 it  in  the  office  of  a wall. 

Or  as  a moate  defenfiue  to  a houfe, 

Againff  the  enuie  of  lefTe  happier  lands : 

This  bleffed  plotte,  this  earth,  this  realme,  this  England, 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  wombe  of  ro5’ail  kings, 

Feard  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth, 

Renowned  in  their  deeds  as  farre  from  home. 

For  chriftian  feruice  and  true  chiualrie. 

As  is  the  fepulchre  in  ffubborne  lewrie. 

Of  the  worlds  ranfome,  bleffed  Maries  fonne  : 

This  land  of  fuch  deare  foules,  this  deare  deare  land ; 

* That  'I'  thm  | feri'ts  , 

Deare 
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Deare  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 

Is  now  leaced  out  (I  die  pronouncing  it) 

Like  to  a tenement  and  * pelting  farme. 

EnglandhoMnd.  in  with  the  triumphant  fea, 

Whofe  rockie  flioare  beates  backe  the  enuious  fiege 
Of  watry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  fhame, 

With  inkie  blottes,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds. 

That  England  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 

Hath  made  a lhamefull  conquefl:  of  it  felfe  : 

Ah  would  the  fcandall  vanifit  f with  my  life, 

How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  ? 

Torke.  The  king  is  come,  deale  mildly  with  his  youth, 

For  young  hot  colts  being  lag’de,  do  rage  the  more.f 

Enter  the  king  and  queene,  &c. 

^leene.  How  fares  our  noble  vncle  Lancajler? 

King.  What  comfort  man  ? how  ift  with  aged  Gaunt  ? 
Gaunt.  O how  that  name  befits  my  compofition. 

Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old; 

Within  me  griefe  hath  kept  a tedious  faff,  ‘ ' ‘ ^ 

And  who  abfiaines  from  meate,  that  is, not  gaunt  ? 

For  fleeping  England,  long  time  haue  I watch t ; . 

Watching  breedes  leaneneffe,  leanenefle  is  all  gaunt ; 

The  pleafure  that  fome  fathers  feede  vppon. 

Is  my  flrickt  faff,  I meane  my  childrens  lookes. 

And  therein,  faffing  haff  thou  made  me  gaunt. 

Gaunt  am  I for  the  graue,  gaunt  as  a graue, 

Whofe  hollow'wombe  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

King.  Can  ficke  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names  I 
Gaunt.  No,  miferie  makes  fport  to  mocke  it  felfe. 

Since  thou  doft  feeke  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 

0 II  mocke  my  name  (great  king)  to  flatter  thee. 

* cr  t vanifh  J Enter  the  king,  queene,  Aumerle,  Bujhy,  Greene,  Ba- 

got,  Eos  and  Willoughby,  fourth  edition.  J]  I 
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King.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thofe  that  line  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  no,  men  lining  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

King.  Thou  now  a dying  fayfl:,  thou  flattereft  me. 

Gaunt.  Oh  no,  thou  diefl:,  though  I the  ficker  be. 

King.  I am  in  health,  I breath,  I fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knowes  I fee  thee  ill, 
lil  in  my  felfe  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill. 

Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefler  then  the  land. 

Wherein  thou  lyeft  in  reputation  ficke. 

And  thou  too  careleflTe  patient  as  thou  art, 

Commitft  thy  annoynted  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phifitions  that  firfl  wounded  thee  : 

A thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  crowne, 

Whofe  compaflTe  is  no  bigger  then  thy  head  * ; 

And  yet  imaged  f in  fo  fmall  a verge. 

The  wafle  is  no  whit  leflTer  then  thy  land  : 

Oh  had  thy  grandfire  with  a prophets  eye, 

Seene  how  his  fonnes  fonne  fliould  deflroy  his  Tonnes, 

From  foorth  thy  reach  he  would  haue  layd  thy  fliame, 
Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  poflTefl:, 

Which  art  poflefl  now  to  depofe  thy  felfe. 

Why  coofin  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world. 

It  were  a Ihame  to  let  this  land  by  leafe  \ 

But  for  thy  world  cnioying  but  this  land. 

Is  it  not  more  then  (hame  to  fliame  it  fo  ? 

Land-lord  of  England  art  thou  now  not,  nor  t king, 

Thy  ftate  of  law  is  bond-flaue  to  the  law, 
y^nd  thou  11 

King,  M § lunatick  leane-witted  foole, 

Prefuming  on  an  agues  priuiledge, 

Dareft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 

♦ band  't  if^caged  % and  not  H And-.^  § And  tbcu  a 

Make 
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Make  pale  our  cheeke,  chafing  * the  royall  blood 
With  furie  from  his  natiue  refidence. 

Now  by  my  feates  right  royall  maieftie 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edwards  fonne, 

This  tongue  that  runnes  fo  roundly  in  thy  head. 

Should  runne  thy  head  from  thy  vnreverent  fhoulders. 

Gaunt,  Oh  fpare  me  not  my  brother  Edwards  fonne, 

For  that  I was  his  father  Edwards  fonne  : 

That  blood  already,  like  the  pellican. 

Haft  thou  tapt  f and  drunkenly  carowf  ||  .* 

My  brother  Glocefter,  plaine  well  meaning  foule. 

Whom  fare  befall  in  heauen  mongft  happy  foules. 

May  be  a prefident  and  witnelTe  good. 

That  thou  refpe(ft’If  not  fpilling  Edwards  blood, 
loyne  with  the  prefent  ficknefTe  that  I haue, 

And  thy  vnkindnes  be  like  crooked  age, 

I'o  crop  at  once  a too  long  withered  flower. 

Liue  in  thy  fliame,  but  die  not  fliame  with  thee : 

Thefe  words  heereafter,  thy  tormentors  be  ; 

Conuay  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  graue. 

Lone  they  to  liue,  that  loue  and  honour  haue.  Exit, 

King.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fullens  haue, 

For  both  hafl:  thou,  and  both  become  the  graue. 

Torke.  I do  befeech  your  maieflie  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  ficklinefle  and  age  in  him 
He  loues  you  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  deere. 

As  Harry  duke  of  Herford,  were  he  heere. 

King,  Right,  you  fay  true  ; as  Herfords  loue,  fo  his: 

As  theirs,  fo  mine,  and  § be  as  it  is.  * 

North.  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your  ma- 
King.  What  fayes  hee  (ieflie, 

•j-  Tbou  baH  tapt  out  |{  carous'd' 

* Enttr  NirtbumPiriand, 
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North.  Nothing,  all  is  fayd; 

His  tongue  is  now  a ftringlefTe  inftrument, 

Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafter  hath  fpent. 

Torke.  Be  Torke  the  next  that  muff  be  banckrout  fo. 
Though  death  be  poore,  it  ends  a mortall  wo. 

Kmg.  The  ripelf  fruite  fird:  falles  and  fo  doth  he  ; 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  mud  be  : 

So  much  for  that.  Now  for  our  /ri/h  warres : 

We  mud  fupplani;  thofe  rough  rug  headed  Kerne 
Which  liue  like  venome,  where  no  venome  elfe 
But  onely  they,  haue  priuiledge  to  liue. 

And  for  thefe  great  affayres  do  afxe  fome  charge. 
Towards  our  adidance  we  do  feaze  to  vs. 

The  plate,  coyne  *,  reuenewes,  and  moueables 
Whereof  our  vnckle  Gaunt  did  dand  poded. 

Torke.  How  long  (hall  I be  patient  ? ah  how  long 
Shall  tender  diietie  make  me  fuffer  wrong  ? 

Not  Glocejicrs  death,  nor  Herfords  banidiment. 

Nor  G aunts  rebukes,  nowEnglafids  priuate  wrongs. 
Nor  the  preuention  of  poore  Bidlinghrooke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  owne  difgrace, 

Haue  euer  made  me  fower  my  patient  cheeke. 

Or  bend  one  wrinckle  on  my  foueraignes  face  : 

I am  the  lad  of  the  f noble  Edwards  fonnes. 

Of  whom  thy  father  prince  of  Wales  was  fird. 

In  warre,  was  neuer  lion  rage  ||  more  fierce  : 

In  peace,  was  neuer  gentle  lambe  more  m/ilde 
Then  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman : 

His  face  thou  had,  for^euen  fo  lookt  he, 

Accomplifht  with  a number  of  thy  houres  ; 

But  when  he  frowned,  it  was  againd  the  French^ 

And  not  againd  his  friendes : his  noble  hand 
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Did  winne  what  he  did  fpend,  and  fpent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  fathers  hand  had  wonne: 

His  hands  were  guiltie  of  no  kindred  blood. 

But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kinne. 

Oh  Richard  I Torke  is  too  farre  gone  with  griefe. 

Or  elfe  he  neuer  would  compare  betweene. 

King.  Why  vncle,  whats  the  matter  ? 

* Torke.  Oh  my  liege,  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe. 

If  not,  I pleafd,  not  to  be  pardoned,  am  content  withall 
Seeke  you  to  feize  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 

The  royalties  and  rights  of  banilht  Herford? 

Is  not  Gaunt  dead  ? and  doth  not  Herford  liue  ? 

Was  not  Gaunt  iud:  ? and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 

Did  not  the  one  deferue  to  haue  an  heyre  ? 

Is  not  his  heyre  a well  deferuing  fonne  ? 

Take  Herfords  right  away,  and  take  from  time. 

His  charters  and  his  cuflomarie  rights ; 

Let  not  to  morrow  then  enfue  to  day : 

Be  not  thy  felfe ; for  how  art  thou  a king. 

But  by  faire  fequence,  and  ruccefTion  ? 

Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I fay  true. 

If  you  doe  wrongfully  feize  Herfords  right. 

Call  in  the  letters  patents  that  he  hath 

By  his  attournies  generall  to  fue 

His  liuery,  and  deny  his  offered  homage. 

You  plucke  a thoufand  dangers  on  your  head. 

You  loofe  a thoufand  well  difpofed  hearts. 

And  pricke  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts, 

Which  honour  and  allegeance  cannot  thinke. 

Kmg>  Thinke  what  you  will,  we  feize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money  and  his  land. 

Torke.  He  not  be  by  the  while,  my  liege  farewell, 
What  will  enfue  heereof,'  ther’s  none  can  tell: 
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But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  vnderAood, 

That  their  events  can  neuer  fall  out  good.  Exit. 

King.  Go  BuJJjic,  to  the  earle  of  IViltJhirc  Aralght, 

Bid  him  repayre  to  vs  to  Elye  houfe. 

To  fee  this  bufinefTe  : to  morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland^  and  t*is  time  I trow  ; 

And  wee  create  in  abfence  of  our  felfe, 

Our  vnckle  Torke,  lord  gouernour  of  England-, 

For  he  is  iuft,  and  alwaies  loued  vs  well  : 

Come  on  our  queene,  to  morrow  mult  we  part, 

Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  Bay  is  Ihort. 

Exeunt  king  and  queene.  Manet  North  *. 

North.  Well  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancajler  is  dead. 

Rojfe.  And  lining  too,  for  now  his  fonne  is  duke. 

Willough.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  reuenewes. 

North.  Richly  in  both,  if  iuBice  had  her  right. 

Rojfe.  My  heart  is  great,  but  it  mult  breake  with  filence, 
Er’t  be  difbiirdened  with  a liberall  tongue. 

North.  Nay  fpeak  thy  mind,  and  let  him  nere  fpeak  more. 
That  fpeakes  thy  words  againe,  to  do  thee  harme. 

Willough.  Tend’s  that  thou  wouldB  fpeake,  to  the  D.  of 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly  man,  {HerfordP 

QuickC  is  mine  eare  to  heareof  good  towards  him. 

Rojfe.  No  good  at  all,  that  I can  doe  for  him  : 

VnlelTe  you  call  it  good,  to  pltty  him. 

Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimonie. 

North.  Now  afore  Cod  f t’is  lliame  fach  wrongs  are  borne 
In  him  a royall  prince,  and  many  mo 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land  : 

The  king  is  not  himfelfe,  but  bafcly  led 
By  flatterers,  and  what  they  will  informe, 

* Willougbhy^  and  Rofs,  fourth  Edition.  f heaven 
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Meerely  in  hate  againfl  any  of  vs  alJ, 

That  will  the  king  feuerely  profecute 

Againfl  vs,  our  liues,  our  children,  and  our  heires. 

Rojfe.  The  commons  hath  he  pild  * with  grieuous  taxe^ 
And  quite  lofl  their  hearts.  The  nobles  hath  he  fin’d 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  lofl  their  hearts. 

IVilloug.  And  dayly  new  exaflions  are  deuifd. 

As  blancks,  beneuolences,  and  I wot  not  what. 

North.  But  what  a Gods  name  doth  become  of  this  ? f 

IVillo.  War  res  hath  not  wafled  it ; for  warr’d  he  hath  not, 
But  bafely  yeilded  vpon  compromife. 

That  which  his;zo^/^  1|  aunceflors  atchieud  withblowes: 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  then  they  in  warres. 

RoJJe,  The  earle  of  Wiltjhire  hath  the  realme  in  farme. 

Wil.  The  king's  § growne  banckrout  like  a broken  man. 

North.  Reproach  and  defolution  hangeth  ouer  him. 

RoJJe.  He  hath  not  money  for  thefe  Irijh  warres, 

His  burthenous  taxations  notwithflanding. 

But  by  the  robbing  of  the  baniflit  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinfman  mofl  degenerate  king  : 

But  lords,  we  heare  this  fearefull  tempefl  fmg. 

Yet  feeke  no  (belter  to  auoyde  the  florme. 

We  fee  the  winde  fit  fore  vpon  our  failes. 

And  yet  we  flrike  not,  but  fecurely  perifh. 

RoJJe.  We  fee  the  very  wracke  that  we  mufl  fuffer. 

And  vnauoydedis  the  danger  now. 

For  fuficring  fo  the  caufes  of  our  wracke. 

North.  Not  fo,  euen  through  the  hollow  eies  of  death, 

I efpie  life  peering  **  ; but  I dare  not  fay. 

How.  neere  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

/H/.  Nay  let  vs  (hare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doflours. 

* -j-  ThiS  line  in  the  edition  of  1598  isaddedto  the  foregoing  fpeech. 
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Roffe.  Be  confident  to  fpeake  Northumberland, 

We  three  are  but  thy  felfe ; and  fpeaking  fo, 

Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North,  Then  thus  : I hauefrom  Le  port  blan 
(A  bay  in  Britaine  *)  receiude  intelligence. 

That  Harry  duke  of  Herford^  Raynold  L.  Cobham, 

That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter 
His  brother  archbhhop  late  of  Canterbury , 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham^  fir  I@hn  Ramjlon  f , 

Sir  lohn  Norberie^  fir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis  Gomes'^ 

All  thefe  well  furnifhed  by  the  duke  of  Britaine, 

With  eight  tall  fhips,  three  thoufand  men  of  warre, 

Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 

And  fhortly  meane  to  touch  our  northern  (hore. 

Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  flay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland: 

If  then  we  (hall  fiiake  off  our  countries  § flauifh  yoke, 

Impe  §§  out  our  drowping  countries  broken  wing, 

Redeeme  from  broken  ft  p^wne  the  Wemifiit  crowne. 

Wipe  of  the  duft  that  hides  our  ||j|  fcepters  guilt  §§§, 

And  make  high  maiefiie  looke  like  it  felfe. 

Away  with  me  in  poft  to  Rauenfpurgh  : 

But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo. 

Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felfe  will  go. 

RoJJe,  To  horfe,  to  horfe,  vrge  doubts  to  them  that  feare. 

Willo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I will  firfi:  be  there. 

Exewrt,  f ff 

Enter  the  queene,  Bulhie,  and  Bagot. 

BuJlj,  Madam,  your  maiefiie  is  too  much  fadde. 

You  promifi  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 

' * Briitanie  •\  B.ainJlon  |[  omitted 
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To  lay  afide  halfe  ^-harming  heauinefle. 

And  entertaine  a cheerefull  difpofition. 

^teene.  To  pleafe  the  king  I did,  to  pleafe  my  felfc 
I cannot  doo  it ; yet  I know  no  caufe 
Why  I fhould  welcome  fuch  a gueft  as  griefc, 

Sane  bidding  farewell  to  fo  fweete  a gueft, 

As  my  fweete  Richard : yet  againe  me  thinks 
Some  vnborne  for  row  ripe  in  fortunes  wombe. 

Is  comming  towards  me  and  my  inward  foule, 

With  nothing  trembles,  at  fome  thing  it  grieues. 

More  then  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

Bujb.  Each  fubftance  of  a griefe  hath  f twenty  ftiadowes 
Which  fhewcs  like  griefe  it  felfe,  but  is  not  fo  : 

For  forrowes  eyes  ||  glazed  with  blinding  teares, 

Deuides  one  thing  entire  to  many  obiedls^ 

Like  perfpedfiues,  which  rightly  gazde  vpon. 

Shew  nothing  but  confufion,  eyde  awry, 

Diftinguifti  forme  : fo  your  fweete  maieftie, 

Looking  awry  vpon  your  lords  departure. 

Find  fhapes  of  griefe  more  then  himfelfe  to  waile, 

Which  lookt  on  as  it  is,  is  naught  but  ftiadowes 
Of  what  it  is  not,  then  thrice  (gracious  queene) 

More  then  your  lords  departure  wcepe  not,  more  is  not  fecne. 
Or  if  it  be,  tis  with  falfe  forrowes  eyes  §, 

Which  for  things  true,  weepes  things  imaginarie. 

^leene.  It  may  be  fo,  but  yet  my  inward  foule 
Perfwades  me  it  is  otherwife : how  ere  it  be, 

I cannot  but  be  fad  ; fo  heauie  fad. 

As  though  on  thinking  on,  no  thought  I thinke. 

Makes  me  with  heauie  nothing  hunt  and  fliiinke, 

Bujh,  Tis  nothing  but  conceite  (my  gracious  lady.) 

* lift.felfe^  bad  j[  §0^® 
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^eene.  Tis  nothing  lefle,  concelte  is  flill  denude 
From  Tome  forefather  griefe,  mine  is  not  fo  ; 

For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  griefe, 

Or  fomething  hath  the  nothing  that  I grieue, 

Tis  in  reverfion  that  I doe  pofTelTe  : 

But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  knowne,  what 
I cannot  name,  tis  namelefle  woe  I wot.  * 

Greene.  God  f faue  your  maiedie,  and  well  met  gentlemen, 
I hope  the  king  is  not  yet  fhipt  for  Ireland. 

^leene.  Why  hopefl  thou  fo?  tis  better  hope  he  is. 

For  his  defignes  crane  half,  his  hajl  f good  hope  : 

Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  Ihipt  ? 

Greene.  That  he  our  hope  might  haue  retirde  his  power 
And  driuen  into  defpaire  an  enemies  hope. 

Who  llrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land. 

The  banilht  Bidlmgbrooke  repeales  himfelfe. 

And  with  vplifted  armes  is  fafe  ariude  at  Raiienfpiirgh. 
^eene.  Now  God  in  heauen  forbid. 

Greene.  Ah  madam,  tis  too  true  ; and  that  is  worfe  : 

The  lord  Northumberland^  his  young  fonne  H.  Percie, 

The  lords  of  Roffe,  Beaumondy  and  IVilloiighbiCy 
With  all  their  powerfull  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

BiiJlj.  Why  haue  you  not  proclaimd  Northumberland 
And  the  reft  of  the  rcuolting  ||  fa6fion,  tray  tours  ? 

Greene.  We  haue,  where vpon  the  earle  of  Worcejier, 

Hath  broke  his  ftaffe,  refignd  his  ftewardfhip. 

And  all  the  houfliold  feruants  fled  with  him  to  Bidlingbrooke. 

^leene.  So  Greeney  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe, 

And  BuUingbrookey  my  forrowes  difmall  heire  : 

Now  hath  my  foule  brought  foorth  her  prodigie. 

And  I a gafping  new  deliuered  mother, 

Haue  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  ioynd. 

• Enter  Greency  fourth  Edition.  -j-  Heaven  J hiihajl  ovdxVx^y  fourth 
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l^ujh.  Difpalre  not  madam. 

^leene.  Who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 

I will  difpaire  and  be  at  enmitie 
With  couetous  * hope,  he  is  a flatterer, 

A parafite,  a keeper  backe  of  death, 

Who  gently  would  diflblue  the  bands  of  life. 

Which  falfe  /fope  lingers  f in  extremitie. 

Greene.  Heere  comes  the  duke  of  Torke. 

^eene.  With  fignes  of  warre  about  his  aged  necke: 

Oh  full  of  carefull  bufinefTe  are  his  lookes  : 

Vnckle,  for  Gods  fake  fpeake  comfortable  words. 

Torke.  Should  I do  fo^  I Poould  bcly  my  thought sX^ 

Comfort’s  in  heauen,  .^nd  we  are  on  the  earth. 

Where  nothing  lines  but  crolTes,  care,  and  griefe. 

Your  hulband  he  is  gone  to  faue  farre  off, 

W hilff  others  come  to  make  him  |1  loofe  at  home  : 

Heere  am  I left  to  vnderprop  his  land,  i ^ 

Who  weake  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  fclfe. 

Now  comes  the  ficke  houre  that  his  furfet  made. 

Now  fliall  he  trie  his  friends  that  flattered  him.  5 

Seruing.  My  lord,  your  fonne  was  gone  before  I came. 
Torke,  He  was,  why  fo ; go  all  which  way  it  will : 

The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  they  are  cold, 

And  will  (I  feare)  reuolt  on  Herfords  fide. 

Sirra,  get  thee  to  Plajhie  to  my  fiffer  Glocejlery 
Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a thoufand  pound. 

Hold  take  my  ring. 

Ser,  My  lord,  I had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordfliip. 

To  day  I came  by  and  called  there  ; 

But  I fliall  grieue  you  to  report  the  refl:. 

Torke,  What  i’fl;  knaue. 

* couzening  hope t linger  J This  line  omitted  in  the  fourth  Edition, 
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Scr.  An  houre  before  I came,  the  dutchefle  died. 

Torke.  God  * for  his  mercy  ! what  a tide  of  woes 
Comes  rufhing  on  this  woefull  land  at  once  ? 

I know  not  what  to  doc  : I would  to  God  ♦ 

(So  my  vntruth  had  f not  prouokt  him  to  it) 

The  king  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brothers. 

What,  are  there  two  J ports  difpatcht  for  Ireland?. 

How  fliall  w'e  doe  for  money  for  thefe  warres  ? 

Come  firter,  coofin  I would  fay  ; pray  pardon  me : 

Goc  fellow,  get  thee  home,  prouide  fome  carts. 

And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 

Gentlemen,  will  you  go  murter  men  ? 

If  I know  how  or  which  way  to  order  thefe  artayres. 

Thus  diforderly;  thrurt  into  my  hands, 

Neuer  beleeue  mee  : both  are  my  kinfmen  ; 

T'one  II  is  my  foueraigne,  whome  both  my  oath 
And  dutie  bids  defend  : t’other  againe. 

Is  mykinfman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong’d, 

Whom  confcience  and  rny  kindred  bids  to  right. 

Well,  fomewhat  we  murt  doe : come  coofin, 

lie  difpofe  of  you  : gentlemen,  goe  murter  vp  your  men. 

And  meete  me  prefen tly  at  B archly  § .* 

I Ihould  to  PlaJJjie  too,  but  time  w:ill  not  permit : 

All  is  vneuen,  and  euery  thing  is  left  at  fixe  and  feauen. 

Exeunt  duke  and  queene : manent  Bufnie  and  Greene. 

Bujh.  The  wind  fits  faire  for  newes  to  go  for  **  Ireland, 
But  none  returnes.  For  vs  to  leuie  power 
Proportionable  to  the  enemie,  is  all  vnportible. 

Greene.  Befides,  our  neerenerte  to  the  king  in  loue^ 

Is  neere  the  hate  of  tkofe  loue  not  the  king. 

* Heaven  *}'  hath  J fwo  omitted  |j  T'h' one  ^ BarHy  cajile  **  io 
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Bag.  And  that  is  the  wauering  commons  ; for  their  loue 
Lies  in  their  purfes,  and  who  fo  empties  them, 

By  fo  much  fils  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

B^yif.  Wherein  * the  king  {lands  generally  condemn’d. 

Bag.  If  iudgement  lie  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 

Becaufe  we  euer  haue  been  neere  the  king. 

Greene.  Well,  I will  for  refuge 'flraight  to  Br'ifl.  f caflle. 
The  carle  of  Wiltjhire  is  already  there. 

Bufi.  Thither  will  will  I with  you,  for  little  ofEce 
Will  the  hatefull  commons  performe  for  vs. 

Except  like  curres,  to  teare  vs  all  in  peeces : 

Will  you  goe  along  with  vs  ? 

Bag.  No,  I will  to  Ireland  to  his  maieflie  : 

Farewell,  if  hearts  prefages  be  notvaine. 

We  three  heere  part,  that  neere  fhall  meete  againe, 

Biijh  Thats  as  Torke  thriues  to  beat  backe  BuUingbrooke. 
Greene.  Alas  poore  duke,  the  talke  he  vndertaj^es. 

Is  numbring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry. 

Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  file  : 

J Farewell  at  once^  for  once^  for  all  and  ctier, 

Bujh.  Welly  wee  may  meete  againe. 

Bag,  I feare  me  neuer.  || 

Hereford : Northumberland. 

Bull.  How  farre  is  it  my  lord  to  Barckly  now  ? 

North,  Beleene  me  noble  lord, 

I am  a (Iranger  in  Glocejierjhirey 

Thefe  high  wild  § hils  and  rough  vneuen  wayes, 

Drawes  out  our  miles,  and  makes  them  wearifome. 

And  your  ff  faire  difcourfe  hath  beene  as  fugar. 

Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  deledlable  : 

• Thtrein  "I  Brijioll  JThis  line  with  the  following  one  is  given  to  Buffjy, 
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But  I bethinke  me  what  a wearie  way. 

From  Rauenfpiirgh  to  Cotjhall  * will  be  found, 

In  Rojje  and  Willoughby  wanting  your  company. 

Which  I proteft  hath  very  much  beguild 
The  tedioufnefTe  and  procefTe  of  my  trauell : 

But  theirs  is  fweetened  with  the  hope  to  haue 
The  prefent  benefite  tliat  I poffelTe, 

And  hope  to  ioy  is  little  leffe  in  ioy, 

Then  hope  inioyed : by  this  the  wearie  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feeme  fhort,  as  mine  hath  done. 

By  fight  of  what  I haue,  your  noble  companie. 

Bui.  Of  much  leffe  value  is  my  company. 

Then  your  good  words.  But  who  comes  heere  ? 

Enter  Harry  Percie. 

North.  It  is  my  fonne,  young  Harric  Pe^fie, 

Sent  from  my  brother  W ncejler  whenjoeiier  -f  .* 

Harry  f how  fares  your  vnckle  ? 

Per.  I had  thought  my  lord  to  haue  learned  his  health  of 

North.  Why?  is  he  not  with  the  queene  ? (you 

H-  Per.  No  my  good  lord^  he  hath  forfooke  the  court. 
Broken  his  flaffe  of  office,  and  difperft 
The  houffiold  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ? he  wrs  not  fo  refolu’d, 
When  laft  'we  J fpake  together. 

H.  Per.  Becaufe  your  iordffiip  was  proclaimed  traitour  ; 
But  he  my  lord  is  gone  to  Rauerfpurgh, 

To  offer  feruice  to  the  duke  of  Herfordy 
And  fent  me  ouer  by  Barckly  to  difeouer, 

What  power  the  duke  of  Torkeh^d  leuied  there. 

Then  with  direfflons  ; to  repaire  to  Rauenfpurgh. 

North.  Haue  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Herford,  boy  ? 
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H.  Per.  No  my  good  lord  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne’re  I did  remember,  to  my  knowledge 
I neuer  in  my  life  did  looke  on  him. 

NoJth.  Then  learne  to  know  him  now,  this  is  the  duke. 

H.  P.  My  gracious  lord,  1 tender  you  my  feruice. 

Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young. 

Which  elder  dales  (hall  ripen  and  confirme 
To  more  approued  feruice  and  defart. 

Bill.  I thanke  thee  gentle  Percie,  and  be  fure, 

I count  my  felfe  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy. 

As  in  a foule  remembring  my  good  friends  : 

And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  * loue, 

It  fliall  be  ftill  thy  true  loues  recompence, 

My  heart  this  couenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feales  it. 

North.  How  farre  is  it  to  Barkley^  and  what  fturre 
Keepes  good  old  Yorkc  there  with  his  men  of  warre  ? 

H.  P.  There  Hands  the  caflle  by  yon  tuft  of  trees, 

Mann’d  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I haue  heard  : 

And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  Torke^  Barkley y and  Seymor, 

None  elfe  of  name  and  noble  ejiimation  f . 

Nor.  Here  comes  the  lords  of  Rojfe  and  Willoughby y J 
Bloudy  with  fpurring,  fierie  red  with  hafl. 

Bui.  Welcome  my  lords,  I wot  your  louc  purfues 
A banilht  traitour  : all  my  treafurie 
Is  yet  but  vnfelt  thanks,  which  more  enricht. 

Shall  be  your  loue  and  labours  recompence. 

Rojfe.  Your  prefence  makes  vs  rich,  moH  noble  lord, 

Wil.  And  farre  furmoiints  our  labour  to  attaineit. 

Bull.  Euermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poore. 

Which  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  yeares. 

Stands  for  my  bounty  : but  who  comes  heere  ? § 

Nor.  It  is  my  lord  of  Barkeleyy  as  I guefle, 
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Barck.  My  lord  of  Herford,  my  me/Tage  is  to  you. 

Bui.  My  lord,  my  anfwere  is  to  Lancajler^ 

And  I am  come  to  feeke  that  name  in  England, 

And  I mujft  find  that  title  In  your  tongue  *, 

Before  I make  reply  'to  ou^t  you  fay. 

Bark.  Mifiake  me  not  my  lord,  t’is  not  my  meaning 
To  race  one  title  of  your  honour  out ; 

To  you  my  lord  I come,  what  lord  you  will, 

Trom  the  mofl:  glorious  of  this  land. 

The  duke  of  Torke,  to  know  what  pricks  you  on, 

To  take  aduantage  of  the  abfent  time, 

And  fright  our  natiue  peace  with  felfe-borne  armes  ? 

BuL  I lhall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you, 

Here  comes  his  grace  in  perfon  : my  noble  vnckle  ! f 
Torke.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duety  is  deceiueable  and  falfe. 

Bui.  My  gracious  vnckle  ! 

Torke.  Tut,  tut,  grace  me  no  grace,  nor  vnckle  me  n» 
I am  no  traitours  vnckle  •,  and  that  word  grace  {uncklcyX 
In  an  vngracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane : 

Why  haue  thofe  1|  baniflit  and  forbidden  legs 
Darde  once  to  touch  a § dull:  of  Englands  ground  ? 

But  more  then  why  ? why  haue  they  darde  to  march 
So  many  miles  vpon  her  peaccfull  bofome. 

Fry  ting  her  pale-facde  villages  with  warre. 

And  ofientation  of  defpifed  armes  ? 

Comfi;  thou  becaufe  th’annoynted  king  is  hence  ? 

Why  foolilh  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind. 

And  in  my  loyall  bofome  lies  his  power : 

V»’’ere  I but  now  ff  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 

As  when  braue  Gaunt  thy  father,  and  thy  ft  felfe, 

Refcued  the  blacke  prince  that  young  Mars-  of  men, 
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From  foorth  the  rancks  of  many  thoufands  French^ 

0 then  how  quickly  fliould  this  arme  of  mine. 

Now  prifoner  to  the  paulfey  *,  chaftife  thee, 

And  minifter  correflion  to  thy  fault ! 

Bui.  My  gracious  vnckle,  let  me  know  my  fault. 

On  what  condition  flands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Torke.  Euen  in  condition  of.  the  worft  degree. 

In  grolTe  rebellion,  and  detefled  treafon  : 

Thou  art  a baniflit  man,  and  heere  art  come, 

Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 

In  brauing  armes  againfl:  my  f foueraigne. 

Bui.  As  I was  baniflit,  I was  baniflit  Herford, 

But  as  I come,  I come  for  Lane  after  : 

And  noble  vnckle,  I befeech  your  grace, 

' Looke  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye  : 

You  are  my  father,  or  1 me  thinks  in  you 

1 fee  old  Gaunt  aliue.  Oh  then  ||  father. 

Will  yon  permit  that  I fhall  fland  condemn’d 

A wandering  vagabond,  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  armes  perforce,  and  giuen  away 
To  vpflart  vnthrifts?  wherefore  was  I borne  ? 

If  that  my  coofm  king,  be  king  of  England, 

It  mufl  be  graunted  I am, duke  of  Lancafter, : 

You  haue  a fonne,  Aumerle,  my  noble  coofm, 

Had  you  firfb  died,  and  he  beene  thus  trod  downc. 

He  fliould  haue  found  his  vnckle  Gaunt  a father. 

To  ronze  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay. 

T am  denied  to  fue  my  liuerie  heere,  ^ 

And  yet  my  letters  patents  giue  me  leaue. 

My  fathers  goods, are  all^diftrain’d  and  fold. 

And  thefe,  and  all,  amiffe  employed. 

What  would  you  haue  me  doe  ? I am.a  fubie^t, 
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And  /*  challenge  law,  atturnies  are  denide  me. 

And  therefore  perfonally  I lay  my  claime 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abufdc. 
Rojfe.  It  Hands  your  grace  vpon,  to  do  him  right. 
IVtllo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 
Torke*  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell'you  this  ; 

I haue  had  feeling  of  my  coofins  wrongs. 

And  laboured  all  I could  to  do  him  right ; 

But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  brauing  armcs. 

Be  his  owne  earner,  and  cut  out  his  way. 

To  find  out  right  with  wrong,  it  may  not  be  : 

And  3'ou  that  do  abette  him  in  this  kind, 

Cherifh  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  fworne,  his  comming 
But  for  his  owne ; and  for  the  right  of  chat. 

We  all  haue  ftrongly  fworne  to  glue  him  ayde: 

And  let  him  ne’re  fee  ioy  that  breakes  that  oath. 

Torke.  Well,  well,  I fee  the  iffue  of  thefe  armes  ; 

I cannot  mend  it,  I muH  needs  confelTe, 

Becaufe  my  power  is  weake,  and  all  ill  left : 

But  if  I could,  by  him  that  gaue  me  life, 

I would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  Hoope 
Vnto  the  foueraigne  mercy  of  the  king  ; 

But  fince  I cannot,  be  it  knowne  to  you, 

I do  remaine  as  newter ; fo  fare  you  well, 

VnlefTe  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caflle,  ^ 

And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Bid.  An  offer  vnckle  that  we  will  accept. 

But  we  muH  winne  your  grace  to  go  with  vs 
To  Brijiow  caftle,  which  they  fay  is  held 
By  Bujhie,  Bagot^  and  their  complicies, 
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The  caterpillers  of  the  common-wealth  ; 

Which  I haue  fworne  to  weede  and  plucke  away. 

Torke.  It  may  be  I will  go  with  you  ; but  yet  He  paufc. 

For  I am  loth  to  breake  our  countries  lawes  : 

Nor  * friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are. 

Things  part  redrefle,  are  now  with  me  pafl  care,  f 

Enter  earle  <^Salifburie,  and  a Welch  f captaine. 

Welch.  My  lord  of  Salijlurie^  we  haue  flaide  ten  dales. 

And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together; 

And  yet  we  heare  no  tidings  from  the  king, 

Therefore  we  will  difperfe  our  felues : farewell. 

Salif.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufly  Welchman ^ 

The  king  repofeth  all  his  confidence  in  thee. 

Welch,  Tis  thought  the  king  is  dead,  we  will  not  Hay, 

The  bay-trees  in  our  countrey  all  are  withered, 
y^nd  II  meteors  fright  the  fixed  Harres  of  heauen  : 

The  pale-fac'd  moone  lookes  bloody  on  the  earth, 

And  leane-look’t  prophets  whifper  fearefull  change, 

Rich  men  looke  fadde,  and  ruffians  daunce  and  Icape, 

The  one  in  feare  to  loofe  what  they  enioy. 

The  other  to  enioy  by  rage  and  warre. 

Thefe  fignes  fore-run  the  death  of  kings. 

Farewell,  our  countrlmen  are  gone  and  fled, 

As  well  afliired  Richard  their  king  is  dead. 

Sal.  Ah  Richard!  with  eies  of  heauie  mind, 

I fee  thy  glorie  like  a fliooting  flarre. 

Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament. 

Thy  funne  fets,  weeping  in  the  lowdy  weH, 

Witneffing  flormes  to  come,  woe  and  vnrefl  : 

Thy  friends  are  fled  to  W’aite  vpon  thy  foes. 

And  croffely  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  § 
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Enter  the  duke  of  Herford,  Yorke,  Northumberland  Bufhie 

and  Greene  prifdners, 

Bui.  Bring  foorth  thefe  men. 

Bujhie  and  Greene^  I will  not  vexe  your  foules 
Since  prefently  your  foules  muft  part  your  bodies. 

With  two  much  vrging  your  pernicious  hues. 

For  t’were  no  charitie ; yet  to  walh  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  herein  the  view  of  men, 

I will  vnfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths 
You  haue  rhif-led  a prince,  a royall  king, 

A happie  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 

By  you  vnhappied  and  disfigured  cleane. 

You  haue  in  manner  with  your  finfull  howres. 

Made  a diuorce  betwixt  his  queene  and  him,  ^ 

Broke  the  profeffion  f of  a royall  bed, 

And  fiaind  the  beau  tie  of  a fayre  queenes  cheekes. 

With  teares  drawne  from  her  eies  with  your  foule  wrongs. 
My  felfe  a prince  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 

Neere  to  the  king  in  blood,  and  neere  in  loue. 

Till  they  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me, 

Haue  fioopt  my  necke  vnder  your  iniuries. 

And  figli'd  my  Englifh  breath  in  forren  clouds. 

Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banifiiment. 

While  you  haue  fedde  vpon  my  fegniories, 

Difparkt  my  parkes,  and  feld  my  forreft  woods, 

From  mine  owne  windowes  tome  my  houlhold  coate, 

RaEt  X out  my  impreiTe,  leauing  me  no  figne, 

Sane  mens  opinions,  and  my  lining  blood. 

To  fliew  the  world  1 am  a gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  then  twice  all  this. 
Condemns  you  to  the  death  : fee  them  deliuered  ouer 
To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death. 
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Bujh.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroke  of  death  to  me, 

Then  Bullingbrooke  to  England : lords  farewell 

Greene,  My  comfort  is,  that  heauen  will  take  our  foules, 
And  plague  iniuftice  with  the  paines  of  hell. 

Bui.  My  lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  difpatcht : 
Vnckle,  you  fay,  the  queene  is  at  your  houfe, 

Gor  Gods  f fake  fairelie  let  her  be  entreated, 

7'ell  her,  I fend  to  her  my  kind  commends ; 

Take  fpeciallcare  my  greetings  be  deliuered. 

Torkc.  A gentleman  of  mine  I haue  difpatcht 
With  letters  of  your  loue  to  her  at  large. 

Bull.  Thanks  (gentle  vnckle:)  come  lords,  away. 

To  fight  with  Glendor  :{:  and  his  complices, 

A while  to  worke,  and  after  holiday.  Exeunt.  ({ 

Enter  the  king,  Aumerle,  Carlile, 

King.  Barhloughly  caftle  call  you  this  at  hand  ? 

Au.  Yea  my  lord  ; how  brook’s  your  grace  the  ayre 
Alter  your  late  tolling  on  the  breaking  feas? 

King.  Needs  mufi:  I like  it  well,  I weepe  for  ioy, 

To  ftand  vpon  my  kingdeme  once  againe 
Deare  earth,  I doe  falute  thee  with  my  hand. 

Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes  hoofes  : 

As  a long  parted  mother  with  her  child, 

Plaies  fondlie  with  her  teares,  and  fmiles  in  meeting : 

So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I thee  my  f f earth. 

And  doe  thee  fauour  with  my  royal!  hands, 

Feede  not  thy  foueraignes  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 

Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rauenous  fence. 

But  let  thy  fpiders,  that  fucke  vp  thy  venome. 

And  heauie  gated  toads  lie  in  their  way, 

Dooing  annoyance  to  the  trechcrous  feete, 
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Which  with  vfurping  fteps  do  trample  thee  : 

Yeeld flinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies: 

And  when  they  from  my  * bofome  plucke  a flower. 

Guard  it  I pray  thee  with  a lurking  adder, 

Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a mortall  touch, 

Throw  death  vpon  thy  foueraignes  enemies : 

Mocke  not  my  fenflefle  coniuration  lords  : 

This  earth  fliall  haue  a feeling,  and  thefe  flones 
Prooue  armed  fouldiers  ere  her  natiue  king 
Shall  falter  vnder  foule  rebellious  armes. 

Cari.  Feare  not  my  lord,  that  power  that  made  you  king, 
Hath  power  to  keepe  you  king  in  fpite  of  all ; 

•f  The  meancs  that  heauens  yeeld  muji  be  imbrac't 
And  not  negleded.  Elfe  heaiien  'woidd, 

And  ive  'would  t not  ; heauens  offer ^ we  refufe 
The  pooffered  ||  7neanes  of  fuccoiirs  and  redreffe. 

Aim,  He  meanes,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remlfle, 

Whilfl  BuUingbrooke,  through  our  § fecuritie, 

Growes  flrong  and  great  in  fubflance  and  in  po'wer  f f* 

King.  Difcomfortable  coofin,  knowfl  thou  not. 

That  when  the  fearching  eie  of  heauen  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe  that  lights  the  lower  world, 

Then  theeues  and  robbers  range  abroade  vnfeene, 

In  murthers,  and  in  outrage  bloodle  heere. 

But  when  from  vnder  his  ^4:  terreflrial  ball, 

He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaflerne  pines, 

And  darts  his  light  §§  through  euery  guilty  hole; 

Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefled  finnes, 

The  cloake  of  night  being  pluckt  from  ofF  their  backes, 

Stand  bare  and  naked  trembling  at  themfelues  : 

So  when  this  thiefe,  this  traitour  Bidlingbrooke, 
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Who  all  this  while  hath  reueld  In  the  night, 

II  IVhilft  we  were  wandring  with  the  Antipodes, 

Shall  fee  vsrifing  in  our  throne  the  eaft, 

His  treafons  will  fit  blufhing  in  his  face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day, 

But  fclfe  affrighted,  trembled  at  his  finne. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea, 

Can  wafii  the  balme  off  f from  an  annoynted  king* 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  can  cannot  depofe 
The  deputy  ele<5led  by  the  Lord, 

For  euery  man  that  Bullingbrooke  hath  prefi: 

To  lift  fhrewd  fteele  againfl:  our  golden  crowne. 

Cod  :};  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heauenly  pay, 

A glorious  angel  ; then  if  angels  fight, 

Weake  men  mull  fall,  for  heauen  If  ill  guards  the  right. 

Enter  Sallfb. 

King.  Welcome  my  lord  : how  farre  off  lies  your  power  ? 

Salisb.  Nor  neere,  nor  farthar  off,  my  gracious  lord  : 

Than  this  weake  arme  ; discomfort  guides  my  tongue. 

And  bids  me  fpeake  of  nothing  but  defpaire. 

One  day  too  late,  1 feare,  my  noble  lord 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  § happy  daies  on  earth, 

O call  backe  yefferday,  bid  time  returne. 

And  thou  fhak  haue  twelue  thoufand  fighting  then  : 

Today,  today,  vnhappy  day,  too  late, 

Ouerthrowes  thy  ioycs,  friends,  fortune,  andthyffate: 

For  d\\l\iQWekh7nen  hearing  thou  wertdead. 

Are  gone  to  Bullingbrooke,  difptrff,  and  fled. 

jdum  Comfort,  my  liege,  why  lookes  your  grace  fo  f>ale 

King.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled  ; 
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And  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  againe, 

Haue  I not  reafon  to  looke  pale  and  dead  ? 

All  foules  that  will  be  fafe,  flie  from  my  fide. 

For  time  hath  fet  a blot  vpon  my  pride. 

Jum,  Comfort,  my  liege,  remember  who  you  arc. 

King.  I had  forgot  my  felfe,  am  I not  king  I 
Awake  thou  coward  *,  maieflie  thou  flcepefl, 

Is  not  the  kings  name  twenty  f thoufand  names  ? 

Arme,  arme,  my  name  a puny'fiibie(rt  flrikes 
At  thy  great  glory,  looke  not  to  the  ground, 

Yee  fauourites  of  a king,  are  we  not  high  ? 

High  be  our  thoughts,  I know  my  vncle  Torke 

Hath  power  enough  to  ferue  our  turne:  but  who  comes  hereT 

Enter  Scroope. 

Scroope.  More  health  and  happinelTe  betide  my  liege. 

Then  can  my  care  tunde  tongue  deliuer  him. 

King.  Mine  eare  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepard. 

The  worA  is  worldly  Ioffe  thou  canft  vnfold. 

Say,  Is  my  kingdome  loA  ? why  twas  my  care. 

And  what  Ioffe  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 

Striues  Bullinghrooke  to  be  as  great  as  wee  ? 

Greater  he  fliall  not  be:  if  he  ferue  God, 

Weele  ferae  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo. 

Reuolt  our  fubiefls  ? that  we  cannot  mend. 

They  breake  their  faith  to  God  as  well  as  vs : 

Crie  woe,  deArudHon,  ruine,  and  1 decay. 

The  worA  is  death,  and  death  wdll  haue  his  day. 

Scroo.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highneffe  is  fo  armd 
To  beare  the  tidings  of  calamitie, 

Like  an  vnfeafonable  Aormie  day. 

Which  make  ||  the  fiiuer  riuers  drown  their  Jhowers  § 

As  if  the  world  were  all  diffolud  to  teares, 

% 

^ Jluggard  % klB  ^ mek’s  ^JJ:ores 
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So  high  aboue  his  limits  fwels  the  rage  • 

Of  Bullingbrookey  couering  your  fearefull  land 

With  hard  bright  ftecle,  and  hearts  harder  then  fteele  ? 

White  beards  * haue  annd  their  thinne  and  hairelelle  fcalps 
Againfl:  thy  iTiaieflie  i and  boyes  with  womens  voyces 
Striue  to  fpeake  bigge,  and  clap  their  female  ioynts 
In  flilfe  vnwildie  armes,  againfl  thy  crowne, 

Thy  very  beadf-men  learne  to  bend  their  browes  t» 

Of  double  fatall  woe  ^ againll  thy  flate. 

Yea  dlflaffe  women  mannage  ruflie  billes  ; 

Againft  thy  feate  both  young  and  old  rebell. 

And  all  goes  worfe  then  I haue  power  to  tell. 

Ki/ig.  To  II  well,  to  II  well  thou  telft  a tale  fo  ill. 

Where  is  the  earle  of  Wiltjhire  ? where  is  Bagot  f 
What  is  become  of  Bujhie  ? where  is  Greene  ? 

That  they  haue  let  the  dangerous  enemie 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fuch  peacefull  fleps. 

If  we  preuaile,  their  heads  § fhall  pay  for  it : 

I warrant  they  haue  made  peace  with  Ballingbrooke. 

Scro.  Peace  haue  they  made  with  him  indeed  my  lord. 

Oh  villaines,  vipers,  damnd  without  redemption. 
Dogs  eafily  wonne  to  fawne  on  any  man. 

Snakes  in  my  heart  blood  warmd,  that  fling  my  hevirt ; 

Three  ludaJJeSy  each  one  thrice  worfe  then  ludas, 

Would  they  make  peace  ? terrible  hell 

Make  warre  vpon  their  fpotted  foules  for  this  f f . 

Scro.  Sweet  lone's  §§  (I  fee)  changing  : his  property 
Turnes  to  thefowrefl  and  mofl  deadlie  hate. 

Againe  vneurfe  their  foules,  their  peace  is  made 
With  head,  and  not  with  hands,  thofe  whom  you  curfe 
Haue  felt  the  worft  of  deaths  deflroying  wound  ||||, 

And  lie  full  low  grau’d  in  the  hollow  ground. 

^ beam  ■J’  bdvts  J eioi  ||  Tco  ^ ban  it  tbh  offence 

§§  love  jlll  band 

Z 2 Aum\ 


I 


The  Tragedie  of 


Aum.  Is  Bu/Jyiey  GreenCy  and  the  earle  of  WiltJJjire  dead  ? 
Scro.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Brijlow  loft  their  heads. 

Alt.  Where  Is  the  duke  my  father  with  his  power  ? 

King.  No  matter  where,  of  comfort  no  man^fpeake. 

Lets  talke  of  graues,  of  wormes,  and  epitaphs, 

Make  duff  our  paper,  and  with  rainie  eyes 
Write  forrow  on  f the  bofome  of  the  earth. 

Lets  choofe  executors  and  talke  of  wils: 

And  yet  not  fo,  for  what  can  we  bequeath, 

Saue  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 

Our  lands,  our  hues,  and  all  are  BuUingbrookeSy 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  owne,  but  death. 

And  that  fmall  modell  of  the  barren  earth,  ‘ 

Which  femes  as  paft  ||  and  couer  to  our  bones. 

For  Gods  J fake  let  vs  fit  vpon  the  ground  ? 

And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  kings, 

How  fome  haue  beene  depofde,  fome  flaine  in  warre, 

Some  haunted  by  the  ghohs  they  haue  depofed. 

Some  poyfoned  by  their  wlues,  fome  fleeping  kild. 

All  murthered : for  within  the  hollow  crowne 
That  rounds  the  mortall  temples  of  a king, 

Keepes  death  his  court,  and  there  the  antique  fits. 

Scoffing  his  hate,  and  grinning  at  his  pompe, 

Allowing  him  a breath,  a little  fceane. 

To  monarchife,  be  feard,  and  kill  with  lookes, 

Infufmg  him  with  felfe  and  vaine  conceit. 

As  if  this  flefh  which  walks  about  our  life, 

Were  brahe  impregnable  : and  humord  thus. 

Comes  at  the  lah,  and  with  a little  pin 

Bore?  through  his  cable  walks,  and  farewell  king. 

Couer  your  heads,  and  mocke  not  flefh  and  blood. 

With  fokmne  reuerence  throw  away  refpe<h:, 

Tradition,  forme,  and  ceremonious  dutie. 
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For  you  haue  but  miftooice  me  all  this  while, 

I hue  with  bread  like  you,  feele  want, 

Taftgriefe,  need  friends  : fubie<5led  thus. 

How  can  you  fay  to  mee,  I am  a king  ? 

Carl.  My  lord,  wife-men  ne’re  fit  and  f waile  their  f woes 
But  prefently  preuent  the  waies  to  waile, 

To  feare  the  foe,  fince  feare  opprelTeth  ftrength, 

Giues  in  your  weakenefTe  flrength  vnto  your  foe, 

II  And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  your  felfe  : 

Feare,  and  be  flaine,  no  worfe  can  come  to  fight : 

And  fight  and  die,  is  death  defli  oying  death, 

Where  fearing  dying,  paies  death  feruile  breath. 

Aum.  My  father  hath  a power,  inquire  of  him. 

And  learne  to  make  a body  of  a limme. 

King.  Thou  chidfi:  me  well;  proud  BulUngbrooke,  I come 
To  change  blowes  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doome  : 

This  ague-fit  of  feare  is  ouerblowne, 

An  eafie  talke  it  is  to  winne  our  owne. 

Say  Scroope,  where  lies  our  vnckle  with  his  power? 

Speake  fweetly  man,  although  thy  lookesbe  fower. 

Scroope.  Men  iudge  by  the  complexion  of  the  fide. 

The  date  and  inclination  of  the  day; 

So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heauy  eye  : 

My  tongue  hath  but  a heauier  tale  to  fay, 

I play  the  torturer  by  fmall  aad  final]. 

To  lengthen  out  the  word  that  mud  be  fpoken : 

Your  vnckle  For is  ioyn’d  with  Bullingbrookey 
And  all  your  northerne  cadles  yeelded  vp, 

4 

And  all  your  foutherne  gentlemen  in  armes 
Vpon  his  partic  §. 

King,  Thou  had  fayd  enough  : 

Befirrew  thee  coofin  which  didd  lead  me  foorth 
Of  that  fweet  way  I was  in  to  difpaire. 

"^Jit  and  omitted  J tbeit  prefent  ||  emitted  in  the  fourth  edition  ^faSiion 
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What  fay  you  now  ? what  comfort  haue  we  now  ? 

By  heaucn  He  hate  him  eucrlaflingly, 

That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more, 

Goe  to  Flint  caflle,  there  ile  pine  away, 

A king  woes  flaue,  fhall  kingly  woe  obey  : 

That  power  I haue  ; difcharge,  and  let  them  go 
To  eare  the  land  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow  ; 

For  I haue  none  ; let  no  man  fpeake  againe 
To  alter  this,  for  counfell  is  but  vaine. 

Jum.  My  liege  one  word. 

King.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 

That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue  ; 

Difcharge  my  followers,  let  them  hence  away. 

From  Richards  night,  to  Bullingbrookes  faire  day.  * 

. Enter  f Bull,  Yorke,  North. 

BidL  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learne. 

The  Welchmen  are  difpearfl:,  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meete  the  king,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  priuate  friends,  vpon  this  coafl. 

North.  The  newes  is  very  faire  and  good,  my  lord  : 
Richard  not  farrc  from  hence  hath  hid  his  head. 

I 

Yorke.  It  would  befeeine  the  lord  Northumberland^ 

To  fay,  king  Richard y alacke  the  heauie  day, 

When  fuch  a facred  king,  Ihould  hide  his  head. 

North.  Your  grace  miflakes ; onely  to  be  briefe. 

Left  I his  t title  out. 

Yor.  The  time  hath  bin,  Jhoidd  ||  you  haue  bin  fo  briefe 
with  him 

He  would  haue  bin  fo  briefe  § to  fhorten  you. 

For  taking  fo  the  head,  your  whole  heads  length, 

Bui.  Miflake  not  (vnckle)  further  then  you  fhould. 

^ Scoena.  Yertia.  -j-  Enter  tuitb  drums^  colours,  (^c.  •with  attendants. 

J this  |]  •would  § briefe  •with you 


YQfke, 


Richard  the  Second. 

Torke.  Take  not  (good  coofin)  further  then  you  (hould 
Leaft  you  miflake  the  heauens  are  oKcr  your  * heads. 

Bui.  I know  it  vnckle,  and  oppofe  not  my  felfe 
Againft  their  willes.  But,  who  comes  heerc  ? 

B,nter  Percy. 

Welcome  Harry  : what,  will  not  this  caflle  yeeld  ? 

Hen.  Per.  The  caflle  is  royally  f mand  my  lord. 

Againfl  thy  entrance. 

Bull.  Royally,  why  it  containes  no  king. 

H,  Per.  Yes  (my  good  lord) 

It  doth  containe  a king,  king  lies 

IVithX  limits  of  yon  lime  and  Rone, 

And  with  him  the  lord  Jumerky  Lord  Salts burie^ 

Sir  Stephen  Scroope^  befides  a cleargie  man 
Of  holie  reuerence,  who  I cannot  learne. 

North.  Oh  belike  it  is  the  bifhop  of  Carleile, 

Bui.  Noble  lords  |[, 

Go  to  the  rude  ribbes  of  that  ancient  caflle. 

Through  brafen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parlee  § 

Into  his  ruinde  eares,  and  thus  deliuer. 

H.  Bui.  on  both  his  knees  doth  kilTe  king  Richards  hand 
And  fends  alleageance  and  true  faith  of  heart 
To  his  ft  royall  perfon  : hither  come 
Euen  at  his  feete,  to  lay  my  armes  and  power  : 

Prouided,  that  my  baniQiment  repeald. 

And  lands  refloredagaine  be  freely  graunted  ; 

If  not,  He  vfe  the  aduantage  of  my  power. 

And  lay  the  fummers  dufl  with  fhowres  of  blood, 

Raind  from  the  wounds  of  flaughtered  EngliJJjmen  ? 

The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bullingbrooke 
It  is,  fuch  chrimfon  tempefl  fhould  be  drencht  1|||, 

* o'er  our  royaffy  it  X-Witbln  ^Istd  ^ park 

♦ * Henry  Bulllngbroke  upon  bis  knees  •ff  Unto  bis  mofl  {l||  btdreneb 
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The  frefh  greene  lap  of  faire  king  Richards  land. 

My  {looping  dutle  tenderlie  (hall  fliew. 

Go  jfignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Vpon  the  graflie  carpet  of  this  plaine  ; 

Lets  march  without  the  noyfe  of  threatning  drumme, 

That  from  this  caflles  tattered  ^ battlements, 

Our  faire  appointments  may  be  well  pcrufd. 

Me  thinks  king  Richard  and  my  felfe  fhould  meete 

With  no  leiTe  terrour  then  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thundring  fmoake. 

At  meeting  teares  the  cloudy  cheekes  of  heauen. 

Be  he  the  fire,  He  be  the  yeelding  water  ; 

The  rage  be  his,  whilfi  on  the  earth  I raigne  f 
My  water’s  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him  : 

March  on,  and  marke  king  Richard  how  he  lookes. 

The  trumpet  found.  Richard  appear eth  on  the  walks . + 

Bull.  See,  fee,  king  Richard  doth  himfelfe  appeare. 

As  doth  the  blufiiing  difeontented  funne 
From  out  the  fierie  portal  1 of  the  eafi. 

When  he  perceiues  the  enuious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dimme  his  glorie,  and  to  fiaine  the  tracks  || 

Of  his  bright  paffage  to  the  Occident. 

Torkc.  Yet  lookes  he  like  a kin^,  behold  his  eye. 

As  bright  as  is  the  eagies,  lightens  foorth 
Controlling  majeftie  ; alacke  § for  v/oe, 

That  any  harme  fhould  fiaine  fo  faire  a {hew. 

King.  We  are  amazd,  and  thus  long  haue  we  flood. 

To  watch  the  fearefull  bending  of  thy  knee, 

Becaufe  we  thought  our  felfe  the  lawfull  king  : 

And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  ioynts  forget 
To  pay  their  ff  awefull  dutie  to  our  prefence? 

* tDttered  -j-  raine  J Parle  without , and  anf-wer  within,  then  a Jiourijh. 
Etiicr  on  ike  <waUes  Prichard,  Carlile,  AumerJe,  Scroop^  SaPJbury,  ^ traSf 
§ alacke  slacks  **  chy  'j-'l'  the  of 

If 
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If  we  be  not,  (hew  vs  the  hand  of  God 
That  hath  difmift  vs  from  our  flewardfhip  : 

For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone, 

Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fcepter, 

VnleflTe  he  do  prophane,  fteale,  or  vfurpe  : 

And  though  you  thinke  that  all  as  you  hauc  done, 

Haue  tome  their  foules,  by  turning  them  from  vs. 

And  we  are  barren  and  bereft  of  friends  : 

Yet  know,  my  maiffer  God  omnipotent, 

Is  muflering  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalfe. 

Armies  of  peftilence,  and  they  (hall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  vnborne,  and  vnbegot. 

That  lift  your  vaflTaile  hands  againft  my  head. 

And  threat  the  glorie  of  my  precious  crowne. 

Tell  BuUingbrooke  (for  yon  me  thinks  he  Jlands  *) 

‘That  euerie  flride  he  makes  vpon  my  land. 

Is  dangerous  treafon  : he  is  come  to  open  f 
The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  warre  : 

But  ere  the  crowne  he  lookesfor,  liue  in  peace. 

Ten  thoufand  bloody  crownes  of  mothers  Tonnes, 

Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  Englands  face. 

Change  the  complexion  ofX  mayd-pale  peace. 

To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedeaw 

Her  paflors  grafle  with  faithfull  Englijh  blood. 

North.  The  king  of  heauen  forbid,  our  lord  the  king 
Should  fo  with  ciuill  and  vnciuill  armes 
Be  rufht  vpon.  Thy  thrife  noble  coofin, 

Barry  Bullingbrooke  doth  humbly  kifle  thy  hand. 

And  by  the  honourable  tombe  he  fweares. 

That  flands  vpon  your  royall  grandflres  bones. 

And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods 
Currents  that  fpring  from  one  mofl:  gracious  head, 

And  by  the  buried  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt y 

^ be  ii  -j-  epe  J ofbv 
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And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelfe, 

Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworne  or  faid. 

His  comming  hither  hath  no  further  fcope. 

Then  for  his  lineall  royalties,  and  to  begge 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees, 

Which  on  thy  royall  par  tie  graunted  once, 

His  glittering  armes  he  will  commend  to  ruft. 

His  barbed  fleeds  to  flables,  and  his  heart 
To  faithfnll  feruice  of  your  maieflie. 

This  fweares  he,  as  he  is  a prince  iujl  ^ : 

And  as  I am  a gentleman,  I credit  him. 

King-  Northumberland^  fay  thus  ; the  king  returnes 
His  noble  coofin  is  right  welcome  hither. 

And  all  the  number  of  his  faire  demaunds 
Shall  be  accomplifht  without  contradi<5lion. 

With  all  the  gracious  vtterance  ihou  half  ; 

Speake  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends  : 

We  doe  debafe  our  felues  (coofm)  do  wee  not  ? 

To  looke  fo  poorely,  and  to  fpeake  fo  faire  ? 

Shall  we  call  backe  Northumberland^  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  traitour,  and  fo  die  ? 

Aim.  No  good  my  lord,  lets  fight  with  gentle  words. 

Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpfull  f fwords. 

King.  Oh  God,  oh  God  that  ere  this  tongue  of  mine, 

That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  banifhment 
On  you  proud  man,  fliould  take  it  off  againe. 

With  words  of  footh  ! Oh  that  I were  as  great. 

As  is  my  griefe,  or  leffer  then  my  name  ! 

Or  that  I could  forget  what  I haue  been  ! 

Or  not  remember  what  I mufl:  be  now  ! 

Sweirff  thou  (proud  heart,)  He  giue  thee  fcope  to  beat. 

Since  foes  haue  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  mee. 

Aum.  Northumberland  comes  backe  from  Bullingbrooke, 

* eljejujij  or  ii  juji  -J-  hopeful! 

King. 
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King.  What  muft  the  king  do  now  ? muft  he  ftibmh  ? 
The  king  fliall  do  it : raufl  he  be  depofde  ? 

The  king  fliall  be  contented  : muft  he  loofe 
The  name  of  a king  ? a * Gods  name  let  it  goe: 

He  giue  my  jewels  for  a fet  of  beades : 

My  gorgeous  pal  lace,  for  a hermitage  : 

My  gay  apparcll,  for  an  almef-mans  gowne: 

My  figurde  goblets,  for  a difli  of  wood  : 

My  fcepter,  for  a palmers  walking  ftafFe  : 

My  fubieTs,  for  a payre  of  earned  faints  : 

And  my  large  kingdome,  for  a little  graue  ; 

A little  little  graue,  an  obfeure  graue. 

Or,  He  be  buried  in  the  kings  hie  way, 

Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  fubie<fl:s  feete 
May  hourely  trample  on  their  foueraignes  head  ; 

For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now  whilft  I liue  : 

And  buried  once,  why  not  vpon  my  head? 

Aumerky  thou  weepeft  (my  tender-hearted  coofin) 

Weele  make  foule  weather  with  defpifed  teares ; 

Our  fighes,  and  they,  fliall  lodge  the  fummer  come. 

And  make  a dearth  in  this  reuolting  land  : 

Or  fliall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 

And  make  fome  pretty  match  with  {heading  teares, 

And  t thus  to  drop  them  ftill  vpon  one  place. 

Till  they  haue  fretted  vs  a pairc  of  graues 
Within  the  earth  : and  therein  layde ; their  lies 
Two  kittfmen  dig’d  their  graues  with  weeping  eyes  ? 
Would  not  this  ill  doe  well  ? well  well  I fee, 

I talke  but  idlely,  and  you  laugh  |1  at  mee. 

Moft  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 

What  fayes  king  Bullmgbrooke,  will  his  maieftie 
Giue  Richard  leaue  to  liue  till  Richard  die  ? 

You  make  a legge,  and  Bullingbrooke  fayes  I. 


* o’  Ai  II  motke 


North* 


r . 


The  Tracedie  of 

North,  My  lord,  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend. 

To  fpeake  with  you  : may  it  pleafe  you  to  come  downe. 

King.  Downe,  downe  I come,  like  gliftering  Phaeton^ 
Wanting  the  mannage  of  vnruly  iades. 

In  the  bafe  court,  bafe  court  where  kings  grow  bafe. 

To  come  at  tray  tors  calles,  and  do  them  grace. 

In  the  bafe  court  come  downe  : downe  court,  downe  king 
For  night  owles  flireeke  where  mounting  larks  diould  fing. 
BvlL  What  fayes  his  maieflie  ? 

North.  Sorrow  and  griefe  of  heart, 

Llakes  him  fpeake  fondly  like  a franticke  man  : 

Yet  he  is  come. 

Bull,  Stand  all  apart, 

And  Ihew  faire  dutie  to  his  maieflie  : 

He  kneelcs  downe* 

My  gracious  lord. 

King,  Faire  coofin  you  debafe  your  princely  knee. 

To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiding  it : 

Me  rather  had  my  heart  might  feele  your  loue. 

Then  my  vnpleafed  eye  fee  your  curtefie : 

Vp  coofin  vp ; your  heart  is  vp  I know, 

Thus  high  at  leaf!,  although  your  knee  be  low. 

Bull,  My  gracious  lord,  I come  but  for  mine  owne. 

King,  Your  owne  is  yours,  and  I am  yours  and  all. 

Bull,  So  farre  be  mine,  my  moff  redoubted  lord. 

As  my  true  feruice  (hall  deferue  your  loue. 

King,  Well  you  deferue  * : they  well  deferue  to  haue, 
That  know  the  ftrong’fl  and  fureft  way  to  get.  ' 

Vnckle,  giue  me  your  hand;  nay  dry  your  eyes, 

Teares  ftiew  their  loue,  but  want  their  remedies. 

Coofin,  I am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 

Though  you  are  old  enough  to  he  f heyre  ; 

What  you  will  haue.  He  giue,  and  willing  too : 

* dtjtrv' d be  my 


For 
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For  doe  we  muft,  what  force  will  haue  vs  do  t 
Set  on  towards  London ^ coofin  Is  it  fo  ? 

Bull.  Yea  my  good  lord. 

King.  Then  I muft  not  fay  no.  Exeunt.  ’ 

Enter  the  queene  with  her  attendants  f 

^tc.  What  fport  (hall  we  deuife  heere  in  this  garden. 

To  driue  away  the  heauie  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady.  Madam  weele  play  at  bowles. 

^le.  Twill  make  me  thinke  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 

And  that  my  fortune  runnes  againfl:  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam  weele  daunce. 

^ie.  My  legs  can  keepe  no  meafure  In  delight. 

When  my  poore  heart  no  meafure  keepes  in  griefe  : 

Therefore  no  dauncing  girle,  fome  other  fport. 

Lady.  Madam  weele  tell  tales. 

^le.  Of  forrow  or  of  griefe  ? 

Lady.  Of  either  madam. 

^te.  Of  neither  girle, 

For  if  of  ioy,  being  altogither  wanting, 

It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  : 

Or  if  of  griefe,  being  altogither  /add  f 
It  addes  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  ioy : 

For  what  I haue  I neede  not  to  repeate. 

And  what  I want  it  bootes  not  to  complalne. 

Lady.  Madam  He  fing. 

^le.  Tis  well  that  thou  hafl  caufe, 

But  thou  ihouldft  pleafe  me  better  wouldfl  thou  weepe. 

Lady.  I could  weepe  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

^ee.  And  I could  ling  would  weeping  do  me  good. 

And  neuer  borow  any  teare  of  thee. 

But  Hay,  heere  commeth  the  gardiners, 

* Sc/sna  Sluinta.  f and  two  ladies  had 

Lets 
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Lets  flep  into  the  fhadow  of  thefe  trees. 

My  wretchednefle  vnto  a row  of  pines 

They  will  talke  of  ftate,  for  euery  one  doth  fo, 

Againfl  a change  woe  is  forc-runne  with  woe. 

Enter  gardiners  f . 

Card.  Goe  bind  thou  vp  yon  dangling  aprlcockes^ 
Which  like  vnruly  children  make  their  fire 
Stoope  with  oppreffion  of  their  prodigall  weight : 

Giue  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs. 

Goe  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 

Cut  off  the  heads  of  two  1 faff  growing  fprayes. 

That  looke  too  loftie  in  our  common-wealth  : 

All  mufl:  be  euen  in  our  gouerment. 

You  thus  imployde,  I will  goe  roote  away 
The  noyfome  weedes  that  without  profit  fucke 
The  fovles  fertilitie  from  holfome  flowers. 

Man  ||.  Why  fnould  we  in  the  compafTe  of  a pale^- 
Keepe  law  and  forme,  and  due  proportion. 

Shewing  in  § a modell  our  firme  ejlate  ff . 

When  our  fea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land 
Is  full  of  weedes  ; her  fairefl  flowers  ehoakt  vp, 

Her  fruit  trees  ail  vnprund  her  hedges  ruinde. 

Her  knots  difordered,  and  her  holefome  hearbes 
Swarming  with  caterpillers. 

Card.  Hold  thy  peace. 

He  that  hath  fuffred  this  difordered  fpring, 

Hath  now  himfelfe  met  with  the  fall  of  leafe  : 

The  weedes  that  his  broad  fpreading  leaues  did  fhelter. 
That  feemde  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  vp. 

Are  puld  jl[|  vp,  roote  and  all,  by  Bidlingbrooke  : 

I meane  the  earle  of  WiltJhirej  BiifloiCy  Greene. 

* f vines  ^ gardiner  and  tivo  fervants  J too  |j  Ser,  § as 


Richard  the  Second. 


Man  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Card,  They  are, 

And  Bidlinghroekc  hath  feizd  the  waftfull  king. 

Oh  what  pittie  it  is,  that  he  had  not  fo  f trimde 
And  dreft  his  land ; as  we  this  garden,  at  time  of  yecrc 
Do  wound  the  barke,  the  fkinne  of  our  fruit  trees, 

Leafl:  being  ouer-proud  with  fappe  and  blood, 

With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felfe. 

Had  he  done  fo,  to  great  and  growing  men, 

They  might  haue  liude  to  beare,  and  he  to  taffe 
Their  fruites  of  duetie  : fuperjluous  ^ branches 
We  loppe  away,  that  bearing  boughes  may  liue : 

Had  he  done  fo,  himfelfe  had  borne  the  crowne, 

Wliich  waffe  of  j|  idle  houres  hath  quite  throwne  downe. 

Man  §.  What,  thinke  you  the  king  fhall  be  depofde  ? 

Card.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depofde 
T’is  doubt  **  he  will  be.  Letters  came  lafl:  night 
To  a deare  friend  of  the  f -f  duke  of  Torkcs, 

That  tell  blacke  tidinges.  * 

^leen.  Oh  ! I am  prefl  to  death  through  want  of  fpeaking 

Thou  old  Adanu  likenes  fet  to  drefle  this  garden. 

How  dares  thy  harfh  rude  tongue  found  this  vnpleafing 

What  Eue  ? what  ferpent  hath  fuggeffed  thee,  (newes ; 

To  make  a fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 

Why  doff  thou  fay  king  Richard  is  depofde  ? 

Darft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  then  earth 

Diuine  his  downe  fall  ? fay,  where,  when,  and  how 

Camft  thou  by  this  ill  tidinges  ? fpeake  thou  wretch  ? 

Card,  Pardon  me  madam,  little  ioy  haue  I 

To  breath  thefc  newes,  yet  what  I fay  is  true: 

King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Of  Bullingbrooke : their  fortunes  both  are  'weyde  |[(1. 

/ 

* Ser  -1“  bath  not  J all  fuperjluouz  ||  and  § Scr.  doubted 

the  good  omitted  ^^iveigh'd 
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In  your  lo.  * fcale,  is  nothing  but  himfelfe. 

And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light:  * 

But  in  the  ballancc  of  great  Bullingbrooke, 

Befides  himfelfe,  are  all  the  EngliJJj  pceres, 

And  with  that  oddes,  he  wheighes  king  Richard  downe. 

Poft  you  to  London^  and  you  will  finde  it  fo ; 

I fpeake  no  more  then  euery  one  doth  know. 

^leen.  Nimble  mifchaunce,  that  art  fo  light  of  foote,. 
Doth  not  thy  embalTage  belong  to  me. 

And  am  I lafl:  that  knowes  f it  I oh  thou  thinkefl: 

To  ferue  me  laft,  that  I may  longcft  keepe 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft : come  ladyes,  goe 
To  meete  at  London^  Londons  king  in  woe. 

What,  was  I borne  to  this,  that  my  fadd  looke, 

Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bidlingbrooke  ? 

Gardner,  for  telling  me  thefe  { newes  of  woe, 

Pray  God  |[,  the  plants  thou  graftft  may  neuer  grow.  Exit. 

Card.  Poore  queene,  fo  that  thy  flate  might  be  no  worfe 
I would  my  Ikill  were  fubie6l:  to  thy  curfe, 

Heere  did  fhe  drop  a teare,  heere  in  this  place. 

He  fet  a bancke  of  rewfowre  hearbe-of-grace: 

Rew,  euen  for  ruth,  heere  fliortly  fliall  be  feene, 

Jn  § remembrance  of  a weeping  queene.  |||| 

f f Enter  Bullingbrooke,  Aumerle,  and  others. 

BulL  Call,  foorth  Bagot. 

Enter  Bagot. 

Now  Bagot,  freely  fpeake  thy  mind. 

What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glocejiers  death, 

* lords  "f  knoiio  J this  |j  7 ‘ivouid  § In  the  ||||  Aclus  9luartus. 

SceenaPrlma.  Enter  asto  the  f arhamen^,  BuUingbrook.e,  Aumerle, 

Northumberland,  Percy,  Fitzwcter,  Surrey,  Carlile,  abbot  oyWeEmimfler, 

herald,  officers,  and  Bagot. 
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Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  performde 
The  bloodie  office  of  his  timelelTe  end  ? 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 
Bull.  Coofin,  ft  and  foorth,  and  looke  vpon  that  man. 
Bagot.  My  lord  Aumerle,  I know  your  daring  tongue, 
Scprnes  to  vnfay  what  once  it  hath  * deliuered  : 

In  that  dead  time  when  Glocejlers  death  was  plotted, 

I heard  you  fay.  Is  not  my  arme  of  length. 

That  reacheth  from  the  reftfull  Englifb  court 
As  farre  as  Callice  to  mine  vnckles  head  ? 

Amongft  much  other  talke,  that  very  time 
I heard  you  fay,  that  you  had  rather  refufe. 

The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crownes. 

Then  Bullmgbrookes  returne  to  England,  adding  withall, 
How  bleft  this  land  would  be  in  this  your  cooftns  death. 

Aum.  Princes,  and  noble  lords. 

What  anfwere  fhall  I make  to  this  bafe  man  ? 

Shall  I fo  much  difhonour  my  faire  ftarres. 

On  equall  tearmes  to  glue  him  chafticement? 

Either  I muft,  or  haue  mine  honour foyld  t 
With  the  attainder  of  his'flaunderous  lips : 

There  is  my  gage,  the  manuall  feale  of  death. 

That  markes  thee  out  for  hell : thou  lieft. 

And  will  maintaine  what  thou  haft  fayd,  is  falfe. 

In  thy  heart  blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftaine  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Bull.  Bagot,  forbeare,  thou  fhalt  not  take  it  vp, 

Aum.  Excepting  one,  I would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  prefence,  that  hath  mooud  me  fo. 

Fitz.  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  fimpathie. 

There  is  my  gage  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine  ; 

By  that  faire  funoe  that  fhewes  me  where  thou  ftandft, 

I heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpakft  it, 

• •wbat  if  bath  ante,  J ffoU'd, 
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That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glocejlers  death  : 

If  thou  denieft  it  twentie  times,  thou  lyeff, 

And  I will  turne  thy  fal/hood  to  thy  heart, 

Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapiers  poynt. 

Am,  Thou  darll  not  (coward)  liue  to  fee  the’day. 

Fitz,  Now  by  my  foule,  I would  it  were  this  houre. 

Aum,  FitzwaterSy  thou  art  damnd  to  hell  for  this. 

L,  Per.  Atimerkf  thou  liefl,  his  honour  is  as  true,  * 

In  this  appeale,  as  thou  art  all  vniufl, 

And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I throw  my  gage. 

To  prooue  it  on  thee  to  the  extreamefi  poynt 
Of  mortall  breathing,  feize  it  if  thou  dar’ff . 

Aum.  And  if  I do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 

And  neuer  brandifh  more  reuengefull  fleele 
Ouer  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe, 

f Another  L.  I take  the  earth  to  the  like  {forfworne  Aumerle) 
And fpur  thee  on  ivith  full  as  many  lies. 

As  it  may  he  hollowed  in  thy  trecherous  core 
From  finne  to  finne  : there  is  my  honours  fawnCy 
Ingage  it  to  the  try  all  if  thou  darji. 

Aum,  Who  fets  me  elfe  ? by  heauen  lie  throw  at  all* 

I haue  a thoufand fpirits  in  one  breaji. 

To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand fuch  as  you. 

Sur.  My  lord  Fitzwater,  I doe  remember  wel{ 

The  verie  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talke. 

Fitz.  y Tis  very  true,  you  were  in  prefence  then, 

And  you  can  wimefle  with  me  this  is  true. 

Sur.  As  falfe  by  heauen,  as  heauen  it  felfe  is  true. 

Fitz.  Siirrie,  thou  lieff. 

Sur,  Dilhonourable  boy,  that  ly  fhall  ly  fo  heauie  on  my 
That  it  fhall  render  vengeance  and  reuenge  (fword, 

Till  thou  the  lie-giuer,  and  that  lie  do  lie. 


* / omitted*  . . + Thefe  lines  are  omitted  in  the  laA  cdilion. 
(I  Idtdy  ih, 
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In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  fathers  fcull. 

In  proofe  whereof  there  is  my  honours  pawne. 

Ingage  it  to  the  tryall  if  thou  darH. 

Fitz,  How  fondly  doll:  thou  fpurre  a forward  horfe.' 
If  I dare  eate,  or  drinke,  or  breath,  or  liue, 

I dare  meet  Surry  in  a wildernefle. 

And  fpit  vpon  him  whilft  I fay  he  lyes. 

And  lyes,  and  lyes  : there  is  my  * bond  of  fayth, 

To  tie  thee, to  my  flrong  correftion: 

As  I iutendf  AO xhrlue  in  this  new  world, 

Aumerle  is  guiltie  of  my  true  appeale. 

Befides,  I heare  the  banilhed  Norfolke  fay : 

That  thou  Aumerle  didft  fend  two  of  .thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  of  XCallice.  , 

Aum.  Some  honeft  chriflian  trull:  .me  with  a gage, 
That  Norfolke  lyes,  heere  do  I throw  downe  this, 

If  he  may  be  repeald  to. try  his  honour  ? 

Bull,  Thefe  differences  (hall  all. reft  vnder  gage. 

Till  Norfolkeho  repeald,  repealdjhe  lhall  be. 

And  though  mine  enemie,  leftor’d  againe 

To  all  his  lands  and  fignories,:  when  he  is  return’d, 

Againft  Aumerle  we  will  inforce  his,triall. 

Carl.  That  honorable  day  ihzW  neuer  §fbe  feene ; 
Many  a time  hath  baniflit  Norfolke  fought 
For  lefts  Chrijiy  in  glorious  chriftian  field. 

Streaming  the  enfigne  of  the  chriftian  crofTe, 

Againft  blacke  Pagans,  Turkes,  and  Saracens, 

And  toyld  with  workes  of  warre,  retir’d  himfelfe  • 

To  Italy,  and  there  Venice 

His  body  to  a pleafant  countries  earth, 

And  his  pure  foule  vnto  his  captaine  Chrtfi, 

Vnder  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  fo  long. 

tbtk  *1  intended,  J af,  § ne'ere, 
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Bull,  Why  bifhop,  is  Norffolke  dead  ? 

Carl,  As  fure  as  I Hue,  my  lord. 

Bull,  Sweet  peece  conduct  his  fweet  foule  to  the  bofome 
Of  good  old  Abraham  : lords  appellants, 

Your  differences  (hall  all  reft  under  gage. 

Till  we  aftigne  you  to  your  dayes  of  triall. 

Enter  Yorke. 

Torke,  Great  duke  of  Lancajler,  I come  to  thee. 

From  plume-pluckt  Richardy  who  with  willing  foule 
Adopts  thee  heire,  and  his  high  fcepter  yeelds 
To  the  poflefTion  of  thy  royall  hand  : 

Afcend  his  throne,  defcending  now  from  him. 

And  long  liue  Henrle,  fourth  of  that  name  *, 

Bui,  In  Gods  name,  He  afcend  the  regall  throne, 

Carl,  Marry  God  f forbid. 

Worft  in  this  royall  prefence  I may  :j:  fpeake  ; 

Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeake  the  truth  : 

Would  God  I any  in  this  noble  prefence. 

Were  enough  noble  to  be  vpright  iudge 
Of  noble  Richard:  then  true  noblenefte  would 
Learne  him  forbearance  from  fo  foule  a wrong. 

What  fubiecft  can  giue  fentence  on  his  king  ? 

And  who  fts  ||  heere  that  is  not  Richards  fubie(ft  ? 

Theeues  are  not  iudged,  but  they  are  by  to  heare. 

Although  apparant  guilt  be  feene  in  them  : 

And  (hall  the  figure  of  Gods  maieftie,  s- 

His  captaine,  fteward,  deputie,  elecft, 

Annointed,  crowned  §,  planted  many  ycares. 

Be  iudg’d  by  fubieEl  **  and  inferior  breath, 

And  he  himfelfe  not  prefent  ? oh  forfend  f f it  God, 

That  in  a chriftian  climate  foules  refinde, 

* of  that  name  the  fourth,  f ‘Heaven,  % may  I,  ^ God  that,  fts  not, 

§ crown'* d and,  JubJeHs,  'ff  forbid. 
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Should  (hew  fo  hainous  blacke  obfcene  a deede. 

I,  fpeake  to  fubiefts,  and  a rubie(ft  fpeakes^ 

Stird  vp  by  God  * thus  boldly  for  his  king. 

My  lord  of  Hereford  here  whom  you  call  king, 

Is  a foule  traitor  to  proud  Herefords  king, 

And  if  you  crowne  him,  let  me  propheflc. 

The  blood  of  Englifb  rtiall  manure  the  ground, 

And  future  ages.groane  for  his  foule  a<5f. 

Peace  fhall  goe  fleepe  with  Turkes  and  infidels, 

And  In  this  feate  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound  : 

Diforder,  horror,  feare  and  mutinie, 

Shall  heere  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  cald 
The  field  of  Golgotha  and  dead  mens  Ikuls. 

Oh  if  you  raife  f this  houfe  againft  his  :j:  houfe. 

It  will  the  wofullefl  diuifion  prooue. 

That  euer  fcllvpon  this  curfed  earth  : 

Preuent  it,  refill:  It,  and  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Leafl  child,  childs  children  crie  againfl:  you  woe. 

North.  Well  haue  you  argued  fir,  and  for  your  palnes. 
Of  capitall  treafon,  we  arrefl  you  here  : 

My  lord  of  Weftminjlery  be  it  your  charge. 

To  keepe  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  triall. 

H May  it  pleafe you  lords,  to  graunt  the  common^fuite. 

Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 

He  may  fur  render,  fo  we  Jhall  proceed  without  fufpition, 

Torke*  I will  be  his  conduH. 

Bui.  Lords,  you  that  are  here,  are  vnder  our  arrejl. 
Procure  your  fiireties  for  your  dales  of  anfwere  ; 

Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  hue. 

And  little  looke  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

• Heaven,  '\reare.  J tbts,  ||  Thefe  lines  in  Italicks  were  all  added 
fincc  the  edition  in  1598.  § cmmor.s, 
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Enter,  king  Richard. 

Rich.  Alacke  why  am  Ifeni  for  to  a king. 

Before  I haue  fhooke  off  the  regall. thoughts 
Wherewith  I raignd;  I bar dlie yet  haue  learnt 
To  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  limbes  * ? 
due  forrow  leaue  a while  to  tutor  me  f to  this  fubmiffion  i 
Yet  I well  remember  thefauours  of  thefe  men. 

Were  they  not  mine  ? did  they  not  fometimes  crie  al  haile 
To  me  ? fo  ludas  did  to  Chrift ; but  he  in  twehie. 

Found  truth  in  all  but  one ; I in  twelue  thoufand  none  : 
Cod fane  the  king,  will  no  man  fay  amen : , 

Am  I both  prieji  and  clarke ; well  then,  amen. 

Cod  fane  the  king,  although  I be  not  hee. 

And  yet  amen,  if  heauen  do  thinks  him  mee  : 

To  do  what  feruice  am  I fent  for  hither  : 

Yorke.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  owns  good  will, 

Which  tired  maiejiie  did  make  thee  offer  ; 

The  refignation  of  thy  fate  and  crowne 
To  Harry  Bullingbrooke. 

Rich.  Seaze  the  crowne  %. 

He  ere  coofin,  on  this  fide  my  hand,  and  on  that fide  yours  || 
Now  is  this  golden  crowne  like  a deepe  well. 

That  owes  two  buckets  filling  one  an  other. 

The  emptier  euer  daiincing  in  the  ayre. 

The  other  downe  vnfeene,  and full  of  water  : 

That  bucket  downe,  and  full  of  teares,  am  I, 

Drinking  my  grief e,  whiljl  you  mount  vp  on  high. 

Bill.  I thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refgne  ? 

Ric.  My  crowne  I am,  but  flill  my  grief es  are  mine  .* 
You  may  my  glories  and  my  flate  depofe. 

But  not  my  griefes,  flill  am  Iking  of  thofe. 

Bui.  Part  'of your  cares  you  giue  me  with  your  crown. 

* * kree.  -^toreturnt,  Give  me  th:  crovjn  here  couJIn»  thine. 
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Rich,  Tour  cares  Jet  vp,  do  not  plucke  my  cares  down : 
My  care  is  lojje  of  care,  by  old  care  done. 

Tour  care  is  gaine  of  care  by  new  care  won  : 

The  cares  I giue,  Ihaue,  though giuen  away, 

They  tend  the  crowne,  yet  fill  with  me  they  fay, 

Bui.  Are  you  contented  to  refigne  the  crowne  f 
Rich.  I,  no  no  I;  for,  I muf  nothing  bee. 

Therefore  no  no,  for  1 refigne  to  thee, 

Now  marke  me  how  I will  vndoe  my  felfe  : 

J giue  this  heauie  waight  from  off  my  head. 

And  this  vnweildie  fcepter  from  my  hand. 

The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart : 

With  mine  owne  teares  I wajh  away  my  balme 
With  mine  owne  hands  I giue  away  my  crowne. 

With  mine  owne  tongue  denie  my  facred  fate. 

With  mine  owne  breath  duties  rites  f , 

All pompe  and  maiefie  I doe  forfweare. 

My  manners,  rents,  reiienewes  Iforgoe, 

My  adies,  decrees,  andfatutes  I denie  . 

God  pardon  alloathes  that  are  broke  to  me, 

God  keepe  all  vowes  vnbroke  that  fweare  { to  thee  : 

Make  me  that  nothing  haue^  with  nothing  grieud. 

And  thou  with  allpleafd,  that  haf  all  atchieud: 

Long  mayf  thou  Hue  in  Richards  feat  to  ft. 

And  foone  lie  Richard  in  an  earthly  pit : 

God  faue  king  Harry  vnkingd  Richard  faies. 

And  fend  him  many  yeeres  of  fun- ffine  dales. 

What  more  remaines  ? 

North,  No  more,  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grieuous  crimes, 

Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 

Againfl  the fate  and  profit  e of  this  land ; 

* blame,  “j-  datetus  otbss,  J gre  made, 
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That  by  confejjtng  them^  the  foules  of  men 
May  deeme  that  you  are  'worthily  depofde. 

Rich,  Muft  I doe  fo  F and  mujt  I raitell  out 
My  'weaud  vp  folly  * gentle  Northumberland  ? 

If  thy  offences  'were  vpon  record. 

Would  it  not  fl^ame  thee  in  fo  faire  a troope. 

To  read  a le&ure  of  them,  if  thou  'wouldji,  ■ 

There  fhouldji  thou find  one  hainous  article. 

Containing  the  depofing  of  a king, 

And  crackingthe  firong  vj  arrant  of  an  oath, 

Markt  with  a blot,  damd  in  the  booke  of  heauen  : 

Nay  II  of  you  that  fiand  and  looke  vpon, 

IVhilJi  that  my  'wretched7iejfe  doth  bate  f my  felfe ; 
Though  fame  of  you  (with  Pilate ) wafh  your  hands. 
Shewing  an  outward pittie,  yet  you  Pilates, 

Haiie  heere  deliuered  me  to  my  fawre  crojfe. 

And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  finne. 

North.  My'lord  difpatch,  read  ore  thefe  articles . 
Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  teares,  I cannot  fee  ; 
And  yet  fait  water  blinds  them  not  fa  much. 

But  they  can  fee  a fort  of  traitors  here : 

Nny,  if  I turne  mine  eies  vpon  my  felfe, 

I fi}id  my  felfe  a traitor  with  the  reft  ; 

For  I have  giuen  here  my  foules  confent 
To  vndecke  the  pompous  body  of  a king ; 

Made  glorie  bafe,  and  foueraigntie  X a f,aue  ; 

Proud  maieftie  a fuhieFl,  ftate  apeafant. 

North,  My  lord. 

Rich,  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haiight  infulting  man. 
Nor  no  mans  lord  ; lhaue  no  name,  no  title. 

No  not  that  7iame  was  giuen  me  at  the  font. 

But  tis  vfurpt ; alacke  the  heauie  day 
That  I haue  worne fa  many  winters  out, 

y 

11  Nay  aU,  ■f  ^ Jowratgne, 
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j^nd  know  not  now,  what  name  to  call  my  felfe, 

0 that  I were  a mockerie  king  of  fnow, 

Standing  before  the  funne  of  Bullingbrooke,  ' ' ’ • , • i 

To  melt  my  felfe  away  in  water  drops. 

Good  king,  great  king  •,  and  yet  not  greatly  good\  ' ‘ 

Jnd  if  my  name  be  Jiarling,  yet  in  England  ' - 

Let  it  command  a mirrour  hither  Jlraite 

That  it  may  Jhew  me  what  a face  I haue,  . •,  j 

Since  it  is  hanckrout  of  his  maiejiie, 

Bui.  Go  fome  of  you  and  fetch  a looking-glajfe. 

.North,  Read  ore  this  paper  while  the  glaffe  doth  come. 

Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torments  me  ere  I come  to  hell. 

Bui.  frge  it  no  mere,  wzj/ /or J Northumberland. 

North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfied. 

Rich.  They  fhall  be  fatisfied.  He  read  enough. 

When  I doe  fee  the  very  booke  indeed. 

Where  all  my  finnes  are  writ,  and  thafs  my  felfe,  * 

Giue  me  the  glafie  + : no  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ? 

Hath  farrow  Jiroke  fo  many  blowes  vpon  this 
Face  of  mine,  and  made  no  deeper  wounds  P 
Oh  fattening  glaffe,  like  to  my  followers  m profperitie  ! 

Was  this  the  face  that  euery  day  vnder  his 
Houjhold  roofe  didkeepe  ten  thoufandmenP 
Was  this  the  face  that  faaf  fo  many  follies , 

Jnd  was  at  loft  out  faaf  by  Bullingbrooke  I 
A brittle  glorie Jhineth  in  this  face. 

As  brittle  as  the  glorie  is  the  face,  . . 

For  there  it  is  crackt  in  a hundred Jhiuers : 

Marke  filent  king  the  morall  of  this  fpor. 

How  foone  my  forrow  hath  defroyd  my  face. 

Bui.  The  floadow  of  your  forrow  hath  defroyd 
The  Jhadow  of  your  face. 

* Eater  one  nvitb  a glajfe,  -fChc  we  that  glajft  and  therein  will  I readt. 
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Rich.  Say  that  againe  : the  Jhadow  of  my  forrovj ; 

Ha  lets  fee : tis  very  true^  my  grief e 

Lies  all  withirii  and  thefe  externall  manners 

Of  laments  are  meerely  Jhadow es  to  the  vnfeene. 

Grief e that  fw ells  with  filence  in  the  tortured Joule : * 

And  I thank  thee  king  that  not  onely  ghieji 
Me  caufe  to  waile,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe : He  begge  one  boone. 

And  then  be  gone , and  trouble  you  no  more.  || 

Bull.  Name  it faire  coofin. 

Rich.  Faire  coofe,  why  § ? I am  greater  then  a king. 

For  when  I was  a king,  my  flatterers  were  then  but  fubicFts 

Being  now  a fubieFl,  / haue  a king  heere 

To  my  flatterer ; being  fo  great,  I haue  no  need  to  beg, 

Bui,  Yet  afie. 

Rich.  And fhall  I haue  it  ff  ? 

Bui.  You  fhall. 

Rich.  Why  |11|  then  giue  me  leaue  to  goe, 

Bui.  Whither  ? 

Ric.  Whither  you  will,  fo  Iwere  from  your  fights. 

BuL  Goe  fome  of  you  conuay  him  to  the  tower. 

Rich.  0 good  conuay,  conuay  ers  are  you  all, 

That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a true  kings  fall. 

§§  Bui.  On  Wednefday  next  we  Jolemnely  fet  downe. 

Our  coronation ; lords  prepare  yourfelues. 

I 

Exeunt,  Manet  Weft.  Carleill,  Aumerle. 

Abbot.  A weefull  pageant  haue  we  heere  beheld. 

Car.  The  woe’s  to  come  ; the  children  5^et  vnborne. 

Shall  feele  this  day  as  lharpe  to  them  as  thorne. 

* Yhere  lies  the  fuhjfance,  and  I thank  thee  king  for  thy  great  bounty,  that,  &c. 
fourth  edition.  [j  Shall  I obtaine  it  ? § Cfin  I am,  **  my. 

•j-'j'  it  oir.itted.  |j[]  JFby  omitted.  §§  Let  it  be  fo,  and  loe  on  Wednefday 
next,  We  fokmnly  proclame  our  coronation.  Lords  It  ready  all,  Frrft  Edition . 


Richard  the  Second, 

Aim.  You  holy  clerglemen,  is  there  no  plot. 

To  rid  the  realme  of  this  pernitious  blot  ? 

Abbot,  * Before  I freely  fpeake  my  mind  heerein. 

You  Ihall  not  onely  take  the  facrament 
To  bury  mine  intent,  but  alfo  to  effect 
What  euer  I /hall  happen  to  deuife ; 

I fee  your  browes  are  full  of  difcontent, 

Your  heart  of  forrow,  and  your  eies  of  teares : 

Come  home  with  me  to  flipper.  He  lay  a plot. 

Shall  /hew  vs  all  a merry  day.  Exeunt,  f 

Enter  queene,  with  her  attendants  J. 

^leene.  This  way  the  king  will  come,  this  is  the  way 
To  Iiilius  Cafars  ill  ereffed  tower. 

Towhofe  flint  bofomemy  condemned  lord 
Is  doomde  a prifoner  by  proud  Bullingbrooke, 

Heere  let  vs  re/f,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Haue  any  rcfling  for  her  true  kings  queene. 

Enter  Richard.  |] 


But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather,  do  not  fee. 

My  faire  rofe  wither  : yet  looke  vp,  behold. 

That  you  in  pittie  may  di/Tolue  to  deaw. 

And  wa/h  him  fre/h  againe  with  true  loue  teares. 

Ah  thou  the  modell  where  old  Trey  did  (land  i 
Thou  mappe  of  honour,  thou  king  Rickards  toombe  : 
And  not  king  Richard:  thou  mofl  beauteous  inne. 

Why  /hould  hard  fauourd  griefe  be  lodged  in  thee. 
When  triumph  is  become  an  alehoufe  gueft  ? 

Rich.  loyne  not  with  griefe,  faire  woman,  do  not  fo. 
To  make  my  end  too  hidden,  learne  good  foule, 


* AIj  lord  before i &c,  AElui  Sluintui,  Scoena  Prima, 
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To  thlnke  our  former  (late  a happy  dreame. 

From  which  awakt,  the  truth  of  what  we  are, 

Shewes  vs  but  this:  I am  fworne  (brother  fweete) 

To  grimme  neceffitie,  and  he  and  I 

Will  keepe  a league  till  death.  Hie  * thee  to  France, 

And  cloyfter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe  ; 

Our  holy  Hues  muft  winne  a new  worlds  crowne. 

Which  our  prophane  houres  here,  haue  thrown  4-  downe. 

^leene.  What  is  my  Richardhoih.  in  fhape  and  mind, 
Transformd  and  weakned?  hath  Bullingbrooke 
Depofd  thine  intellect  ? hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 

The  lyon  dying  thrufteth  foorth  his  paw. 

And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage. 

To  be  o’repowerd ; and  wilt  thou  pupil-like 
Take  thy  correction,  mildly  kifTe  the  rodde, 

And  fawne  on  rage  with  bace  humilitie. 

Which  art  a lyon,  and  a king  of  beads? 

King-  A king  of  beads  indeed,  if  aught  but  bea/ls  f 
I had  been  dill  a happy  king  of  men. 

Good  (fometime  queene)  prepare  thee  hence  for  France, 
Thinke  I am  dead,  and  that  euen  heere  thou  taked 
As  from  my  death-bed  my  lad  liuing  leaue. 

In  winters  tedious  nights  J fit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folkes,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woefull  ages  long  agoe  betide. 

And  ere  thou  bid  good  (|  to  quite  their  griefe. 

Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  § of  me. 

And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds  : 

For  why,  the  fenceleffe  brands  will  Jimpathy  ** 

The  heauy  accent  of  thy  ff  moouing  tongue. 

And  in  compaffion  weepe  the  fire  out ; 

And  fome  will  mourne  in  afhes,  fome  cole  blacke. 

For  the  depofmg  of  a rightfull  king. 

* High,  \.pricken,  \ beaji,  Xn'igbt,  ^goodnight,  *^fmpathije%  ff 

Entef 


V Richard  the  Second. 

Enter  Northumberland, 

North.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bullingbrooke  is  changd. 

You  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  vnto  the  tower. 

And  madam,  there  is  order  tane  for  you, 

With  all  fwift  fpeed  you  muft  away  to  France, 

King.  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal! 

The  mounting  Bullingbrooke  afcends  my  throne. 

The  time  (hall  not  be  many  houres  of  age 
More  then  it  is,  ere  foule  finne  gathering  head. 

Shall  breake  into  corruption,*  thou  (halt  thinke. 

Though  he  deuide  the  realme,  and  giue  thee  halfe. 

It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 

He  (hall  thinke,  that  thou  which  knowft  the  way 
To  plant  vnrightfull  kings,  will  know  againe, 

Beeing  nere  fo  little  vrgd  another  way. 

To  plucke  him  headlong  from  the  vfurped  throne. 

The  loue  of  wicked  men  * conuerts  to  feare, 

That  feare,  to  hate  ; and  hate  turnes  one  or  both 
To  worthy  danger  and  deferued  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end: 

Take  leaue  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  foorthwith. 

King.  Doubly  diuorc’t  (bad  men)  you  violate 
A twofold  mariage,  betwixt  f my  crowne  and  me. 

And  then  betwixt  me,  and  my  married  wife,  . 

Let  me  vnkilTe  the  oath  betwixt  thee  and  me : ' > 

And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a kilTe  t’was  made,  » 

Part  vs  Northumberland,  I towards  the  north. 

Where  (hjuering  cold  and  fickenelTe  pines  the  clime: 

My  wife  to  France,  from  whence  fet  foorth  in  pompe. 

She  came  adorned  hither,  like  fweete  May, 

Sent  backe  like  Hollowmas,  or  (hortd:  of  day, 

^le.  And  muft  we  be  deuided  ? muff  we  part  ? 

King.  I,  hand  from  hand  (my  loue)  and  heart  from  heart 

* frundi^  f twixt. 
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^leen.  Banllh  vs  both,  and  fend  the  king  with  me* 

King,  That  were  fome  loue,  but  little  policle. 

^leen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  goe. 

King,  So  two  togither  weeping,  make  one  woe; 

Weepe  for  * me  in  France y I for  thee  here. 

Better  farre  off  then  neere  be  neare  f the  neere : 

Goe  count  thy  way  with  fighes,  I mine  with  groancs. 

^een.  So  longeft  way  (hall  haue  the  longeA  moanes. 
King,  Twife  for  one  flep  He  grone,  the  way  being  (hort. 
And  peece  the  way  out  with  a heauie  heart. 

Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  lets  be  briefe. 

Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  griefe  : 

Onekiffe  (hall  floppe  ourmouthes,  and  doubly  part, 

Thus  glue  I mine,  and  thus  take  I thy  heart. 

^leen,  Giue  me  my  owne  againe,  twere  no  good  part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keepe,  and  kill  thy  heart. 

So  now  I haue  mine  owne  againe,  be  gone, 

That  I may  (Iriue  to  kill  it  with  a groane. 

King,  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay. 

Once  more  adew,  the  refl:  let  forrow  fay.  Exeunt, 

Ejiter  duke  of  Yorke  and  the  dutchejfe, 

Dut,  My  lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft. 
When  weeping  made  you  breake  \htJiory  {| 

Of  our  two  coohns  comming  into  London* 

Torke.  Wheredid  I leaue  ? 

Dutc,  At  that  fad  ftop  my  lord, 

W^here  rude  mifgouerrid  hands  from  windowes  tops, 

Threw  duft  and  rubbi(h  on  king  Richards  head. 

Torke,  Then  (as  I faid)  the  duke  great 
Mounted  vpon  a hote  and  fienc  fteede, 

Which  his  afpiring  rider  feemd  to  know 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe, 

XSm’O&caidi. 
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While  all  tongues  cride,  God  faiie  the  * Bullingbrooke, 

You  would  haue  thought  the  very  windowes  fpake  ; 

So  many  greedy  lookes  of  young  and  old, 

Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
Vpon  his  vifage,  and  that  all  the  walles. 

With  painted  imagery  had  fayd  at  once,  ' ‘ 

lefu  preferue  the*  welcome  Bullingbrooke, 

Whilfl  he  from  the  one  fide  to  the  other  turning 
Bare-headed,  lower  then  his  proud  ffeeds  necke 
Befpake  them  thus,  I thanke  you  countrymen  : 

And  thus  flill  doing,  thus  he  pafl  along. 

Du>  Alacke  poore  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilll  I * 

Torke.  As  in  a theater  the  eyes  of  men. 

After  a well  graced  adfor  leaues  the  ftage. 

Arc  idlely  bent  on  him  that  enters  next,  , 

Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 

Euen  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt  mens  eyes 

Did  fcoule  on  gentle  + Richard,  no  man  cried  God  faue  him  t 

No  ioyfull  tongue  gaue  him  his  welcome  home. 

But  dull  was  throwne  vpon  hisfacred  head  ; 

.Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhooke  off. 

His  face  ftill  combating  with  teares  and  fmiles. 

The  badges  of  his  griefe  and  patience  j 

That  had  not  God  for  fome  flrong  purpofe  fleeld 

The  hearts  of  men,  they  mu  ft  perforce  haue  melted. 

And  barbarifme  it  felfe  haue  pittied  him  ; 

But  heauen  hath  a hand  in  thefe  euents. 

To  whofc  high  will  we  bound  our  calme  contents. 

To  Bullingbrooke  we  fworne  fubiedl  now, 

Whofe  ftate  and  honour  I for  aye  allow. 

Dut,  Heere  comes  my  fonne  Aumerle. 

Enter 
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Torke.  Aumerle  that  was. 

But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richards  friend  : 

And  madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now ; 

I am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  trueth 
And  lafting  fealtie  to  the  new  made  king. 

But  Welcome  myfonne,  who  art  * the  violets  now. 
That  ftrew  the  greene  lappe  of  the  new-come  fpring. 

Amn.  Madam  I know  not  nor  I greatly  care  not, 

God  knowes  I had  as  liefe  be  none  as  one. 

Torke.  Well,  beare  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time, 
Leaft  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 

What  newes  from  Oxford?  do  thefe  tujls  and  triumphs  hold\ 
Aum.  For  aught  I know  (my  lord)  they  do. 

Torke.  You  will  be  there  I know. 

Aum.  If  God  preuent  not  I purpofe  fo. 

Torke.  What  feale  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  bofomc 
Yea,  lookft  thou  pale  ? let  mee  fee  the  writting. 

Auvj.  My  lord  tis  nothing. 

Torke.  No  matter  then  who  fee  it, 

I will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  writting. 

Aum.  I do  befeech  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 

It  is  a matter  of  fmall  confequence, 

' Which  for  fome  reafons  I would  not  haue  feene. 

Torke.  Which  for  fome  reafons  (fir)  I meane  to  fee. 

I feare,  I feare. 

Dut.  What  ftiould  you  feare  ? 

Tis  nothing  but  fome  band  that  he  is  entred  into 
For  gay  apparrel  againft  the  triumph, 

Torke.  Bound  to  himfelfe,  what  doth  he  with  a bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ? wife,  thou  art  ||  a foole; 

Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writting. 

* are.  "f  h:ld  thife  iujis  and  triurr.phi,  J Rn,  j|  are. 
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Aum.  I do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I may  not  fliew  it, 
Torke.  I will  be  fatisfied  ; let  me  fee  it,  I fay  : 

He  phickes  it  out  of  his  bofomey  and  reads  it, 
Treafon,  foule  treafon  : villaine,  traytor,  flaue. 

Duf.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Torke.  Ho,  who  is  within  there  ? faddle  my  horfe  : 

Cod  * for  his  mercy ! what  trechery  is  heere  ? 

Du.  Why,  what  is  it  my  lord  ? 

Torke.  Giiie  me  my  booted  I fay,  fadle  my  horfe. 

Now  by  mine  honour,  my  life,  my  troth, 

I will  appeach  the  villaine. 

Du.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Torke.  Peace  folifh  woman. 

Dutc.  I will  not  peace,  what  Is  the  matter  Aumerle  f ? 
Aum.  Good  mother  be  content,  it  is  no  mote 
Then  my  poore  life  miift  anfwere. 

Dutch,  Thy  life  anfwere  ? 

Torke.  Bring  me  my  bootes,  I will  vnto  the  king. 

His  man  enters  •with  his  bootes 

Dll.  Strike  him  Aumerle y poore  boy  thou  art  amazd, 

Hence  villaine  neuer  more  come  in  my  light. 

Torke.  Giue  me  my  bootes  I fay. 

Du.  Why  Torke y what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Wilt  not  thou  hide  the  trefpalTe  of  thine  owne  ? 

Haue  we  more  fonnes  ^ or  are  w'e  like  to  haue  ? 

Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunke  vp  with  time  ? 

And  wilt  thou  plucke  my  faire  fonne  from  mine  age^ 

And  robbe  me  of  a happie  mothers  name  ? 

Is  he  not  like  thee  ? is  he  not  thine  owne  ? 

Torke.  Thou  fond  mad  woman. 

Wilt  thou  conceale  this  darke  confpiracie  ? 

* Heaven.  fen  ? % Enter  fei  vant  'ZL'hh  hoeti. 

VoL.  II.  B b A doozen 
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A doozcn  oF  them  hecre,  haue  tane  the  facrament, 

And  interchangeably  fet  downe  their  hands. 

To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Du.  He  fhall  be  none,  vveele  keepe  him  heere, 

Then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tor.  Away  fond  woman,  were  he  twenty  times  my  fon, 

I would  appcach  him. 

Du.  Hadft  thou  groand  for  him  as  I haue  done. 

Thou  wouldft  be  more  pitfifull : 

But  now  I know  thy  mind,  thou  doll:  fufpeft 
That  I haue  beene  difloyall  to  thy  bed, 

And  that  he  is  a baftard,  not  thy  fonne  : 

Sweete  Torke^  fweete  hufband  be  not  of  that  mind. 

He  is  as  like  thee  as  a man  may  be. 

Not  like  me  or  any  of  my  kinne. 

And  yet  I loue  him, 

Torke.  Make  way  vnruly  woman.  Exit. 

Du.  After  Aumerle : mount  thee  vpon  his  horfe, 

Spur^  poft,  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 

And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 

He  not  be  long  behind,  though  I be  old, 

I doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fall:  as  Torke, 

And  neuer  will  I rife  vp  from  the  ground. 

Till  Bidlingbrooke  haue  pardoned  thee,  away,  be  gone.  ^ 


f Enter  the  king  'ivith  his  nobles.  § 

King  H.  Can  no  man  tell  me  J of  my  vnthriftie  fonne  ? 
Tis  full  three  months  fince  I did  fee  him  laid; 

If  any  plague  hang  ouer  vs,  tis  hee; 

I would  to  God  II  my  lords,  he  might  be  found  : 

Inquire  at  London,  mongO:  the  tauernes  there. 

For  there  they  fay,  he  dayly  doth  frequent. 


* Exeunt,  -f  SccenaTertia.  § Bui  lingbrooke,  Vtxcy,  and  other  hnh, 

J me  omitted.  ||  heaven. 
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\Snth  vnre/lralned  loofe  companions, 

Eucn  fuch  (they  fay)  as  (land  in  narrow  lanes, 

And  beate  * our  watch,  and  robbe  f our  paifengers. 

Which  he  yong  wanton  and  effeminate  boy, 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honor  to  fupport  fo  diflblute  a crew 
H.  Per.  My  lord,  fome  two  daies  fince  I faw  the  prince 
And  told  him  oi  thefe  f triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

King.  And  what  fiid  the  gallant  ? 

Percie.  His  anfwercwas,  he  would  to  the  flewes, 

And  from  the  commonefl:  creature  plucke  a gloue, 

And  wcare  it  as  a fauour,  and  with  that 
He  would  vnhorfe  the  ludiefl:  challentier. 

King  H.  As  difiolute  as  defperate,  yet  through  both 
I fee  fome  /parties  ||  of  better  hope,  which  elder  § 

May  happily  bring  forth.  But  who  comes  heere  ? 

Enter  Aumerle  amazed  **. 

Jiim.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

King  H,  What  mcanes  our  i f coofin  that  he  flares  and 
h)oks  fo  wildly  ? 

Kum.  God  faue  your  grace;  I do  bcfcech  your  maiefly. 

To  haue  fome  conference  with  your  grace  alone.  . 

King.  Withdraw  your  felucs,  and  leaue  vs  here  alone : 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  coofin  now  ? 

Jum.  For  euer  may  m.y  knees  grow  to  the  earth. 

My  tongue  cleaue  to  my  roefe  within  my  mouth, 

Vnleffe  a pardon  ere  I rife  or  fpeake. 

King.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 

If  on  the  Hrfi:,  how  hainous  ere  it  be. 

To  winne  thy  after  loue,  I pardon  thee. 

y^mn.  Then  giue  me  leaue  that  I may  turne  the  key. 

That  no  man  enter  till  my  1:]:  tale  be  done. 

* rd'be.  ■\  beat.  X tltfe.  |!  park:.  ^ <tays.  circled  OiT.i  ted 

it";- 
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King.  Haue  thy  defire. 

The  duke  ^ Yorke  knocks  at  the  docre  and  tryeth, 

A 

Torke.  My  liege  beware,  looke  to  thy  felfe, 

Thou  haft  a traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

King.  Vlllaine,  He  make  thee  fafe. 

j^u.  Stay  thy  reuengefull  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  feare 
Torke  Open  the  doore,  fecure  foole,  hardy  king  : 

Shall  I for  loue  fpeake  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 

Open  the  doore,  or  I will  breake  it  open.  * 

King,  What  is  the  matter  vnckle,  fpeake,  recouer  breath 
Tell  vs,  how  neere  is  danger. 

That  we  may  arme  vs  to  encounter  it  ? 

Torke.  Perufe  this  writinjr  here,  and  thou  ftialt  know. 
The  treafon  f that  my  haft  forbids  mefhow. 

All.  Remember  as  thou  read’ft,  thy  promife  paft, 

I doe  repent  me,  reade  not  my  name  there. 

My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand; 

Torke.  It  was  (villaine)  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  downe : 

I tore  it  from  the  traitors  bofome  (king) 

Feare,  and  not  loue,  begets  his  penitences 
Forget  to  pitty  him,  left  thy  pitty  prooue 
A ferpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  thee  heart. 

King.  O heynous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracie  I 
O loyall  father  of  a treacherous  ferine  ! 

Thou  ftieere  immaculate  and  filuer  fountaine. 

From  whence  this  ftreame  through  muddle  paftages 
Hath  haldl  his  current,  and  defiide  himfelfe  : 

Thy  ouerflow  of  good  conuerts  to  bad, 

And  thy  aboundant  goodnefte  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digreiling  fonne. 

Torke.  So  fhall  my  vertue,  be  his  vices  baude, 

And  he  fhall  fpend  mine  honor,  with  his  fhame, 

* Enter  Yorke.  "f  reafon,  J hadj  held. 
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As  thriftles  fonnes,  their  fcraping  fathers  gold  ; 

Mine  honour  lines  when  his  difhonour  dies, 

Or  my  fhamde  life  in  his  diflionor  lies  : 

Thou  kilrt  me  in  his  lile  gluing  him  breath, 

The  traitor  lines,  the  true  man’s  put  to  death.^* 

Dutch.  What  ho,  my  liege  for  Gods  f fake  let  me  In. 

King.  What  flirill  voyc’d  fuppliant  makes  this  eger  cry  ? 
Diitc.  A woman,  and  thy  aunt  (great  king)  tis  I, 

Spcike  with  me,  pitiie  me,  open  the  doore, 

A begger  begs,  that  neuer  begd  before. 

King.  Our  fcene  is  altered  from  a ferlous  thing. 

And  now  changde  to  the  beggar  and  the  king ; 

INIy  dangerous  coofin,  let  your  mother  in, 

I know  file  is  come,  to  pray  for  your  foule  finne. 

Torke.  If  thou  do  pardon  whofoeuer  pray, 

A-Iore  finnes  for  this  forgiuenes,  profper  may  : 

This  feflrcd  ioynt  cut  off',  the  reft  rejl found. 

This  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound.  j| 

Dut.  Oh  king,  beleeue  not  this  hard-harted  man  : 

Loue  louing  not  it  feife,  none  other  can. 

Torke.  Thou  franticke  woman,  what  doft  thou  make  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a traytor  reare  \ 

Dut.  Sweete  Torke  be  patient ; heare  me  gentle  liege. 

King  H.  Rife  vp  good  aunt. 

Dut.  Not  yet  I thee  befeech. 

For  euer  will  I 'walke  § vpon  my  knees. 

And  neuer  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees. 

Till  thou  giue  ioy ; vntill  thou  bid  me  ioy. 

By  pardoning  Rut  land j my  tranfgrefting  boy. 

Au.  Vnto  my  mothers  praiers  I bend  my  knee. 

Torke.  Againft  them  both  my  true  ioynts  bended  be, 

III  mayji  thou  thriiie  if  thou  gr aunt  any  grace. 

/ 

* DutchefTe  Within,  lleflvem.  J refii.  |j  Enter  dutchefT.*.  § kneele, 

**  omitted. 
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I 

Dutc.  Pleades  he  in  earncft  ? looke  vpon  his  face : 

His  eyes  do  drop  no  teares,  his  prayers  are  in  iefi:, 

His  words  do  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  bread  : 
He  prayes  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denide, 

* We  pray  with  heart  and  foule,  and  all  befide : 

His  weary  ioynts  would  gladly  rife  I know, 

Our  knees  dill  kneele  till  to  the  ground  they  grow  : 

His  prayers  are  lull  of  falfe  hypocryfie. 

Ours  of  truezeale  and  deepe  integritie: 

Our  prayers  doe  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  * haue 
That  mercy  which  true  prayer  ought  to  haue. 

-King.  Good  aunt  dand  vp. 

Dutc,  Nay,  doe  not  fa}^,  dand  vp ; 

Say  t pardon  fird,  and  afterwards  dand  vp. 

And  if  I were  thy  nurfe  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
pardon  diould  be  the  fird  word  of  thy  fpeach  : 

I neuer  longd  to  heare  a word  till  now, 

Say  pardon  king,  let  pittie  teach  the  how  : 

The  word  isfhort,  but  not  fo  diort  as  fweete ; 

No  word  like  pardon  for  kings  mouthes  fo  meete. 

Torke.  Speake  it  in  French^  king  fay,  Pardonne  may, 
Dutc.  Dod  thou  teach  pardon  ? pardon  to  dedroy  : 

Ah  my  fowre  hulband,  my  hard  hearted  lord  ! 

That  fees  the  word  it  felfe  againd  the  w rd  ; 

Speake  pardon  as  tis  currant  in  our  land. 

The  chopping  French  we  do  not  vnderdand ; 

Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeake,  fet  thy  tongue  there. 

Or  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  eare. 

That  hearing  how  our  J plaints  and  prayers  doe  pierce, 
Pittie  may  mooue  thee  pardon  to  rehearfe. 

King  H.  Good  aunt  dand  vp. 

Dutch.  I doe  not  fue  to  dand  ; 
pardon  is  all  the  fute  I haue  in  hand. 


* h 'tm. 
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King.  I pardon  him  as  God  fhall  pardon  me. 

Dutc.  O happy  vantage  of  a kneeling  knee. 

Yet  am  I ficke  for  feare,  fpeake  it  againe  ; 

Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twaine, 

But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

King.  I pardon  him  with  all  my  heart. 

Dutch.  A God  on  earth  thou  art. 

King.  But  for  our  truflie  brother  in  law  and  * the  abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, 

Deflruflion  flrait  (hall  dog  them  at  the  heeles, 

"Good  vnckle,  helpe  to  onder  fsuerall  powers 
To  Oxfordy  or  where  ere  thefe  trai lours  are. 

They  (hall  not  line  within  this  world  I fweare. 

But  I will  haue  them,  it  I once  know  f where, 

Vnckle  farewell,  and  coofin  :{;  adue. 

Your  mother  well  hath  prayed,  and  prooue  you  true. 

Dutc.  Come  my  old  fonne,  I pray  God  (|  make  thee  new. 

Exeunt.  Manet  Sir  Pierce  Exton,  6'c.  § 

Exton.  Didft  thou  not  marke  the  K**.  what  words  he  fpake 
Haue  I no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  lining  feare  ? 

Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Man.  Tkefe  ff  were  his.T;^^^  Xt  words. 

Exton.  Haue  I no  friend  quoth  he  ? he  fpake  it  twice, 

And  vrgde  it  twice  together,  did  he  not  ? 

Man.  He  did. 

■ Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wifily  lookt  on  me. 

As  who  (hould  fay,  I would  thou  wert  the  man. 

That  would  diuorce  this  terrour  from  my  heart, 

Meaning  the  king  at  Pomfret.  Come,  lets  go, 

I am  the  kings  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  Exeunt.  |||1 

* and  omitted.  knnv.  J coJin  tco.  ||  Heaven.  § Enter 

"EXCon  and  Servant.  king,  'f"]' H Seoena^arta. 

B b 4 Enter 


The  Tragedie  of 
Enter  Richard  alone. 

Rich.  I haue  been  ftudying  how  to  compare 
This  prifon  where  I line,  vnto  the  world : 

And  for  becaufe  the  world  is,  populous, 

And  heere  is  not  a creature  but  my  felfe, 

' I can  not  do  it : yet  He  hammer  it  out : 

My  braine  He  prooue  the  female  to  my  foule ; 

My  foule  the  father,  and  thefe  two  beget 
A generation  of  ftill-breeding  thoughts  ; 

And  thefe  faime  thoughts  people  this  little  world, 

, In  humours  like  the  people  of  this  world  : 

For  no  thought  is  contented  : the  better  fort, 

As  thoughts  of  things  diuine  are  intermixt 

With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  -word  * is  f felfe 

Againd;  thy  word  i,  as  thus : come  little  ones,  and  then  againe 

It  is  as  hard  to  come  as  for  a cammed 

To  thread  /mail  ||  poflerne  of  a fmall  needles  eye  : 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition  they  doe  plot 

Vnlikelie  wonders  : how  thefe  vaine  weake  nayles 

May  teare  a paflage  thorow  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walks  : 

And  for  they  cannot  die  iri  their  owne  pride. 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelues. 

That  they  are  not  the  firfl  of  fortunes  flaues. 

Nor  fliall  not  be  the  lafl,  like  feely  beggars  ; 

Who  fitting  in  the  flockes,  refnuge  § their  fname. 

That  many  haue,  and  others  mufl  fit  there, 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a kind  of  eafe, 

Bearing  their  owne  misfortunes  on  the  backe 
Of  fuch  as  haue  before  indurde  the  like. 

Thus  play  I in  one  prifon  many  people. 

And  none  contented  ; fometimes  am  I a king, 

* fultb.  *[•  it,  J omitted.  § refuge^  refute. 
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Then  treafons  make  me  wini  my  felfe  abegger, 

And  fo  I am  : then  crufhing  pcnurie  . 

Perfwades  me  I was  better  when  a king; 

Then  am  I a king  * againe,  and  by  and  by, 

Thiake  that  I am  vnkingd  by  Bnllingbrooke, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing.  But  what  ere  Ibe  \, 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing,  (hall  be  pleafde,  till  he  be  eafde 
With  being  nothing  muficke  do  I heare ; muficke platen, 

Ha,  ha,  keepe  time  ; how  fowre  fweete  muficke  is 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept. 

So  is  it  in  the  muficke  of  mens  hues  : 

And  heere  haue  I the  daintinefTc  of  care  J 
To  checke  H time  broke  in  difordered  firing : 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  fiate  and  time. 

Had  not  an  eare  to  heare  my  true  time  broke : 

I wafied  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafie  me  : 

For  now  hath  time  made  § his  numbring  clocke ; 

My  thoughts  are  minutes,  and  with  fighes  they  iarre. 

There  watches  on  vnto  **  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch. 
Whereto  my  finger  like  a dials  point, 

Is  pointing  fiill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  teares. 

- Now  fir,  the  found  that  tels  what  howre  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groanes,  which  firike  vpon  my  heart. 

Which  is  the  bell : fo  fighes,  and  teares,  and  groanes. 

Shew  minutes,  times,  and  houres  : but  my  time 

Runnes  polling  on  in  Bullingbrooks  proud  ioy. 

While  I fiand  fooling  heere  his  iacke  of  the  clocke  ; 

This  muficke  maddes  me,  let  it  found  no  more. 

For  though  it  hath  ||||  holp  madde  men  to  their  wits. 

In  me  it  feemes  it  will  make  wife  men  madde. 

Yet  bleffing  on  his  heart  that  giues  it  me. 


* king'd,  -f  am,  J eare. 


^ heare,  ^ made  me.  **  to,  "f-f  hcurcs  and  times, 
J J 0/6  but,  II  {}  have, 
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For  t’is  a figne  of  loue  : and  loue  to  Richard, 

Is  a flrange  brooch  in  this  al-hating  world. 

Enter  a groorne  of  the  liable 
Groome*  Haile  royall  prince. 

Rich.  Thanks  noble  peere  : 

The  cheapen  of  vs  is  ten  groats  too  deare. 

What  art  thou  ? and  how  commell  thou  hither. 

Where  no  man  euer  comes  but  that  fad  dogge, 

That  brings  me  foode  to  make  misfortune  Hue  ? 

Groome,  I was  a poore  groome  of  thy  liable,  king. 

When  thou  were  king  : who  trauelling  towards  Torke, 

With  much  adoe  (at  length)  haue  gotten  leaue 
To  looke  vpon  my  fometimes  royall  maillers  face  : 

Oh  how  it  ernd  my  heart,  when  I beheld 
In  London  flreets  that  coronation  day. 

When  Bidlingbrooke  rode  on  roane  Barbaric, 

That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  hall  bellride. 

That  horfe,  that  I fo  carefully  haue  drell. 

Rich,  Rode  he  on  Barbaric,  tell  me  gentle  friend. 

How  went  he  vnder  him  ? 

Groome,  So  proudlie,  as  if  he  f difdaind  the  ground. 

Rich,  So  proud  that  Bidlingbrooke  was  on  his  backe : 

That  iade  hath  eate  bread  from  my  royaii  hand  ; 

This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him: 

Would  he  not  Rumble  i would  he  not  fall  downe? 

.Since  pride  muR  haue  a fall,  and  breake  thenecke 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  vfurpe  his  backe  ? 

Forgiuenelfe  horfe,  why  do  I rayle  on  thee  ? 

Since  thou  created  to  be  awde  by  man,  ' 

WaR  borne  to  beare,  I was  not  made  a horfe. 

And  yet  I beare  a burthen  like  an  alTe, 

Spurde,  galde  %,  and  tyrde  by  iauncing  Bullingbrooke, 

•omitted,  \bthad^  "^Spur-gelVd, 

Keeper^ 
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* Keeper.  Fellow  glue  place,  heere  is  no  longer  fFay. 

Rich.  If  thou  loue  me,  tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Croo.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  fhall  fay. 

Exit  groome. 

Enter  one  to  Richard  with  meat  f . 

Keeper.  My  lord,  wilt  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  ? 

Rich.  Taft  of  it  firll,  as  thou  ueert  t wont  to  do. 

Keeper.  My  lord  I dare  not,  fir  Pierce  of  Exton, 

Who  lately  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary. 

Rich.  The  diuell  take  Henry  of  Lancajier  and  thee: 
Patience  is  ftale,  and  I am  wearie  of  it. 

Keeper.  Helpe,  helpe,  helpe. 

The  murderers  ruJJj  in. 

. Rich,  How  now,  what  meanes  death  in  this  rude  alTault  ? 
Villaine  thine  owne  hand  yeilds  thy  deaths  inflrument, 

Goe  thou  and  fill  another  roome  in  hell. 

Here  Exton  Jirikes  him  downe. 

Rich.  That  hand  fhall  burne  in  neuer-quenching  fire. 

That  flaggers  thus  my  perfon : Exton,  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  kings  blood  fiaind  the  kings  owne  land  : 
Mount,  mount  my  foule,  thy  feate  is  vp  on  hie, 

Whilft  my  grolTe  flefh  finkes  downeward  heere  to  die. 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royall  blood : 

Both  haue  I fpild ; oh  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 

For  now  the  deuill  that  told  me  I did  well, 

Sayes  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell : 

This  dead  king  to  the  lining  king  He  beare. 

Take  hence  the  reft,  and  giue  them  buriall  heere.  Exit.  |j 

* Enter  keeper  with  a dijh.  ^ -j-  keeper  with  a di(h,  J art.  \J^c(ena  Sluinta. 
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Enter  Bullingbrooke  v)ith  the  duke  o/'Yorke.  § 

King,  Kind  * vncle  Torke,  the  lateft  newes  we  heare. 

Is,  that  the  rebels  haue  confumed  with  fire 
Our  tovjne  f Ciceter  in  Gloceflerjhire  : 

But  whether  they  be  tane  or  flaine,  we  heare  not : 

Welcome  my  lord,  what  is  the  newes  ? 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North,  Firfi,  to  thy  facred  fiate  wifii  I all  happinefie; 

The  next  newes  Is,  I haue  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Oxford^  Salisburie,  and  Kent : ij: 

The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appeare 
At  large  difeourfed  in  this  paper  heere. 

King.  We  thanke  thee  gentle  Percie  for  thy  paines. 

And  to  thy  worth  will  adde  right  worthy  gaines. 

Enter  lord  TiizwtLlQV,  '' 

Fitz.  My  lord,  I haue  from  Oxford  fent  to  London, 

The  heads  of  Broccas,  and  fir  Benet  Seely  ; 

Two  of  the  dangerous  con  for  ted  tray  tors. 

That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  ouerthrow. 

King.  Thy  paines  Fitz  ||  : fhall  not  be  forgot, 

Right  noble  is  thy  merit  well  I wot. 

Enter  Henrie  Percie.  §§ 

Per.  The  graund  confpirator  abbot  of  Wefminfler, 

With  clogge  of  confcience  and  fowre  melancholic. 

Hath  yeelded  vp  his  body  to  the  graue ; 

But  here  is  Carleil  lining,  to  abide 

Thy  kingly  doome,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

^ Flourijh.  Bullingbrooke,  Yorke,  luhh  other  lor d%  and  attendants, 

* omitted.  tenuneof.  SalhburiCf  Spencer,  Blunt,  and 

Kent,  ^Fitzwater,  /jW  Carlile. 

King, 
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King.  Carleil,  this  is  your  doome,  ' 

Choofe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reuerend  roome 
More  then  thou  haft,  and  with  it  ioy  thy  life 
So  as  thou  liu’ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife: 

For  though  mine  enemie  thou  haft  euer  been. 

High  fparkes  of  honour  in  thee  haue  I f feene. 

Enter  Exton  with  the  cofin. 

Exton.  Great  king,  within  this  coffin  I prefent 
Thy  buried  feare  ; heerein  all  breathlefle  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 

Richard  of  Burdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

King.  Ext  on,  I thanke  thee  not,  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A deede  of  ftaughter  with  thy  fatall  hand, 

Vpon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  owne  mouth  (my  Iq  did  I this  deed 
King.  They  loue  not  poyfon,  that  do  poyfon  need, 

Nor  doe  I thee,  though  I did  wifh  him  dead  ; 

*1  hate  the  murtherer,  loue  him  murthered  : 

The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 

But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princelie  fauour: 

With  Caine  go  wander  through  the  ftiade  of  night. 

And  neuer  ftiew  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 

. Lords,  I proteft  my  foule  is  full  of  woe. 

That  blood  ftiould  fprinckle  me  to  ||  make  me  grow : 

Come  mourne  with  me,  for  what  § I doe  lament, 

And  put  on  fullen  blacke  incontinent : 

He  make  a voyage  to  the  Holy  Land, 

To  wafh  this  blood  off  from  my  guiltie  hand. 

March  fadly  after,  grace  my  mournings  heere. 

In  weeping  after  this  vntimely  beere. 

* ^ tjo've.  J lord.  j|  and,  § that, 
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Enter  the  klngf  lord  lohn  ^Lancafter,  earle  o/*  Weftmerland, 

ijuith  others. 

King. 

SO  fhaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care. 

Find  we  a time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant. 

And  breath  (hort  winded  accents  of  new  broilea 
To  be  comraenc’t  in  fironds  a farre  remote : 

No  more  the  thirftie  entrance  of  this  foile, 

Shall  daube  her  lippes  with  her  owne  childrens  blood  r 
No  more  fhall  trenching  warre  channel  her  fields. 

Nor  brufe  her  flour  ets  * with  the  armed  hoofes 
Of  hoflile  paces : thofe  oppofed  eyes, 

Which  like  the  meteors  of  a troubled  heauen, 

All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred. 

Did  lately  meetein  the  intefline  fhocke, 

And  furious  clofe  of  ciuill  batcherie, 

Shall  now  in  mutuall  wel-befceming  ranches, 

March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos’d 
Againft  acquaintance,  kindred  andallyes. 

The  edge  of  warre,  like  an  ill-fheathed  knife. 

No  more  fhall  cut  his  maifter : therefore  friends, 

As  farre  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrifl^ 

Whofe  fouldier  now  vnder  whofe  blefied  crofle, 

We  arelmprefied  and  ingag’d  to  fight, 

Foorthwlih  a power  of  Englijh  fhall  we  leuy. 


VoL  It. 


* Jloivers. 
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Whofe  armes  vVcre  moulded  in  their  mothers  wombs, 

To  chafe  thefe  Pagans  in  thofe  holy  fieldes, 

Ouer  whofe  acres  walkt  thofe  blelTed  feetc, 

Which  1400.  yeares  agoe  were  nailde, 

For  our  aduantage  on  the  bitter  crofTe  : 

But  this  our  purpofe/j  * twelue  month  old, 

And  booties  tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go. 

Therefore  we  meete  not  now : then  let  me  hearc 

Of  you  my  gentle  coofen 

What  yefternight  our  counfell  did  decree. 

In  forwarding  this  f deere  expedience. 

Weji.  My  liege,  this  hafle  was  hot  in  queftion. 

And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  downe 
But  yellernight,  when  all  athwart  there  came 
A poll;  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heauy  newes ; 

Whofe  worfl  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer,  , 

Leading  the  men  of  Herdfordjhire  to  fight 
Againfi:  the  irregular  and  wilde  Clehdower, 

Was  by  the  rude  handes  of  that  Welchman  taken, 

A thoufand  of  his  people  butchered  : 

Vpon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe. 

Such  beaflly  fiiameles  transformation 

By  thofe  Welchwomen  done,  as  may  not  be  . ^ 

(Without  much  fhame)  retold  or  fpoken  ofi 

King,  It  feemes  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broile. 

Brake  off  our  bufines  for  the  Holy  Land, 

Weft.  This  matcht  with  other  like  i,  my  gracious  L. 

Far  II  more  vneuen  and  vnwelcome  newes. 

Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  report  § .* 

On  Holy-roode  day,  the  gallant  Hotfpnr  there 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  braue  Archibald, 

That  euer  4-  valiant  and  approued  Scot, 

At  Holmedon  met,  where  they  did  fpend 

* is  tut,  4 J H § import,  \ •very 
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A fad  and  bloody  houre : . ^ 

As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillarie,  , 

And  fhape  of  likelihood  the  newes  was  told: 

For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heate 
And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfe, 

Vncertaine  of  the  iffue  any  way. 

King.  Here  is  a deare,  and  true  induftrlous  friend. 

Sir  Walter  Blunt y ne\v^  lighted  from  his  horfe, 

Stainde  with  the  variation  of  each  foyle, 

Betwixt  that  Holmedoiiy  and  this  feat  of  ours  ; 

And  he  hath  brought  vs  fmooth  and  welcome  newes,” 

The  earle  of  Dowglas  is  difeomfited, 

Ten  thoufand  bold  ScotSy  two  and  twentie  knights 
Balkt  in  their  owne  blood  did  fir  Walter  fee 
On  Holmedons  plaines:  of  prifoners  Hotfpur  tooke 
Mordake  earle  of  Fife,  and  eldeft  fonne 
To  beaten  Dowglas  and  the  earle  of  Atholl 
Of  Murrey y Angus,  and  Menteith  : 

And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoyle  ? 

A gallant  prize  ? ha,  coofen  is  it  not  ? In  fayth  it  Is, 

Weji,  A conquefl  for  a prince  to  boaft  of. 

King.  Yea,  there  thou  mak’fl  me  fad,  and  mak’ff  rnc./inne 
In  enuy,  that  my  lord  Northumberlandy 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  blefl  a fonne : 

A fonne,  who  is  the  theame  of  honours  tongue, 

Amongft  a groue,  the  very  flraightell  plant. 

Who  is  fweete  fortunes  minion  and  her  pride, 

Whilft  I by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him. 

See  ryot  and  dilhonour  flaine  the  brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.  O that  it  could  be  prou’d, 

That  fome  night-tripping  fairy  had  exchangde 
In  cradle-clothes,  our  children  where  they  lay. 

And  cal’d  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet ; 

Then  would  I haue  his  Harry,  and  he  mine, 
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But  let  him  from  my  thoughtes : what  thinke  you  coofe 
Of  this  young  Percies  pride  ? the  prifoners 
Which  he  in  this  aduenture  had  furprifde, 

To  his  owne  vfe  he  keepes,  and  fendes  me  word 
I fhall  haue  none  but  Mordake  earle  of  Fife, 

IVeJi.  This  is  his  vnckles  teaching;  this  is  Worcejler, 
Maleuolent  to  you  in  all  afpe6i;es : 

Which  makes  him  prune  himfelfe,  and  bridle  vp 
The  crefl:  of  youth  againd  your  dignitie. 

King,  But  I haue  fent  for  him  to  anfwere  this : 

And  for  this  caufe  a while  we  mud  negledt 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  leriifalem. 

Coofen,  on  Wednefday  next,  our  counfell  we  will  hold 
At  Winfor,  fo  informer  * the  lords  : 

, But  come  your  felfe  with  fpeed  to  vs  againe. 

For  more  is  to  be  fayd,  and  to  be  done. 

Then  out  of  anger  can  be  vttered. 

Wejl.  I will  my  liege.  Exeunt, 

Filter  prince  of  Wales  and  fir  lohn  Faldaffe. 

Falf.  Now  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it  lad  ? 

Prince,  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old  facke, 
and  vnbuttoning  thee  after  fupper,  and  deeping  vpon  benches 
after  noone,  that  thou  had  forgotten  to  demaund  that  truely, 
which  thou  woulded  truely  know.  What  a deuill  had  thou 
to  doe  with  the  time  of  the  day  ? vnlede  houres  were  cups  of 
facke,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of  bawdes, 
and  dials  the  fignes  of  leaping  houfes,  and  the  bleded  funne 
himfelfe  a faire  hot  wench  in  flame  coulered  taffata ; I fee  no 
reafon  why  thou  dioulded  be  fuperfluous  to  demaund  the  time 
of  the  day. 

Falf.  Indeed  you  come  neere  me  now  Hal,  for  we  that  take 
purfes,  goe  by  the  moone  and  f feuen  darres,  and  not  by 
Phoebus,  he,  that  wandring  knight  fo  faire:  and  I prethee 

* irfuriut,  'j-  and  the. 
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fweete  wagge,  when  thou  art  king,  as  God  faue  thy  grace ; 
maiefly  I fhould  fay,  for  grace  thou  wiit  haue  none. 

Prince.  What  none  ? 

Falf.  No  by  my  troth,  not  {o  much  as  will  ferue  to  be  pro- 
logue to  an  egge  and  butter. 

Prince,  Well,  how  then?  come  roundly,  roundly. 

Falf.  Marry  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  let  not 
vs  that  are  fquires  of  the  nights  body,  be  called  theeues  of  the 
dayes  beauty  ; Jet  vs  be  Dianaes  forrefters,  gentlemen  of  the 
Hiade,  minions  of  the  moone  ; and  let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of 
good  gouernment,  being  gouerned  as  the  fea  is,  by  our  noble 
and  chaff  miffris  the  moone ; vnder  whofe  countenaunce  we 
fteale. 

Prince.  Thou  fayeff  well,  and  it  holdes  well  too,  for. the 
fortune  of  vs  that  are  the  moones  men,  doth  ebbe  and  flow 
like  the  fea,  being  gouerned  as  the  fea  Is  by  the  moone ; as 
for  proofe.  Now  a purfe  of  gold  mofl  refolutely  fnatcht  on 
Monday  night,  and  mofl  diffolutly  fpent  on  Tuefday  morning  ; 
got  with  fwearing  lay  by,  and  fpent  with  crying  bring  in  : 
now  in  as  low  an  ebbe  as  the  foote  of  the  ladder,  and  by  and 
by  in  as  high  a flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gallovves. 

Falf.  By  the  lord  thou  faiefl  true  lad  : and  is  not  my  ho- 
flefle  of  the  tauerne  a mofl  fweet  wench  ? 

Prince.  As  the  hony  of  Hibla,  my  old  lad  of  the  caflle ; and 
is  not  a buffe  ierkin  a mofl  fweet  robe  of  durance  ? 

Falf.  How  now,  how  now  mad  wagge,  what  in  thy  quips 
and  thy  quiddities  ? what  a plague  haue  I to  doe  with  a bufle 
ierkin  ? 

Prince.  Why  what  a poxe  haue  I to  doe  with  my  hoflefle 
of  the  tauerne  ? 

Falf.  Well,  thou  hafl  cald  her  to  a reckoning  many  a time 
and  oft. 

Prince.  Did  I eiiercall  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Falf.  No,  He  giue  thee  thy  due,  thou  hafl  payd  all  there. 
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Prhi.  Yea  and  elfe  where,  fo  far  as  my  coyne  would  flretch ; 
and  where  it  would  not,  I haue  vfed  my  credit. 

Falf,  Yea,  and  fo  vfde  it,  that  were  it  not  heerc  apparant 
that  thou  art  heire  apparant.  But  I prethee  fweet  wag,  fhal 
there  be  gallows  {landing  in  England  when  thou  art  king  > and 
refolution  thus  fubd  as  it  is  with  the  rufly  curb  of  old  father 
antick  the  law  : doe  not  thou  when  thou  art  a king,  hang  a 
theefe. 

Priiu  No,  thoufhalt. 

Falf.  Shall  I ? O rare ! by  the  Lord  He  be  a braue  iudge. 

Prin.  Thou  iudged;  falfe  already.  I meane  thou  (halt  haue 
the  hanging  of  the  theeues,  and  fo  become  a rare  hangman. 

Falf.  Well  Hal,  well,  and  in  fome  fort  it  iumpes  with  my 
humor,  as  w'ell  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I can  tell  you. 

Prin.  For  obtaining  of  futes  ? 

Falf.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  futes,  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  leane  wardrop.  Z blood  I am  as  malancholy  as  a gyb 
cat,  or  a Ingd  beare. 

Prin.  Or  an  old  lion,  or  a louers  lute. 

Falf.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a Lincolnfhire  bagpipe. 

Prin.  What  fayeft  thou  to  a hare,  or  the  melancholy  of 
Moore- ditch  ? 

Falf  Thou  haft  the  moft  vnfauory  fimiles,  and  art  indeede 
the  moft  comparatiue  rafcalleft  fweete  yong  prince.  But  Hall, 
I prethee  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity,  I would  to  God 
thou  and  I knew  where  a commodity  of  good  names  were  to 
be  bought:  an'old  lord  of  the  counfell  rated  me  the  other 
day  in  the  ftreete  about  you  fir : but  I markt  him  not,  and 
yet  he  talkt  very  wifely ; but  I regarded  him  not,  and  yet  he 
talkt  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

Prince.  Thou  didft  well:  for  wifedome  cries  out  in  the 
ftreetes,  and  no  man  regardes  it. 


* Jnubd. 
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Falf.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  Iteration,  and  art  Indeed  able 
to  corrupt  a faint : thou  haft  done  much  harme  vnro  mce. 
Hall -j  God  forgiue  thee  for  it:  before  I knew  thee  Hally  I 
knew  nothing,  and  now  am  I,  if  a man  ftiould  fpeake  truly, 
little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked  : I muft  giue  ouer  this 
life ; and  I will  giue  it  ouer  : by  the  Lord  and  I do  not,  I am 
a villaine  : He  be  damned  for  neuer  a kings  fonne  in  Chri/ien- 
dome. 

Prince.  Where  ftiall  we  take  a puf fe  to  morrow,  lacke  P 

Falf.  Zounds,  where  thou  wilt  lad.  He  make  one  : and  I 
do  not,  call  me  villaine,  and  baftel  me. 

Prince.  I fee  a good  amendment  of  life  in  thee  ; from  pray- 
ing, to  purfe  taking. 

Falf.  Why,  Hal'\  tis  my  vocation  Hall : tis  no  fmne  fora 
man  to  labour  in  his  vocation. 

Enter  Poines. 

Poines.  Now  (hall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  haue  fet  a match ; 
O,  if  men  were  to  be  faued  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell  were 
hot  enough  for  him  ? this  is  the  moft  lomnipotent  villaine  that 
euer  cryed,  ftand,  to  a true  man. 

‘ Prince.  Good  morrow  Ned. 

Poines.  Good  morrow  fweet  Hall.  What  fayes  monfieur 
renaorfe  ? what  fayes  fir  John  ficke  and  fugar,  lacke  P how 
agrees  the  diuell  and  thee  about  thy  foule,  that  thou  fouldeft 
him  on  Goodfriday  laft,  for  a cup  of  Madera  and  a cold  ca- 
pons legge  ? 

Prin.  Sir  lohn  ftands  to  his  word,  the  diuell  ftiall  haue  his 
bargaine,  for  he  was  neuer  yet  * a breaker  of  prouerbes  ; he 
will  giue  the  diuell  his  due. 

Poines.  Then  art  thou  damnd.for  kecpibg  thy  word  with 
the  diuell. 

’ Prince.  Elfe  he  had  bin  damnd  for  cofening  the  deuil. 

^ yet  cm'tted. 
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Poy»  But  my  lads,  my  lads,  to  morrow  morning,  by  foure 
a clocke  early  at  Gads  hil,  there  are  pilgrims  going  to  Canter- 
bury with  rich  ofFrings,  and  traders  riding  to  London  with  fat 
purfes.  1 haue  vizards  for  you  all  ; you  haue  horfes  for  your 
felues  : Gads-hil  lies  to  night  in  Rochejiery  I haue  befpoke  fup- 
per  to  morrow  night  in  Eajichcap  ; we  may  doe  it  as  fecure  as 
fleepe : if  you  will  go,  I will  ft uffe  your  purfes  full  of  crownes ; 
if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home  and  be  hangd. 

Falf,  Heare  ye  Tedward^  if  I tarry  at  home  and  go  not,  He 
hang  you  for  going. 

Poy,  You  will  chops. 

Falf.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one 

Prince.  Who,  I rob  ? I a theefd*?  not  I by  my  faith. 

Falf  Thers  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good  fellow- 
fhip  in  thee,  nor  thou  cameft  not  of  the  bloud  royall,  if  thou 
dareft  not  ftand  for  ten  fhiillngs. 

Prince.  Well  then  once  in  my  dayes  He  be  a mad  cap. 

Falf.  Why  thats  well  faid. 

Prin.  Well,  come  what  will,  He  tarry  at  home. 

Falf.  By  the  Lord  He  be  a traitour  then,  when  thou  art 

Prin.  I care  not.  (king. 

Poin.  Sir  John,  I prethee  leaue  the  prince  and  me  alone,  I 
will  lay  him  downe  fuch  reafons  for  this  aduenture,  that  he 
ftial  go. 

Falf.  Wei,  God  giue  thee  the  fpirit  of  perfwafion,  and  him 
the  eares  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeakeft,  may  moue, 
and  what  he  heares  may  be  beleeued,  that  the  true  prince, 
may  (for  recreation  fake)  prone  a falfe  theefe ; for  the  poore 
abufes  of  the  time,  want  countenance : fare\yell,  you  ihall  find 
me  in  Eaftcheap, 

Prin.  Farewel  the  latter  fpring,  farewel  Alhollowne  fummer. 

Poy.  Now  my  good  fweet  hony  lord,  ride  with  vs  to  mor- 
row. I haue  a ieaft  to  execute,  that  I cannot  mannage  alone. 
Falfiafe,  Harney,  Rojfil,  and  Gads -hill,  ftiall  rob  thofe  men 

that 
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that  we  haue  already  way-laid;  your  felfe  and  I,  wilKnot  be 
there : and  when  they  haue  the  booty,  if  you  and  I.  doe  not 
rob  them,  cut  this  head  * from  my  ftioulders.  ' 

Princ,  How  (hall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth  ? 

Po.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and  ap- 
point them  a place  of  meeting,  wherin  it  is  at  our  pleafure  to 
fade;  and  then  will  they  aduenture  vpan  the  exploit  them- 
felues,  which  they  lhall  haue  no  fooner  atchiued,  but  week 
fet  vpon  them. 

Prin.  Yea,  but  tis  like  that  they  wil  know  vs  by  our 
horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  euery  other  appointment  to  be 
ourfelues. 

Po.  Tut,  our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  He  tie  them  in  the 
wood,  our  vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leaue  them : and 
firra,  I haue  cafes  of  buckorum  for  the  nonce,  to  immulke  our 
noted  outward  garments. 

Prin.  Yea,  but  I'doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  vs. 

Po.  Weil,  for  two  of  them  I know  the  f to  be  as  true  bred 
cowardes  as  euer  turnd  back : and  for  the  third,  if  he  fight 
longer  then  he  fees  reafon  He  forfweare  armes.  The  vertue 
of  this  left  will  be, .the  incomprehenfible  lies  that  this  fattc 
rogue  will  tel  vs  when  we  meete  at  fupper,  how  thirty  at  leafl 
bee  fought  with,  what  wards,  what  blowes,  what  extremities’ 
he  indured,  and  in  the  reproofe  of  this  J lies  the  ieft. 

Prin.  Wei,  He  go  with  thee,  proulde  vs  al  thinges  necef- 
fary,  and  meete  me  to  morrow  night  in  Eajlcheape,  there  He 
fuppe:  farewell. 

Boy.  Farewell  my  lord.  . Exit  Poynes, 

Prin.  I know  you  all,  and  will  a while  vphold 
The  vnyokt  humor  of  your  idlenelTe 
Yet  herein  will  I immitate  the  funne. 

Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmother  vp  his  beauty  from  the  world. 


♦ btad  off,  "I-  them  o'mlt'.ed,  J tbefe. 
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That  when  he  pleafe  agame  to  be  himfelfe. 

Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonderd  at 
By  breaking  through  the  foule  and  vgly  mills 
Of  vapours  that  did  feemeto  flrangle  him. 

If  all  the  yeere  were  playing  holy  dales. 

To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  workc  ; 

But  when  they  feldome  come,  they  wifht  for  come, 

And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents  j 
So  when  this  loofe  behauiour  I throw  oif*. 

And  pay  the  debt  I neuer  promifed. 

By  how  much  better  then  my  word  I am. 

By  fo  much  (hall  I falfifie  mens  hopes. 

And  like  bright  mettell  on  a fullin  ground. 

My  reformation  glittering  or’e  my  fault. 

Shall  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attrafl  more  eyc«, 

Then  that  which  hath  no  foile  tofet  it, off. 

He  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a (kill. 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  thinke  leaf!  I will.  Exit. 

Enter  the  king,  Northumberland,  Worcefler,  Hotfpur,  Jir 
Walter  Blunt  -with  others. 

King,  My  blood  hath  beene  too  colde  and  temperate, 
Vnapt  to  ffirre  at  thefe  indignities. 

And  you  haue  found  me  ; for  accordingly. 

You  tread  vpon  my  patience  : but  be  fure 
I will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felfe. 

Mighty,  and  to  be  feard,  then  my  condition 
Which  hath  beenc  fmoothasoyle  ; foft  as  yong  downc, 

And  therfore  lod  that  title  of  refpefl. 

Which  the  proud  foule  nere  payes  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  houfe  (my  foueraigne  leige)  little  deferues 
The  fcourgc  of  greatneffe  to  be  vfed  on  it. 

And  that  fame  greatneffe  too,  which  our  owiie  hands 
Haue  holpe  to  make  fo  portly. 
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Nor.  Myjord. 

King.  JVorcefier  get  thee  gone,  for  I do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye, 

O fir  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 

And  maieftie  might  neuer  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a fcruant  * brow. 

You  haue  good  leaue  to  leaue  vs  : when  we  need 

Your  vfe  and  counfel,  we  fliall  fend  for  you.  Exit  Wor. 

You  were  about  to  fpeake. 

Nort.  Yea  my  good  lord. 

Thofe  prifoners  in  your  highnelTe  name  demanded,  - 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  tooke. 

Were  as  he  fayes,  not  with  fucli  flrength  denied. 

As  he  t deliuered  to  your  maiefly. 

Either  enuy  therefore,  or  mifprifion 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fonne. 

' Hot/.  My  liege,  I did  deny  no  prifoners. 

But  I remember  when  the  fight  was  done, 

When  I was  drie  with  rage  and  extreame  toyle, 

Breathles  and  faint,  leaning  vpon  my  fword. 

Came  there  a certaine  lord,  neat  and  trimly  dreft, 

Frefii  as  a bridgroome,  and  his  chin  new  reapt, 

Shewd  like  a ffubble  land  at  harucfl  home  : 

He  was  perfumed  like  a milliner, 

And  twix  his  finger  and  his  thum  he  helde, 

A pouncet  boxe,  which  euer  and  anon 
He  gaue  his  nofe,  and  tookt  away  againe. 

Who  therewith  angry,  u hen  it  next  came  there, 

Tookt  it  in  fnuffe,  and  fiill  he  finilde  and  talkte. 

And  as  the  fouldlers  bore  dead  bodies  by. 

He  calde  them  vntaught  knaues,  vnmannerly, 

To  bring  a flouenly  vnhand-fome  coarfe, 

Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 
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With  many  holy  day  and  lady  tearmes. 

He  queflioned  me : among  the  reft  demanded. 

My  prifoners  in  your  maiefties  behalfe. 

I then,  all  fmarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold. 

To  be  fo  peftered  with  a popingay, 

Out  of  my  gricfe  and  my  impatience, 

Anfwered  negle(ftingly,  I know  not  what. 

He  fhould,  or  he  ftiould  not,  for  he  made  me  mad. 

To  fee  him  ftiine  fo  brilke,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

* And  talke  fo  like  a waiting  gentlewoman. 

Of  guns  and  drums,  and  wounds,  God  faue  the  marke  : 
' And  telling  me,  the  foueraignfeft  thing  on  earth ; 

Was  parmacity  for  an  Inward  brufe. 

And  that  it  was  great  pitty,  fo  it  was. 

This  villanous  faltpeter  fhould  be  digd 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmeles  earth ; 

Which  many  a good  tall  fellow  had  deftroyd 
So  cowardly  : and  but  for  thefe  vile  guns. 

He  would  haue  been  himfelfe  a fouldiour. 

This  bald  vnioynted  chat  of  his  (my  lord) 

I anfwered  indireflely  (as  I fayd) 

And!  befeech  you,  let  not  this  report 
Come  currant  for  an  accufation, 

Betwdxt  my  loue,  and  your  high  malefty. 

Blunt.  The  clrcumftance  confidered,  good  my  lord 
What  er’e  Harrie  Percie  then  had  faid 
To  fuch  a perfon,  and  In  fuch  a place. 

At  fuch  a time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 

May  refonablie  die,  and  neuer  rife. 

To  doe  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  vnfay  it  now. 

King.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners. 

But  with  prouifo  and  exception. 

That  we  at  our  owne  charge  fhall  ranfome  ftraight 
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Mis  brother  m law,  the  folllh  Mortimer , 

Who  in  my  foiile  hath  wilfully  bctraide. 

The  hues  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight, 

Again!}  the  great  magitian,  damned  Glendower, 

Whofe  daughter  as  we  heare,  the  earle^  of  March, 

Hath  lately  married  ? (hall  our  coffers  then. 

Be  emptied  to  redeeme  a traitor  home  ? 

Shall  we  buy  treafon  ? and  indent  with  feares. 

When  they  haue  loll  and  forfeited  themfelues. 

No,  on  the  barren  mountaine  let  him  flerue. 

For  I (hall  neuer  hold  that  man  my  friend, 

Whofe  tongue  fiiall  afke  me  for  one  penny  cofi. 

To  ranfome  home  reuolted  Mortimer, 

Hot.  Reuolted  Mortimer  ? 

He  neuer  did  fall  off,  my  foueraigne  liege,  ' 

But  by  the  chance  of  warre : to  proue  that  true. 

Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  : for  all  thofe  wounds, 

.Thofe  mouthed  woundes  which  valiantly  he  tooke 
When  on  the  gentle  Seuerns  fiedgie  banke 
In  Tingle  oppofition  hand  to  hand. 

He  did  confound  the  befi:  part  of  an  houre 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendovjer, 

Three  times  they  breath’d,  and  three  times  they  did  drlnke, 

Vpon  agreement  of  fwift  Setter  ns  floud 

Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  lookes, 

Ran  fearefully  among  the  trembling  reedes. 

And  hid  his  crifpe-head  in  the  hollow  banke, 

Bloud-ffained  with  thefe  valiant  combatans, 

Neuer  did  bare  and  rotten  policy 

Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds. 

Nor  neuer  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receiue  To  many,  and  all  willingly : 

Then  let  not  him  be  flandered  with  reuolt. 

King. 
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King.  Thou  doft  bely  him  Percy,  thou  doH  bdy  him. 

He  neuer  did  encounter  with  Glendower, 

I tell  thee,  he  durft  as  well  haue  met  the  diuell  alone, 

As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 

Art  thou  not  afham’d  ? but  ftrra,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  heare  you  fpeake  of  Mortimer, 

Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieU:  meanes. 

Or  you  fhall  heare  in  fuch  a kind  from  me, 

As  will  difpleafe  you.  My  lord  Northumberland, 

We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fonne. 

Send  vs  your  prifoners,  or  you  will  heare  of  it.  Exit  king.- 
Hot.  And  if  the  diuell  come  and  roare  for  them, 

I wlil  not  fend  them  : I will  after  llraight 
And  tell  him  fo,  for  I will  eafe  my  heart, 

Albeit  I make  a hazard  of  my  head. 

Nor.  What  ? drunke  with  choler  ? flay  and  paufe  a while, 
Here  comes  your  vncle.  * 

Hot.  Speake  of  Mortimer  ? 

Zounds  I will  fpeake  of  him,  and  let  my  foule 
Want  mercy  if  I do  not  ioyne  with  him : 

Yea  on  his  part.  He  empty  all  thefe  f veines. 

And  (head  my  deare  bloud,  drop  by  drop  i’th  duff  ; 

But  I will  lift  the  downe-trod  Mortimer, 

As  high  in’th  ayre  as  this  vnthankfull  king, 

As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bullingbrooke. 

Nor.  Brother  the  king  hath  made  your  nephew  mad. 

Wor.  Who  ffcrooke  this  heate  vp  after  I was  gone  I 
Hot.  He  will  forfooth  haue  all  my  prifoners  : 

And  when  I vrg’d  the  ranfome  once  againe 
Of  my  wiues  brother,  then  his  cheeke  lookt  pale; 

And  on  my  face  he  turnd  an  eye  of  death, 

Trembling  euen  at  the  name  oi Mortimer. 


* Enter  Wor.  + tbok. 
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Wor.  I cannot  blame  him,  was  not  he  prodiamd 
' By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blond  ? 

Nor.  He  was  ; I heard  the  proclamation. 

And  then  it  was,  when  the  vnhappy  king,  ^ 

(Whofe  wrongs  in  vs  God  pardon)  did  fet  forth 
Vpon  his  IriJJj  expedition  ; 

From  whence  he  intercepted,  did  returne 
To  be  depos’d  and  fhortly  murdered. 

Wor,  And  for  whole  death,  we  in  the  worlds  wide-mouth. 
Line  fcandaliz’d  and  fouly  fpoken  off. 

Hot.  But  fofti  pray  you,  did  king  Richard  then 
Proclame  my  brother  Mortimer, 

Heire  to  the  crowne  ? 

Nor.  He  did,  my  felfe  did  heare  it. 

Hot.  Nay  then  I cannot  blame  his  coojfin  king, 

That  wilht  him  on  the  barren  mountaiues  ftaruc. 

But  (hall  it  be  that  you  that  fet  the  crowne 
Vpon  the  head  of  this  forgetfull-man. 

And  for  his  fake  weare  the  detefled  blot 
Of  murtherous  fubornation  ? (hall  it  be  ’ 

That  you  a world  of  curfes  vndergo. 

Being  the  agents,  or  bafe  fecond  meanes. 

The  cordes,  the  laddar,  or  the  hangman  rather  ? 

O pardon  if  that  I * defeend  fo  low. 

To  Ihew  the  line  and  the  predicament. 

Wherein  you  range  vnder  this  fubtil  king. 

Shall  it  for.  lhame  be  fpoken  in  thefe  dayes. 

Or  fill  vp  cronicles  in  time  to  come. 

That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  vniufi:  behalfe, 

(As  both  of  you  God  pardon  it,  haue  done) 

To  put  downe  Richard th^t  fweet  louely  rofe. 

And  plant  this  thorne,  this  canker  Bullingbrooke  ? 


mi  that  I,  • 
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And  fliall  it  in  more  fhame  be  further  fpoken/ 

That  you  are  fool’d,  difcarded,  and  fliooke  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  Ihames  ye  vnder-went  ? 

No,  yet  times  femes,  wherein  you  may  redeeme 
Your  banifht  honors,  and  reftore  your  felues. 

Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  againe  : 

Reueng  the  ieerlng  and  difdain’d  contempt 
Of  this  proud  king,  who  Rudies  day  and  night 
To  anfwere  all  the  debt  he  owes  * you, 

Euen  with  the  bloudie  payment  of  your  deaths  : 
Therefore  I fay. 

H^or.  Peace  coofin,  fay  no  more. 

And  now  I will  vnclafpe  a fecret  booke. 

And  to  your  quicke  conceiuing  difcontents 
He  read  your  f matter  deepe  and  dangerous. 

As  full  of  perill  and  aducnterous  fpirit. 

As  to  o’re  walke  a current  roring  lowd. 

On  the  vnjleadfaji  f footing  of  a fpeare. 

Hot,  If  he  fall  in,  good  night,  or  Rnke  or  fwim, 
Send  danger  from  the  eaR  vnto  the'weR, 

So  honor  crofle  it,  from  the  north  to  fouth. 

And  let  them  grapple  : the  ||  bloud  more  Rirrcs 
To  rowfe  a lion  then  to  Rart  a hare. 

North  Immagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Driues  him  beyond  the  boundes  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heaucn  me  thinkes  it  w'eare  an  eaCe  leape, 
To  pluck  bright  honor  from  the  pale-fac’d  moone 
Or  diue  into  the  bottome  of  the  deepe. 

Where  fadome-line  could  neuer  touch  the  ground, 

And  pluck  vp  drowned  honor  by  the  lockes, 

So  hee  that  doth  redeeme  her  thence  might  wears 
Without  corriuall  all  her  dignities ; 

But  out  vpon  this  halfc  fac’t  fellowlbip. 


Wor. 


^^•westot  ^ you,  ■ \unjieadful. 
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Wor.  He  apprehendes  a world  of  figures  here,’ 

But  not  the  forme  of  what  he  (hould  attend. 

Good  coofen  giue  me  audience  for  a while. 

Hot,  I cry  you  mercy. 

Wor,  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots  that  are  your  prifoners^ 

Hot,  He  keepe  them  all. 

By  God  he  fliail  not  haue  a Scot  of  them. 

No,  if  a Scot  would  faue  his  foule,  he  fliall  not. 

He  keepe  them,  by  this  hand. 

Wor,  You  Hart  away, 

And  lend  no  eare  vnto  my  purpofes  : 

Thofe  pri Toners  you  fhall  keepe. 

Hot,  Nay,  I will ; that’s  flat  : 

He  faid  he  would  not  ranfome  Mortimer, 

Forbade  my  tongue  to  fpeake  of  Mortimer  : 

But  I will  finde  him  when  he  lies  a fleepe. 

And  in  his  eare  He  hallow,  Mortimer  : 

Nay,  He  haue  a flarling  fliall  be  taught  to  fpeake 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  giue  it  him. 

To  keepe  his  anger  flill  in  motion. 

Wor,  Heare  you  coofin,  a word. 

Hot.  All  ftudies  heere  I folemnly  defie, 

Saue  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  BiiUingbrooke. 

And  that  fame  fword  and  buckler  prince  of  Wales, 

But  that  I thinke  his  father  loues  him  not. 

And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fonie  mifchance  ; 

1 would  haue  him  poyfoned  with  a pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewell  kinfman,  He  talke  to  you 
When  you  are  better  tempered  to  attend. 

Nor,  Why  what  a w^afpe-tongue  and  impatient  foole 
Art  thou,  to  breake  into  this  womans  moode. 

Tying  thine  eare  to  no  tongue  but  thine  owne  ? 

Hot,  Why  looke  you,  I am  whipt  and  fcourg’d  with  rods, 
Netled,  and  flung  with  pifmires,  when  I heare  . 

VoL.  II.  D d C 
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Of  this  vile  polititian  Bullingbrooke. 

In  Richards  time,  what  doe  you  call  the  place ; 

A plague  vpon  it,  it  is  in  GlocefierflAre  ; 

Twas  where  the  mad*cap  duke  his  vncle  kept. 

His  vncle  Torke,  where  1 firfl:  bowed  my  knee 
Vnto  this  king  of  fmiles,  this  Bullingbrooke  : 

Zbloud,  when  you  and  he  came  backe  from  Raitenfpurghy 
Nor.  At  Barkly  caflle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true. 

Why  what  a candie  deale  of  curtefie. 

This  fawning  grey-hound  then  did  proffer  me, 

Looke  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age. 

And  gentle  Harry  Percy ^ and  kind  coofm  : 

O,  the  diuell  take  fuch  coofeners,  God  forgiue  me. 

Good  vncle  tell  your  tale,  I haue  done. 

War,  Nay,  if  you  haue  not,  to  it  againe. 

We  will  flay  your  leyfure. 

Hot.  I haue  done  yfayth. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottiflo  prifoners. 

Deliuer  them  vp  without  their  ranfome  flraight. 

And  make  the  Dozvglas  fonne  your  onely  meane 
For  powers  in  Scotlandj  which  for  diuers  reafons 
Which  I fhall  fend  you  written,  be  affur’d, 

Willeafily  be  granted  you,  my  lord. 

Your  fonne  in  Scotland  being  thus  imployed, 

Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofome  creepe 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  welbelou’d,  ^ 

The  archbifhop. 

Hot,  Of  TorkCy  is  it  not  ? 

Wor,  True,  who  beares  hard 
His  brothers  death  at  Brijiow  the  lord  Scroope: 

I fpeake  not  this  in  eflimation, 

As  what  I thinke  might  be,  but  what  I know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  downe, 

And 
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Andonely  ftayes  but  to  behold  the  face 

Of  that  occafion  that  (hall  bring  it  on.  . 

Hot.  I fmell  it : vpon  my  life  it  will  doe  well. 

Nor.  Before  the  game's  afoote,.thou  flillletft  flip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a noble  plot,  ^ 

And  then  the  power  of  Scotland  and  of  Torke^ 

To  ioyne  with  Mortimer y ha.  ‘ i ^ 

IVor.  And  fo  they  fliall. 

Hot.  In  fayth  it  is  exceedingly  well  aymd. 

IVor.  And  tis  no  little  reafon  bids  vs  fpeede/ 

To  faue  our  heades,  by  rayfing  of  a head  : 

For,'  beare  our  felues  as  euen  as  we  can, 

The  king  will  alwayes  thinke  him  in  our  debt. 

And  thinke  we  thinke  our  felues  vnfatished. 

Till  he  hath  found  a time  to  pay  vs  home. 

And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  vs  Grangers  to  his  lookes  of  loue. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does;  weele  be  reueng’d  on  him.'  , 
Wor.  Coo  fin,  farewell.  No  further  goe  in  this. 

Then  I by  letters  fhall  direfl  your  courfe 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  wiil  be  fuddenly: 

r 

He  fleale  to  Glendowery  and  he  *,  Mortimer, 

Where  you  and  DowgUs,  and  our  powers  at  once. 

As  I will  fafliion  it,  fhall  happily  meete, 

To  beare  our  fortunes  in  our  owne  Brong  armes. 

Which  now  we  hold  at  much  vneertaintie. 

Nor,  Farewell  good  brother,  we  fhall  thriue,  I trufl:. 
Hot.  Vncle,  adue : O let  the  houres  be  fhort, 

Till  fieldes,  and  blowes,  and  grones,  applaud  our  fport. 

Exeunt, 
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Enter  a carrier  ’ivith  a lanterne  in  his  hand. 


I Car.  Heigh  ho,  an  it  be  not  foure  by  the  day,  lie  be 
hangd,  Charles 'waine  is  ouer  the  new  chimny,  and  yet  our 
horfe  not  packt.  What  oftkr  ? 

Oft.  Anon,  anon. 

1 Car.  I prethee  Toniy  beat  Cuts  faddle,  put  a few  flocks  in 
the  point,  poore  iade  is  wrung  in  the  withers,  out  of  all  cefle. 

Enter  another  carrier. 

2 Car.  Peafe  and  beanes  are  as  danke  heere  as  a dog,  and 
that  is  the  next  way  to  giue  poor  iades  the  bots  : this  houfe 
is  turned  vpfide  downe  fmee  Robin  oftler  died. 

1 Car.  Poore  fellow  neuer  ioyed  fi nee  the  price  of  oates 
rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2 Car.  I thinke  this  to  be  the  mofl:  villanous  houfe  in  all 
London  roade  for  fleas,  I am  flung  like  a tench. 

1 Car.  Like  a tench  ? by  the  mafle  there  is  neare  a king 
chriflen,  could  be  better  bit,  the  I haue  bin  fince  the  firfl 
cocke. 

2 Car.  Why,  you  * will  allow  vs  nere  a iordaine,  and  then 
we  leake  in  your  chimny,  and  your  chamber-lie  breedes  fleas 
like  a loach. 

1 Car.  What  ofller,  come  away,  and  be  hang’d,  come 
away. 

2 Car.  I haue  a gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of  gin- 
ger, to  be  deliuered  as  farre  as  Charing-crojfe. 

I Car.  Gods  body,  the  turkies  in  my  panier  are  quite  flar- 
ued : what  ofller  ? a plague  on  thee,  hafl  thou  neuer  an  eye 
in  thy  head  ? canfl:  not  heare,  and  t’were  not  as  good  a deed 
as  drinke,  to  breake  the  pate  of  thee,  I am  a very  villaine ; 
come  and  be  hangd,  hafl  no  fayth  in  thee : 

Enter  Gads-hill.  * 


Cads-hilh  Good-morrow  carriers,  v/hat’s  a clocke  ? 

* they. 
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Car.  I thinke  it  be  two  a clocke. 

Gad.  I prethce  lend  me  thy  lantherne,  to  fee  my  gelding  ia 
the  ftable. 

1 Car.  Nay  by  God  foft ; I know  a trkke  worth  two  of 
that  I f’ayth. 

Gad.  I prethee  lend  me  thine, 

2 Car.  I,  when,  canfl  tell  ? lend  me  thy  lanterne  (quoth 
he)  marry  He  fee  thee  hanged 

Gad.  Sirra  carrier,  what  time  doe  you  meane  to  come  to 
London  P 

2 Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a candle,  I warrant 
thee.  Come  neighbour  Miiges,  weele  call  vp  the  gentlemen, 
they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  haue  great  charge. 

Exeunt, 


Enter  chamber taine. 

Gad.  What  ho,  chamberlaine. 

Cham.  At  hand  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gad.  Thats  cuen  as  faire,  as  at  hand  quoth  the  chamber- 
laine, for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  purfes,  then 
gluing  direfbion  doth  from  laboring : thou  layefl  the  plot  how. 

Cham.  Good  morrow  mafier  Gads-hilli  it  holds  currant  that 
I told  you  yefler  night,  theres  a franklin  in  the  wild  of  Kent, 
hath  brought  three  hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold,  I heard 
him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  company  lafl  night  at  fupper,  a kind 
of  auditor,  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God 
knowes  what ; they  are  vp  already,  and  call  for  egges  and 
butter : they  will  away  prefently. 

Gad.  Sirra,  if  they  meet  not  with  Saint  Nicholas  Clarkes* 
He  giue  thee  this  necke. 

Cham,  No,  He  none  of  it;  I pray  thee  keepe  that  for  . the 
hangman,  for  I know  thou  worfliipeft  faint  Nicholas,  as  truly 
as  a man  of  falfehood  may. 
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Cad,  What  talkeft  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ? if  I hang, 
He  make  a fat  palre  of  gallowes  : for  if  I hang,  old  fir  lohn 
hangs  with  me,  and  thou  knowes  he  is  no  fiarueling:  tut, 
there  are  other  Troians  that  thou  dream’fi;  not  of,  the  which 
for  fport  fake  are  content  to  do  the  profefiion  fome  grace,  that 
would  (if  matters  fiiould  -be  lookt  into)  for  their  owne  credit 
fake,  make  al  whole  : I am  ioyncd  with  no  foot-land  rakers, 
no  long-ftafTe  fixpenny  (Inkers,  none  of  thefe  madde  mufiachio 
purple  hewd  malt-worms,  but  with  nobility,  and  tranquility^ 
burgomafiers  and  great  oneyers,  fuch  as  can  hold  in  fuch  as 
wil  fir  ike  fooner  the  fpeake,  and  fpeak  fooner  then  drinke, 
and  drinke  fooner  the  pray  ; and  yet  (zounds)  I lie,  for  they 
pray  continually  to  their  faint  the  comon-wealth,  or  rather 
not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her,  for  they  ride  vp  and  downe 
on  her,  and  make  her  their  bootes. 

Cham.  What,  the  common-wealth  their  bootes  ? will  (hee 
hold  out  water  in  foule  way  ? 

/ Gad.  She  will,  (lie  W’ill,  iuflice  hath  liquord  her  : we  fleale 
as  in  a cafile,  cockfure ; we  haue  the  receit  of  fernefeed,  we 
walke  inuifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  by  my  fayth,  I thinke  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  night  then  to  fernefeed,  for  your  w^alking  inuifible. 

Gad.  Giue  me  thy  hand,  thou  fhalthaue  a (hare  in  our  pur- 
chafe,  as  I am  a true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  haue  it,  as  you  are  a falfe  theefe. 

Gad.  Go  to,  homo  is  a comon  name  to  all  men  : bid  the 
ofller  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  flable  ; farewell  ye  muddy 
knaue. 

Enter  Prince,  Foines,  and  Peto,  <bc, 

Poines.  Come  fnelter,  (lielter,  I haue  remooued  Faljlalffes 
horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a gum’d  veluet. 
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Prince,  Stand  clofe.  * ; . 

Enter  FalftafFe. 

Falf.  PoineSf  Poincs^  and  be  hangd  Pomes, 

Prince.  Peace  ye  fat-kidneyd  rafcall,  what  a brawling  doft 
thou  keepe  ? , 

Falf.  What  Poines,  Hal? 

Prin.  He  is  walkt  vp  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  lie  go  feeke  him. 

Fal.  I am  accurff  to  rob  in  that  theenes  company,  the  raf- 
call hath  remoued  my  horfe,  and  tyed  him  I know  not  where, 
if -I  trauel  but  foure  foote  by  the  fqidre*  further  a foote,  I 
fhal  break  my  winder  well,  I doubt  not  but  to  die  a faire 
death  for  all  this,  if  I fcape  hanging  for  killing  that  rogue,  I 
haue  forfworne  his  company  hourely  any  time  this  22.  yeare, 
and  yet  I am  bewitcht  with  the  rogues  company.  • If  the  raf- 
call haue  not  giuen  me  medicines  to  make  me  loue  him.  He  be 
hangd:  it  could  not  be  elfe,  I haue  drunke  medicines.  Pomes j 
Hal,  a plague  vpon  you  both.  Bardoll,  Peto,  He  flarue  ere 
He  rob  a foote  further;  and  t’were  not  as  good  a deed  as 
drinke,  to  turne  true  man,  and  to  leaue  theie  rogues,  I am 
the  verieft  varlet  that  euer  chewed  with  a tooth  : eight  yeardes 
of  vneuen  ground,  is  threefcore'and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me  : 
and  the  flony  hearted  villaines  know  it  well  enough,  a plague 
vpon  it  when  theeues  cannot  be  true  one  to  another. 

Tf?ey  ’whijlle. 

Whew,  a plague  vpon  you  all,  giue  me  my  horfe,  you  rogues, 
Giue  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hangd. 

Prince.  Peace  ye  fat  guts,  lie  downe,  lay  thine  eare  clofe  to 
the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  can  heare  the  tread  of  trauellers. 

Fal.  Haue  j^ou  any  leauers  to  lift  me  vp  againe  being  downe  ? 
zbloud.  He  not  beare  mine  own  flefh  fo  far  afoot  againe  for 
all  the  coyne  in  thy  fathers  exchequer  : what  a plague  meane 
ye  to  colt  me  thus  ^ 

' • J^uaire, 
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"Prince.  Thou  lyefl,  thou  art  not  col  ted,  thou  art  vncolted. 
Fal,  I prethee  good  prince  Hal,  helpe  mee  to  my  horfe, 
Good  kings  fonne.  ^ 

Prince.  Out  you  rogue,  lhall  I be  your  oftler  ? 

Falf.  Go  hang  thy  felfe  in  thine  owne  haire  apparant  gar- 
ters : if  I be  tane,  He  peach  for  this : and  I haue  not  ballades 
made  on  * all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a cup  of  facke  be 
my  poyfon : when  ieaft  is  fo  forward,  and  a foot  too,  I hate 
it. 


Enter  Gads-hill. 

Cad.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I doe  agalnfl:  my  will. 

Poin.  O tis  our  fetter,  I know  his  voyce : Bardol  what 
newes  ? 

Bar.  Cafe  yee,  cafe  yee  ; on  with  your  vizards,  ther’s  mo- 
ny  of  the  kings  comming  downe  the  hill,  tis  going  to  the 
kings  exchequer. 

Falf.  You  lie  you  rogue,  tis  going  to  the  kings  tauerne. 

Gad.  There’s  enough  to  make  vs  all. 

Falf.  To  be  hanged. 

Prince.  You  foure  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane  : 
Ned  Poines  and  I,  will  walke  lower ; if  they  fcape  from  your 
encounter,  then  they  light  on  vs. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  they  of  them  ? 

Cad.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

Falf.  Zounds,  will  they  not  rob  vs  ? 

Prin.  What ! a coward  fir  John  Pawnch  ? 

Falf,  Indeed  I am  not  lohn  of  Gant  our  f grandfather,  but 
yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

Prince.  Well,  weele  leaue  that  to  the  proofe. 

* ottyou,  your  a 

Poynesi 
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Poynes.  Sirra  lache,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the  hedge, 
when  thou  needeft  him,  there  thou  ftialt  finde  him  ; farewell, 
and  ftand  faJfl. 

Fnl.  Now  cannot  I Ilrlke  him  If  I fhould  be  hangd. 

Prince,  Nedy  where  are  our  difgulfes  ? 

Poynes.  Here  hard  by,  Aand  clofe. 

Falf.  Now  my  maifters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  fay,  euery 
man  to  his  bufinelTe. 


Enter  the  trauellers. 

Tra.  Come  neighbour,  the  boy  fliall  lead  our  horfes  downc 
the  hil,  weele  walke  a foote  a while,  and  eafe  our  leggs. 

Theeues.  Stay 

Tra.  lefus  blefle  vs. 

Falf.  Strike,  downe  with  them,  cut  the  villalnes  throates  : 
a horefon  caterpillars  bacon-fed  knaues,  they  hate  vs  youth, 
downe  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Tra.  O,  we  are  vndone,  both  we  and  ours  for  euer. 

Falf.  Hang  ye  gorbellied  knaues,  are  ye  vndone  ? no  yec 
fat  chuffes,  I would  your  ftore  were  here  : on  bacons,  on, 
what  yee  knaues  I young  men  mufl:  line,  you  are  grand 
iurers,  are  yee  ? weele  iure  yee  yfaith. 

Here  they  rob  them  and  binde  them:  Enter  the  Prince  and 

Poines. 

Prince.  The  theeues  haue  bound  the  true  men  : now  coulde 
thou  and  I rob  the  theeues,  and  go  merrily  to  London^  it 
would  be  argument  for  a weeke,  laughter  for  a month,  and  a 
good  left  for  euer. 

Poynes.  Stand  clofe,  I heare  them  comming. 


♦ &tandy 
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Enter  the  theeues  againe. 

Falf.  Come  my  maflers,  let  vs  (hare,  and  then  to  horfe  be- 
fore day  : and  the  prince  and  Poynes  be  not  two  arrant  cow- 
ardes,  there’s  no  equity  ilirring,  theres  no  more  valour  in  that 
Poynes,  than  in  a wild  duck. 

As  they  are  [haring,  the  frince  and 
Poines  fet  vpon  them,  they  all  runne 
away,  and  FalflafFe  after  a blow  or 
two  runs  away  too,  leaning  the 
L booty  behind  them. 

Prhi.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  horfe,  the 
theeues  are  fcattered,  and  polPefl  with  feare  fo  flrongly,  that 
they  dare  not  meete  each  other,  each  takes  his  fellow  for  an 
officer;  away  good  JVed,  Falftaffe  /weaves  * to  death,  and 
lards  the  leane  earth  as  he  walkes  along  : wert  not  for  laugh- 
ing, I Ihould  pitty  him. 

Poines.  How  the  rogue  roard.  ' . Exeunt, 


Prin,  Your  money. 
Poin,  Viliaines. 


Enter  Hotfpur  fohis,  reading  a letter. 

But  for  mine  owne  [art,  my  lord,  I could  be  well  contented 
to  be  there,  in  refpeEt  of  the  hue  I be  are  your  hojfe. 

He  could  be  cotented,  why  is  he  not  then?  in  the  rerpe<^ 
of  the  lone  he  beares  our  houfe  : he  fh^wes  in  this,  he  loues 
his  owne  barne  better  then  he  loues  our  houfe.  Let  me  fee 
fome  more. 

The  purpofe  you  vndertake  is  dangerous. 

Why  thats  certaine,  tis  dangerous  to  take  a cold,  to  fleepe, 
to  drinke ; but  I tell  you  (my  lord  foole)  out  of  this  nettle 
danger,  we  plucke  this  flower  fafety. 

The  purbofe  you  vndertake  is  dangerous,  the  friendes  you  haue 
named  vncertaine,  the  time  it  felfe  vnforted,  and  your  whole 
plot  too  light,  for  the  counterpoife  offo  great  an  oppcfition. 
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Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo,  I fay  vnto  yon  againe,  you  are  a 
/hallow  cowardly  hinde,  and  you  lie  : what  a lack-braine  is 
this  ? by  the  Lord  our  plot  is  a good  plot  as  eiier  was  laid,  our 
frind  * true  and  conflant : a good  plot,  good  friends,  and  ful 
of  expeiflation  : an  excellent  plot,  very  good  friends  ; what  a 
frofly  fpirited  rogue  is  this  ? why,  my  lord  of  Torke  commends 
the  plot,  and  the  generall  courfe  of  the  a-ffion  zounds  and  I 
were  now  by  this  rafcall,  I could  braine  him  with  his  ladies 
fanne.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  vncle,  and  my  felfe,  lord 
Edmund  Mortimer ^ my  lord  of  Torke,  and  Owen  Glendower  ? 
Is  there  not  befides  the  Dowglas  P Haue  I not  all  their  letters 
to  meete  me  in  armes  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ? and 
are  they  not  fome  of  them  fet  forward  already  ? what  a Pagan 
rafcall  is  this,  and  infidell  ? ha,  3'ou  fhall  fee  now  in  very  iln- 
cerlty  of  feare  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  king,  and  lay  open 
all  Our  proceedings.  O,  I , could  diuide  my  felfe,  and  goe  to 
buffets,  for  mouing  fuch  a difh  of  fkim  milke  with  fo  honor- 
able an  aflion.  Hang  him,  let  him  tell  the  king,  we  are 
prepared,  I will  fet  forward  to  night. 

Enter  his  lady. 

How  now  Kate,  I muff  leaue  you  w'ithin  thefe  two  houres. 

Lady.  O my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 

For  what  offence  haue  I this  fortnight  bin 
A banifht  woman  from  my  Harries  bed  ? 

Tell  mee,  fweet  lord,  what  is’t  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  ffomacke,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleepe  ? 

Why  doff:  thou  bend  thine  eyes  vpon  the  earth. 

And  ffart  fo  often  when  thou  fitff  alone  ? 

Why  haff  thou  loff  the  freffi  blood  in  thy  chcekes. 

And  giuen  my  treafures  and  my  rights  of  thee. 

To  thick-eyd  mufing,  and  curff  melancholy  ? 

In  my  faint  flumbers,  I by  thee  f watcht, 


* friends,  tbte  bav!$ 
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And  heard  thee  murmure  tales  of  yron  warres, 

Speake  tearmes  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  flecd. 

Cry  courage  to  the  field  : and  thou  hafi:  talkt 

Of  failles;  and  retires,  trenches'^,  tents,  ' 

Of pallizadoes,  tromiers,  parapets, 

Of  bafililks,  of  canon,  culuerin. 

Of  prifoners  ranfome,  and  of  fouldeirs  flaine. 

And  all  the  current,  of  a heddy  fight. 

Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  bin  fo  at  war. 

And  thus  hath  fo  befiird  thee  in  thy  fleepe. 

That  beds  of  fweat  hath  f flood  vpon  thy  brow, 

Like  bubbles  in  a late  difiurbed  flreame. 

And  in  thy  face  flrange  motions  haue  apeard, 

Such  as  we  fee  when  men  refiraine  their  breath, 

On  fome  great  fodaine  haft.  O what  portents  are  thefe  ? 
Some  heauy  bufines  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 

And  I mu  ft  know  it,  elfe  he  loues  me  not. 

riof.  V/hat  ho,  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone 

Ser,  He  is  my  lord,  an  houre  agoe. 

Hoi*  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the  fheriffe  ? 

Ser,  One  horfe,  my  lord,  he  brought  euen  now. 

Hot.  What  horfe  ? a roane,  a crop  eare,  is  it  not  ? 

Ser.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roane  fhall  be  my  throne.  Well,  I will  backe 
him  ftraight.  Efperance^  bid  Butler  lead  him  foorth  into  tho 
parke. 

La.  But  heare  you  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  faieft  thou  my  lady  ? 

La.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  What,  my  horfe  (my  loue)  my  horfe. 

La.  Out  you  mad-headed  ape,  a weazel  hath  not  fuch  a 
deale  of  fpleene,  as  you  are  toft  with.  In  faith  He  know  your 
bufines  Harry ^ that  I will:  I feare,  my  brother  Mortimer 

+ Ifi’ve. 
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doth  flir  about  his  title,  and  hath  fent  for  you  to  line  his  en- 
terprife,  but  if  you  go 

Hot,  So  far  a foote,  I fhall  be  weary,  loue. 

La,  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,  anfwere  me  direflly,  vn- 
to  this  queftion  that  I Ihal  afke : in  faith  He  break  thy  little 
finger  Harry ^ and  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler,  loue ; I loue  thee  not, 

I care  not  for  thee  Kate^  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  ma.nmets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips, 

VVemufl  hauebloudie  nofes,  and  crackt  crownes. 

And  palTe  them  currant  too  ; gods  me  my  horfe. 

What  fail!:  thou  Kate\  what  wouldft  thou  haue  with  me  ? 

La.  Do  you  not  loue  me  I do  you  not  indeede  I 
Wei,  do  not  then  ? for  fince  you  loue  me  not, 

I will  not  loue  my  felfe.  Do  you  not  loue  me  ? 

Nay,  tel  me  if  you  fpeake  in  ieaff,  or  no  ? 

Hot.  Come  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 

And  when  I am  a horfe  back,  I will  fweare, 

I loue  thee  infinitely.  But  harke  you  Kate^ 

I mufl  not  haue  you  henceforth,  queflion  me  ? 

Whither  I go  : nor  reafon  where  about. 

Whither  I muff,  I muff  : and  to  conclude, 

7'his  euening  muff  I leaue  5^011  gentle  Kate, 

■ . . t 1^ 

J know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  farther  wife, 

Then  Harry  Percyes  wife.  Conftant  you  are. 

But  yet  a woman,  and  for  fecrecy, 

No  lady  clofer,  for  I will  beleeue, 

Thou  wilt  not  vtter  what  thou  doff  not  know: 

And  fo  fare  will  I trufl  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

La.  How,  fo  far  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further : but  harke  you  Kate, 

Whither  I goe,  thither  fliall  you  goe  too  ; 
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To  day  will  I fet  foorth^  to  morrow  you  : 

Will  this  content  you  Kate? 

Lady.  It  mufl  of  force.  Exeunt, 

Enter  prince  and  Poines. 

Prince.  Ned,  prethee  come  out  of  that  fat  roome,  and  lend 
mee  thy  hand  to  laugh  a little. 

Poines.  Where  hafl  been  Hal? 

Prin.  V/ith  three  or  foure  logger-heads,  amongfl  three  or 
foure  fcore  hogs-heads.  I haue  founded  the  very  bafe  firing 
of  humilitie.  Sirra,  I am  fworne  brother  to  a lealh  of  draw- 
ers, and  can  call  them  all  by  their  chriflian  names,  as  Tom, 
Dicke,  and  Francis  : they  take  it  already  vpon  their  falua- 
tion,  that  though  I be  but  prince  of  Wales,  yet  I am  the  king 
of  curtefie ; and  tell  mee  flatly,  I am  not  f proud  lack,  like 
Faljiaffe',  but  a Corinthian',  a lad  of  metcall,  a good  boy  (by 
the  Lord  fo  they  call  me)  and  when  I am  king  of  England,  I 
fhall  commande  all  the  good  lads  in  Ea/lcheape.  They  call 
drinking  deepe,  dying  fcarlet : and  when  you  breath  in  your 
watring,  they  cry  hem,  and  bid  j^ou  play  it  off.  To  con- 
clude, I am  fo  good  a proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  houre, 
that  I can  drinke  with  any  tinker  in  his  owne  language  during 
jny  life.  1%  much  honour,  that 

thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  adlion : but  fweet  Ned ; to 
fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I giue  thee  this  peniworth  of 
iugar,  clapt  euen  now  into  my  hand  by  an  vnder  fkinker,  one 
that  neuer  fpake  other  Englijh  in  his  life,  then  eight  Jhillinges 
and  fixe  pence  : and,  are -welcome,  with  this  flu  ill  addi- 
tion, anon,  anon  fr',  fkore  a pint  of  bafard  in  the  haffe 
moone,  or  fo.  But  Ned,  to  driue  away  time  till  Faljiaffe 
come,  I prethee  doe  thou  fland  in  fome  by  roome,  while  I 
queflion  my  puny  drawer,  to  what  end  he  gaue  me  the  fugar. 
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and  doe  ncuer  leaue  calling  Francis^  that  his  tale  to  me  may 
be  nothing  but,  anon : fteppe  afide,  and  He  fhew  thee  a prefent, 
Poines.  Francis. 

Prince.  Thou  art  perfecH. 

Poines.  Francis. 

• » 

Enter  drawer. 


Fra.  Anon,  anon  fir;  looke  downe  into  the pomgarnet, 
Ralfe. 

Prince.  Come  hither  Francis. 

Francis.  My  lord. 

Prince.  How"  long  haft  thou  to  feme,  Francis  ? 

Francis.  Forfooth  fine  yeares,  and  as  much  as  to— 

Poines.  Francis.  * 

Francis.  Anoiie,  anone  fir. 

Prince.  Fiue  yeares ; berlady  a long  leafe  for  the  clincking 
of  pewter  : but  Francis,  darcft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as  to  play 
the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  fliew  it  a faire  paire  of 
heeles,  and  runne  from  it  i 

Francis.  O lord  fir,  He  befworne  vpon  all  * bcokesin  Eng* 
Find,  I could  find  in  my  heart. 

Poines.  Francis. 

Francis.  Anone  fir. 

• \ 

Prince.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  P 

Francis.  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I fhall  be— ^ 

Poines.  Francis.  ' 

Francis.  Anone  fir,  pray  you  ftay  a little,  my  lord. 

Prince.  Nay  but  harke  you  Francis,  for  the  fugar  thou  ga® 
ueft  me,  t’was  a f penny  worth,  waft  not  ? 

Francis.  'O  lord,  I would  it  had  been  two. 

Prince.  I will  giue  thee  for  it  a thoufiind  pound,  afke  mee 
when ‘thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  haue  it. 

Poines.  Francis. 

Francis.  Anone,  anone. 


* all  tbf.  hut  a. 
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Prince.  Anone  Francis  ? no  Francis^  but  to  morrow  Fran* 
cis  : or  Francis,  on  Thurfeday : or  indeed  Francis,  when  thou 
wilt : but  Francis* 

Francis,  My  lord. 

Prince,  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leatherne  ierkin,  chriftall  but- 
ton, not-pated,  agat  ring,  puke  Hocking,  caddice  garter, 
fmooth  tongue,  SpaniJiD  pouch. 

Francis.  O lord  fir,  who  do  you  meane  ? 

Prince.  Why  then  your  browne  baflarde  is  your  onely 
drinke : for  looke  you  Francis,  your  white  canuafle  doublet 
will  fulley.  In  Barbary  fir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Francis.  What  fir  ; 

Poines.  Francis. 

Prince.  Away  you  rogue,  doft  thou  not  heare  them  call  ? 
Heere  they  both  call  him,  the  drawer  Jlandes  amazed,  not 
knowing  which  way  to  goe. 

Enter  vintner, 

Vint,  What,  Handft  thou  Hill,  and  hearH  fuch  a calling  ? 
looke  to  the  gheHes  within.  My  lord,  old  fir  lohn  with  haife 
a dozen  more,  are  at  the  doore,  fliall  I let  them  in  ? 

Prin,  Let  them  alone  a while,  and  then  open  the  doore : 
Poines. 

Poines,  Anone,  anone  fir. 

^ Enter  Poines.  • 

I 

Prince.  Sirra,  Faljlaffe  and  the  reH  of  the  theeues,  are  at 
the  doore,  Hiall  we  be  merry  ? 

Pain,  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad  : but  harke  yee,  what 
cunning  match  haue  you  made  with  this  ieH  of  the  drawer ; 
come,  what’s  the  iffue  ? 

Princ,  I am  now  of  all  humors,  that  haue  fhewed  them- 
felues  humors,  Hnce  the  old  dales  gf  goodman  Jdam,  to  the 

pupill 
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}5upiil  age  of  this  prefent  twelue  a clocke  at  midnight.  What’s 
a clocke  Francis  F 

Francis,  4i^one,  anone  fir. 

Princ.  That  euer  this  fellow  fhould  haue  fewer  words  then 
a parret,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a woman.  His  induftry  is  vp 
ftaires  and  downe  flalres,  his  eloquence  the  parcell  of  a reck- 
oning. I am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the  Hctfpur  of  the 
north,  he  that  kils  me  fome  fixe  or  feuen  dozen  of  Scots  at  a 
breakfafi,  wafiies  his  handes,  and  fayes  to  his  wife,  fie  vport 
this  quiet  life,  I want  worke.  O my  fweet  Harry y fays  fhe  ! 
how  many  hafl:  thou  kild  to  day  ? glue  my  roane  horfe  a 
drench  (fayes  he)  and  anfweres,  fome  forteene,  an  houre 
after:  a trifle,  a trifle.  , I prethee  call  In  Faljlaffey  He  play 
Percy,  and  that  damnde  brawne  fhall  play  dame  Mortimer 
his  wife.  Riuo,  faies  the  drunkard : cal  in  ribs,  call  in 
^ tallow. 


E7iter  FalflafFe. 

Poines,  Welcome  lacke,  where  hafl:  thou  beene  ? 

‘ Fal,  A plague  of  all  cowards  I fay,  and  a vengeance  tOy 
marry  and  amen ; giue  me  a cup  of  ftek  boy.  E’re  I lead 
this  life  long.  He  fowe  ne'atherflocks,  and  mend  them,  and 
foote  them  too.  A plague  of  all  cowards,  giue  me  a cup  of 
facke,  rogue,  is  there  no  vertue  extant  ? * 

Prin.  Didfl  thou  neuer  fee  Titan  kilTe  a difh  of  butter, 
pittiful  harted  Titan  that  melted  at  the  fweete  tale  of  thefunne? 
if  thou  didfl,  then  behold  that  compound. 

FaL  You  rogue,  hercs  lime  in  this  fack  too,  there  is  nothing 
but  rogery  to  be  found  in  villanous  man;  yet  a coward  is 
worfe  the  a cup  of  fack  with  lime  in  it,  A villanous  coward, 
go  thy  wayes  old  lacke,  die  when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good 
manhood  be  not  forgot  vpo  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I a 

♦Hedrinketh, 
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ihottca  herring : there  lines  not  three  good  men  vnhangd  in 
England^  and  one  of  them  is  fatte,  and  growes  old;  God 
helpe  the  while,  a bad  world  I fay  : I would  I were  a weauer, 

I could  fing  pfalmes,  or  any  thing.  A plague  of  all  cowards, 

I fay  flill. 

Prin.  How  now  wolfacke,  what  mutter  you  ? 

Faff.  A kings  fonne  ? if  I doe  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
kingdome  with  a dagger  of  lath,  and  driue  all  thy  fubiefles 
afore  thee  like  a flocke  of  wild-geefe.  He  neuer  weare  haire  on 
my  face  more,  you  prince  of  Wales. 

Prin.  Why  yoii  horfon  round  man,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a coward  ? anfwere  me  to  that,  and  Poines 
there. 

Prin.  Zounds  ye  fat  paunch,  and  ye  call  me  coward,  by 
the  Lord  He  flab  thee. 

Fal.  I call  thee  coward  ? He  fee  thee  damnde  eare  I call 
thee  coward,  but  I would  giue  a thoufand  pound  I could  run 
as  faff  as  thou  canft.  You  are  flraight  enough  in  the  fhoul- 
ders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  backe  : call  you  that  backing 
of  your  friendes  I a plague  vpon  fuch  backing  : giue  me  them 
that  will  face  me.  Giue  me  a cup  of  fack,  I am  a rogue  if  I 
drunke  to  day. 

Pri.  O villaine,  thy  lips  are  fcarfe  wip’d  fince  thou  drunkff 
laft. 

Fal.  All’s  one  for  that.  He  drinkes. 

A plague  of  all  cowards  Hill  fay  I. 

Prin.  Whats  the  matter 

Fal.  Whats  the  matter  ? here  be  foure  of  vs,  haue  tane  a 
thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

Prin.  Where  is  it  ? lackej  where  is  it  ? 

Faff.  Where  is  it?  taken  from  vs  it  is:  a hundred  vpon 
poore  foure  of  vs. 

Prin.  What,  a hundred  man  ? 

FaL 
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Fal.  I am  a rogue,  if  I were  not  at  halfe  fword,  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  houres  together.  I haue  fcaped  by  myracle. 
I am  eight  times  thriifl  through  the  doublet,  foure  through 
the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  through  and  through,  my  fword 
hackt  like  a hand-faw,  eccc  Jignum.  I neuer  dealt  better  hnce 
I was  a man,  al  would  not  doe.  A plague  of  all  cowards, 
let  them  fpake  ; if  they  fpeake  more  or  lefTe  then  truth,  they 
are  villaines,  and  the  fonnes  of  darknelTe. 

Gad.  Speake,  firs,  how  was  it  : 

Rofs.  We  foure  fet  vpon  fome  dozen. 

Falfi.  Sixteene,  at  lead:,  my  lord. 

Rofs.  And  bound  them. 

Peto,  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fal.  You  rogue  they  were  bound,  euery  man  of  them,  of 
I am  a lew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  lew. 

Rofs.  As  we  were  fliaring,  fome  fixe  or  feuen  frefli  men  fej: 
vpon  vs. 

- Fal.  And  vnbound  the  red,  and  then  come  in  the  other. 

Prin.  What,  fought  yee  with  them  ail  I 

Falf.  All  ? I know  not  what  yee  call  all : but  if  I foughc 
not  with  fifty  of  them,  I am  a bunch  of  radidi : if  there  were 
not  two  or  three  and  fifty  vpon  poore  old  lacke,  then  am  I no 
two  leg’d  creature. 

Poines.  Pray  God,  yon  haue  not  murthered  fome  of  them. 

Falf.,F^2Ly  that’s  pad  praying  for,  I haue  pepper’d  two  of 
them,  two  I am  fure  I haue. payed,  two  rogues  in  buckrom 
futes  : I tel  thee  what,  Hal,  if  I tell  thee  a lie,  fpit  in  my 
face  ; cal  me  horfe  : thou  knowed  my  old  word  * : here  I 
lay,  and  thus  I bore  my  point : foure  rogues  in  buckrom  let 
driue  at  me. 

Prin.  What,  fpure  ? thou  faid’d  but  two,  euen  now. 

Falf  Foure  Hal^  I told  thee  foure. 

Poin.  I,  I,  he  faid  foure. 

falf. 


• ’Warde. 
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‘Falf.  Thefe  foure  came  all  a front,  and  mainely  thrufl:  at  me ; 
I made  no  more  adoe,  but  tooke  all  their  feuen  points  in  my 
target,  thus. 

Princ.  Seuen  ? why  there  were  but  foure,  cuen  now. 

Falf^  In  buckrom. 

Poin.  I,  foure,  in  buckrome  fuites. 

Falf.  Seuen,  by  thefe  hikes,  or  I am  a villaine  elfe. 

Prin.  Prethee  let  him  alone,  we  fhall  haue  more  anon. 

Falf.  Doek  thou  heare  me  Hal  P 

Prill*  1 and  marke  thee  too,  lacke, 

Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  likning  to,  thefe  nine  is 
buckrom,  that  I told  thee  of. 

Prin.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fo.l.  Their  points  being  broken. 

Poyncs.  Downe  fell  his  hofe. 

Fal  Began  to  giue  me  ground,  but  I followed  me  clofe, 
came  in  foote  and  hand,  and  with  a thought,  feuen  of  the 
eleuen  I paid. 

Prin*  O monkrous!  eleuen  buckrom  men  growne  out  of 
two  ? 

Fal  But  as  the  diuel  would  haue  it,  three  mif-begotte 
knaues,  in  Kendall  grecne,  came  at  my  backe  and  let  driue  at 
me,  for  it  was  fo  darke,  Hal,  that  thou  couldk  not  fee  thy 
hand. 

Prin.  Thefe  lyes  arc  like  the  father  that  begets  them,  groffe 
as  a moutaine,  ope  palpable.  Why  thou  clay-braind  guts, 
thou  knotty-pated  foole,  thou  horfon  obfcene  greafie  tallow 
catch. 

Fal.  What  ? art  thou  mad  ? art  thou  mad  ; is  not  the 
truth  the  truth  ? 

Prin.  Why,  how  couldk  thou  know  thefe  men  in  Kendall 
greene,  when  it  was  fo  darke  thou  couldk  not  fee  thy  hand.^ 
come  tell  vs  your  reafon,  what  faik  thou  to  this  ? 

Poy.  Come,  your  rcafoa  lacke,  your  reafon. 

Fal, 
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Fal.  What,  vpon  compulfion  ? zoundes/  and  I were  at  the 
flrappado,  or  al  the  racks  in  the  world,  I would  not  tel  you 
on  compuliion.  Giue  you  a reafon  on  compulfid  ? if  reafons 
were  as  plenty  as  blackeberries,  I would  giue  no  man  a reafon 
vpon  compulfion,  I.  • ^ 

Prin.  He  be  no  longer  guiltie  of  this  finne.  This  fanguine 
coward,  this  bed  -prelTer,  this  horfe- back-breaker,  this  huge 
hil  of  flelh. 

FaL  Zbloud  you  ftarueling,  you  elfskin,  you  dried  neats 
iong*,  buls-pizzel,  you  flockefilh : O for  breath  to  vtter! 
what  is  like  thee  ? you  taylers  yard,  you  fheath,  you  bowcafe, 
you  vile  Handing  tucke. 

Prin.  Wei,  breath  a while,  and  then  to  it  againe,  and 
when  thou  haft  tried  f thy  feife  in  bafe  comparifos,  heare  me 
fpeak  but  thus 

Poy.  Marke,  lacke. 

Prin.  We  two,,  faw  you  foure,  fet  on  foure  and^  bound 
them,  and  were  maifters  of  their  welth  : marke  now  how  a 
plaine  tale  fhall  put  you  downe:  then  did  wee  two  fet  on, you 
foure,  and  with  a word,  outfac’d  you  from  your  prize,  and 

haue  it,  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you  here  in  the  hoiife  : and 

% 

Faljidffey  you  carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick 
dexterity,  and  roared  foi’  mercy,  and  (till  run  and  roare,  as 
euer  I heard  bul-calfe.  What  a (laue  art  thou  to  Hack  thy 
fword  as  thou  had  done,  and  then  (ay  it  was  in  fight  ? what 
tricke  ? what  deuice  ? what  (farting  hole  can(t  thou  now  find 
out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparant  (hame  ? 

Poin.  Come  lets  heare  lackey  what  tricke  had  thou  now  ? 

Falf.  By  the  Lord,  I knew  yee  as  well  as  hee  that  made 
yee.  What  heare  you  my  maiders,  was  it  for  mee,  to  kill 
the  heire  apparant?  (hould  I turne  vpon  the  true  prince? 
whj,  thou  knowed  I am  as  valiant  as  Hercules : but  beware 

* teng,  you  ■|'  tired.  J thh, 
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inrtin^l,  the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince,  inflinfl  Is  a 
great  matter*  I was  a coward  on  inflm(5l,  I (liall  thinke  the 
better  of  my  felfe,  and  thee,  during  my  life  ; I,  for  a valiant 
lion,  and  thou  for  a true  prince:  but,  by  the  Lord,  lads,  I 
am  glad  you  haue  the  money.  HoflefTe,  clap  to  the  doores, 
watch  to  night,  pray  to  morrow:  gallants,  lads;  boyes, 
hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowfnip  come  to  you. 
What,  (hall  we  be  merry  ? lhali  we  haue  a play  extempore? 

Prin*  Content,  and  the  argument  (liall  be,  thy  running 
away. 

Falf,  A,  no  more  of  that  Hal,  and  thou  loueft  me. 

Enter  hojlejfe. 

Hoft,  O iefu,  my  lord  the  prince  ! 

Prill.  How  now  my  lady  the  hoflelTe,  what  faifl  thou  to 
me  ? 

Hof.  Marry,  my  L.  there  is  a noble  man  of  the  court,  at 
doore  would  (peake  with  you  : he  fayes^  he  comes  from  your 
. father, 

Prin.  (5iue  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a royall  man^ 
and  fend  him  backe  againe  to  my  mother. 

Eal.  What  manner  of  maii  is  he  ? 

Hof.  An  old  man. 

tal.  What  doth  grauitie  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? fliall 
1 giue  him  his  anfwere  ? 

Prill.  Prethee  dce.A:r/^i?. 

Falf.  Fa,yth,  and  He  fend  him  packing.  Exiti 

jPrifi.Now  firs  : birlady  5"ou  fought  faire,  fo  did  you  Peto^ 
fo  did  you  Bardol\  you  are  Hons  too,  you  ran  away  upon  in* 
flinft,  you  will  not  touch  the  true  prince,  no  fie. 

■ 4 

Bar.  Fayth,  I ran  when  1 faw  others  runne. 

Prince.  Fayth,  tell  me  now  in  earneff,  how  came  Faljlaffes 
fword  fo  hackt  ? 
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Peto,  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger,  and  faid  he  would 
fweare  truth  out  of  England  but  he  would  make  you  beleeue 
it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfwaded  vs  to  do  the  like. 

Car.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpeare-grane,  to 
make  them  bleede,  and  then  to  beflubber  our  garments 
with  it,  and  fweare  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I did  that 
I did  not  this  feauen  yeaies  before,  I bluflit  to  heare  his  mon* 
flrous  deuifes. 

Prin.  O villaine,  thou  flolefl  a cup  of  facke  eighteene  yeeres 
ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  manner,  and  euer  lince  thou 
hafl  blufht  extempore,  thou  hadA  fire  and  fword  on  thy  fide, 
and  yet  thou  ranft  away  : what  inAincft  hadA  thou  for  it  I 

Bar.  My  lord,  doe  you  fee  thefe  meteors  ? doe  you  behold 
thefe  exhalations  ? 

Princ.  I doe. 

Bar.  What  thinke  you  they  portend  ? 

Prin.  Hot  liuers,  and  cold  purfes. 

Bar.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken.  ^ 

Enter  FalAafFe, 

Prhi.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter.  Here  comes  leanc 
lacke^  here  comes  bare-bone.  -How  now  my  fwecte  creature 
of  bombaA,  how  long  is’t  ago,  lackey  Alice  thou  faweA  thine 
owne  knee  ? 

Fal.  My  owne  knee  ? when  I was  about  thy  yeares  {Hal)  I 
was  not  an  eagles  talent  in  the  waA : I could  haue  crept  into 
any  aldermans  thumbe-ring : a plague  of  Aghing  and  griefe, 
it  blows  a man  vp  like  a bladder.  Ther’s  villanous  newes 
abroad,  here  was  Ar  lohn  Braby  from  your  father  : you  mu  A 
goe  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  The  fame  mad  fellow  of  the 
north,  Percy  ; and  hee  of  Wales j that  gaue  Amamon  the 
baAinado,  and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  diuell  his 
true  liegeman  vpon  the  croAe  of  a WelchLooL^  ; what  a plague 
call  you  him  ? 
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Poln.  O,  Glendower, 

Falf.  Owen,  Owen  *,  the  fame,  and  his  fonne  in  law  Mor- 
timer, and  old  Northumberland,  and  the  fprightly  Scot  of  ‘ 
Scottes  Dowglas,  that  runnes  a horfe-back  vp  a hill  perpen- 
dicular. 

Prin.  Hee  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a piftoll  killes 
a fparrow  flying. 

Falf.  You  haue  hit  it. 

Prin.  So  did  he  neuer  the  fparrow. 

Falf.  Well,  that  rafcall  hath  good  mettall  in  hjm,  he  will 
not  runne. 

Prince.  Why  what  a rafcall  art  thou  then,  to  prayfe  him 
fo  for  running  ? 

Falf.  A horfe-backe  (ye  cuckoe)  but  a foote  hee  will  not 
• budge  a foote, 

Prin.  Yes  lacke,  vpon  inflinff. 

' Falf.  I grant  ye,  ypon  inflinfl : well,  he  is  there  too,  and 
one  Mordake,  and  a thoufand  blew  caps  more.  Worcejler  is 
flolne  away  by  night,  thy  fathers  beard  is  turn’d  white  with 
the  newes,  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheape  as  {linking 
mackrell. 

Prin.  Then  tis  like,  if  there  come  a hot  funne  j',  and  this 
ciuill  buffeting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  mayden-heads  as  they  buy 
hob-nailes,  by  the  hundreds. 

Fal.  By  the  maffe  lad,  thou  faift  true,  it  is  like- we  fhall 
haue  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me  Hal,  art  not  thou 
horrible  J afeard  ? thou  being  heire  apparant,  could  the  world 
picke  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  againe,  as  that  fiend  Dowglas^ 
that  fpirit  Percy,  and  that  diuell  Glendower  ? art  not  thou 
horrible  afraide?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

Prin.  Kot  a whit  yfaith  : I lacke  fome  of  thy  inflin<51. 


* Ozven  Glendower,  t J^ne. 
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Falf,  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chidde  to  morrow  whea 
thou  commefl:  to  thy  father  : if  thou  doe  loue  me,  praflife  an 

anfwere.  * 

Prin.  Doe  thou  Hand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me  vpon 
the  particulars  of  my  life.  ' • 

Fal.,  Shall  I ? content : this  chaire  fiiall  be  my  Hate,  this 
dagger  my  fcepter,  and  this  culbin  my  crowne. 

Prin,  Thy  Hate  is  taken  for  a ioynd  Hole,  thy  golden  fcep- 
ter  for  a leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crowne,  for  a 
pittifull  bald  crowne.  • , ..  3 

• Fal.  Well,  and  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thec> 
now  (halt  thou  be  moued.  Giue  mee  a cuppe  of  facke  to 
make  mine  eyes  looke  redde,  that  it  may  be  thought  I haue 
wept,  for  I muH  fpeake  in  pafTion,  and  I will’  doe  it  in  king 
Cambifes  vaine.  . . , 

Prince.  Well,  here  is  my  legge. 

Falf.  And  here  is  my  fpeech : Hand  afide  nobilitie. 

JHo.  O lefu,  this  is  excellent  fport,  yfayth. 

Fal.  Weepe  not  fwfeete  queene,  for  trickling  tearesare  vaine. 
Ho.  O the  father,  how  he  holdes  his  countenance  ^ 

Fal.  For  Gods  fake  lords,  conuey  my  truHfull  qeene: 

For  teares  doe  Hop  the  floud-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Ho.  O lefu,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotry  play- 
ers, as  euer  I fee. 

Fal.  Peace  good  pint- pot,  peace  good  tickle  braine. 

Harry.  I doe  not  onely  maruell  where  thou  fpendeH  thy 
•time,  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompanied  : for  though  the 
cammomile  the  more  it  is  troden,  the  faHer  it  growes ; yet  * 
youth,  the  more  it  is  waHed,  the  fooner  it  weares : thou  f 
art  my  fonne,  I haue  partly  thy  mothers  word,  partly  my  % 
opinion ; but  chiefly  a viilanous  tricke  of  thine  eye,  and  a 
foolifli  hanging  of  thy  neather  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If 
then  thou  be  fonne  to  me,  here  lieth  the  point ; why,  being 

*fo,  -f  that  thou.  J my  o^une. 

fonne 


The  Historie  of 

fonne  to  mcj  art  thou  fo  poynted  at  ? fliall  the  blefTed  fonne 
of  heauen  proue  a micher,  and  eate- black-berries  ? a queftiou. 
not  to  be  afkt.  Shall  the  fonne  of  England  proue  a thiefe, 
and  take  purfes  ? a queftion  to  be  alkt.  There  is  a thing, 
Harry i which  thou  half  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  knowne  to 
many  in  our  land,  by  the  name  of  pitch  ; this-  pitch  (as  an- 
cient writers  do  report)  doth  defile  ? fo  doth  the  company 
thou^  keepefi: : for-  Harry ^ now  I do  not  fpeake  to  thee  in 
drinke,  but  in  teares  ? not  in  pleafure,  but  in  pafiion;  not  in 
wordcs  onely,  but  in  woes  alfo  : and  yet  there  is  a vertuous 
inan,  whom  I haue  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I know 
not  his  name. 

Prin,  What  manner  of  man,  and  it  like  your  maieftie  ? 
c FaL'  A good  portly  man  yfaith,  and  a corpulent,  of  a cheer- 
full  looke,  a pleafing  eye,  and  a mofi:  noble  cariage,  and  as  I 
thinke,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or  birlady,  inclining  to  threefcore, 
and  now  I remember  me,  his  name  is  Falftaffe : if  that  man 
(hold  be  lewdly  giuen,  'he  deceiues  * me.  For  Harry,  I fee 
vertue  in  his  lookes ; if  then  the  tree  may  be  knowne  by  the 
fruite,  as  the  fruite  by  the  tree,  then  peremptorily  I fpeake  it, 
there  is  vertue  in  that  Faljlaffe,  him  keepe  with,  the  reft  ba- 
tillh  : and  tell  mee  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  mee,  where 
'haft  thou  been  this  month  ? 

Prin.  Doft  thou  fpeake  like  a king  ? doe  thou  ftand  for  mee, 
and'  He  play  my  father. 

FaU  Depofe  me,  if  thou  doft  it  balfe  fo  grauely,  fo  maiefti' 
cally  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  mee  vp  by  the  heeles  for 
a rabbet-fucker,  or  a poulters  hare. 

Prin*  Well,  heere  I am  fet.’ 

Falf.  And  heere  I ftand,  iudge  my  maifters. 

Prm.  Now  Harry,  whence  come  you  ? 

Falf.  My  noble  lord,  from  Ecficheape* 

Prin.  The  complaints  I heare  of  thee,  are  gricuous, 

u'eceh'et/j, 
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Falf.  Zbloud-my  lord,  they  are  falfe:  nay,  lie  tickle  y« 
for  a young  prince  yfaith. 

Pr.in.  Sweareft  thou,  vngraclous  boy  ? henceforth  nere 
looke  on  me,  thou  art  violently  carried  away  from  grace,  there 
is  a diuell  hauntes  thee  in  the  likenclTe  of  a fat  old  man,  a tun 
of  man  is  thy  companion  ; why  dolt  thou  conuerfe  with  that 
trunke  of  humors,  that  boulting-hutch  of  be.iftlrnelTe,  that 
fwolne  parcel  of  dropfies,  that  huge  bombard  of  facke,  that 
ftuft  cloke-bag  of  giittes,  that  rofted  Manning  tree  oxe  with 
the  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reuerent  vice,  that  gray  iniqui- 
tie,  that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  yeares : wherein  is  he 
good,  but  to  tafie  facke  and  drinke  it  ? wherein  neate  and 
clenly,  but  to  carue  a capon  and  eate  it  ? wherein  cunning, 
but  in  craft?  wherein  craftie,  but  in  villanie ? wherein  villa- 
nous,  but  in  all  things  ? wherein  worthy,  but* in  nothing? 

FaL  I would  your  grace  would  take  mee  with  you  : whom 
meanes  your  grace  ? 

• Prill.  That  villanous  abhominable  mifleader  of  youth,  FaU 
Jlalffcy  that  old  white‘bearded  Sathan.  , 

' FaL  My  lord,  the  man  I know, 

Prin.  I know  thou  doll. 

Fal.  But  to  fay,  I know  more  harme  in  him  then  In  iny 
felfe,  were  to  fay  more  then  I know  : that  he  is  old  (the  more 
the  pittie)  his  white  haires  do  witnelTe  it  : but  that  he  is  (fau- 
ing  your  reuerence)  a whoremafter,  that  I viterly  deny  : if 
facke  and  fugar  be  a fault,  God  helpe  the  wicked  :•  if  to  be 
old  and  merry  be  a finne,  then  many  an  hold  ho/l  * that  I 
know,  is  damn’d  : if  to  be  fatte,  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pha- 
raos  leane  kine  are  to  be  loued.  No,  my  good  lord,  banilk 
PetOj  banifh  Bardoly  banifli  Poines  ; but  for  fweete  lacke  Fal^ 
Jialjfe,  kind  lacke  Faljialffcy  true  lacke  Fal/ialffe,  valiant 
lacke  Falftalffe,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  hee  is 
old  laske  Faljialffcy  banifli  not  him  thy  Harries  company,  ba- 

* oaj}, 
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m(h  not  him  thy  Harries  company;  banifh  plumpe  lackcy  and 
banifh  all  the  world. 

Prin,  I doe,  I will. 

% 

Enter  Bardoll  runnings 

Bar.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  the  fhriefe,  with  a mort  mon- 
ftrous  watch  is  at  the  doorc. 

Fal.  Out  5^ou  rogue,  play  out  the  play ; I haue  much  to 
fay  in  the  behalfe  of  that  Falftalffe. 

Enter  the  hojlejfe, 

Hof.  O lefu,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

• Eal.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  diuell  rides  vpon  a fiddle-flicke, 
what’s  the  matter  ? 

Hof.  The  flierife  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  doore,  they 
are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe,  fliall  I let  them  in  ? 

Ealf.  Doeff  thou  heare  Hal  ? neuer  call  a true  peece  of  gold 
a counterfeit,  thou  art  ellentially  made,  without  feeming  fo. 

Prin.  And  thou  a natural!  coward,  without  inffcinfl:. 

Ealf.  I deny  your  maior;  if  you  will  deny  the  fherife,  fo, 
if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I become  not  a cart  as  wel  as  another 
man,  a plague  on  my  bringing  vp  : I hope  I fhall  as  foone  be 
firangled  with  a halter  as  an  other. 

Prin.  Go  hide  thee  behinde  the  arras,  the  reft  walke  vp  a 
boue.  Now  my  maifters,  for  a true  face  and  good  confci- 
ence, 

Fal.  Both  which  I haue  had ; but  their  date  is  out,  and 
therefore  He  hide  me. 

Prin.  Call  in  the  ftierife. 

Enter  fherlfe  and  the  carrier. 

Prin.  Now  maifter  ftierife,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 

Sher, 
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Shcr.  Fir  A,  pardon  me,  my  lord.  A hue  and  cry  hath 
followed  certaine  men  vnto  this  houfe. 

Prill,  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  knowne,  my  gracious-  lord,  a 
grolTe  fatte  man. 

Car,  As  fatte  as  butter. 

Prill.  The  man,  I doe  affure  you  is  not  heere,  ' 

For  I my  felfe  at  this  time  haue  imployed  him: 

And  fherifFe  I will  ingage  my  word  to  thee. 

That  I will  by  to  morrow  dinner  time. 

Send  him  to  anfwere  thee  or  any  man. 

For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg’d  withall. 

And  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leaue  the  houfe. 

Sher,  I will  my  lord,  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Haue  in  this  robbery  loA  300  *,  markes. 

Prill,  It  may  be  fo:  if  he  have  rob’d  thefe  metl 
He  (hall  be  anfwerable : and  fo  farewell. 

Sher,  Good  night  my  noble  lord. 

Prill,  I thinke  it  is  good  morrow.  Is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  Indeed  my  lord,  I thinke  it  be  two  a clock.  Exit, 

Prin.  Thisoyly  rafcall  is  knowne  as  well  as  Poules  : goe 
call  him  forth. 

Peto.  Faljlalffe  ? faA  a fleepe  behind  the  arras,  and  fnorting 
like  a horfe. 

Prin,  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath,  fearch  his  pockets. 


He  fearcheth  his  pockets,  and findeth  certaine  papers. 


Prin.  What  haA  thou  found  ? 

Peto.  Nothing  but  papers  my  lord. 

Prin.  Lets  fee  what  be  they  : reade  them. 
Item  a capon 
Item  fa  wee 

Item,  fackc,  two  gallons. 


11.  s.  ii.  a. 
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Item  anchoues  and  facke  after  fupper  ii.  s,  vi  *.  d. 

Item  bread.  ob 

Oh  monftrous  but  one  halfe  peniworth  of  bread  to  this  in- 
tolerable deale  of  facke  ? what  there  is  elfe,  keepe  clofe,  weele 
read  it  at  more  aduantage:  there  let  him  fleep  till  day;  ile  to 
the  court  in  the  morning,  we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy 
place  (hall  bee  honorable.  Ile  procure  this  fat  rogue  a charge 
of  foote,  and  I know  his  death  will  be  a giatch  of  twelue  fcore ; 
the  mony  (hall  be  paide  backe  againe  with  aduantage  ? be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  morning,  and  fo  good  morrow  Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Hotfpur,  Worceller,  lord  Mortimer,  Owen  Glendower. 

Mor.  Thefe  promifes  are  faire,  the  parties  fure. 

And  our  induflion  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer^  and  coofin  Glendower,  will  you  lit 
downe  ? • 

And  vncle  Worcejler ; a plague  vpon  it,  I haue  forgot  the  map. 

Glen.'V^o,  here  it  is;  fit  coofin  Percy,  fit  good  coofin  Hot- 
fpur ; for  by  that  name,  as  oft  f as  Lancqfter  doth  fpeake  of 
you,  his  cheeke  lookes  pale,  and  with  a riling  figh  he  wiflieth 
you  in  heauen. 

i/o^..And  you  in  hell,  as  oft  as  he  heares  Owen  Glendower 
fpoke  of. 

Olen.  I cannot  blame  him ; at  my  natiuitie, 

The  front  of  heauen  was  full  of  firie  lhapes. 

Of  burning  crefTets : and  at  my  birth, 

The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak’d  like  a coward. 

.Hot,  Why  fo  it  would  haue  done  at  the  fame  feafon,  if 
' your  mothers  cat  had  but  kitened,  though  your  felfe  had  neuer 
bln  borne. 
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Clen.  I fay  the  earth  did  (hake  when  I was'.borne, 

« • 

Hot.  And  I fay  the  earth  was  not  of  my  minde. 

If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  Ihooke. 

Glen.  The  heauens  were  all  on*fire,  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Hot.  Oh  ! then  the  earth  fliooke  to  fee  the  heauens  bn  fire. 
And  not  in  feare  of  your  natiuitie : • * . 

Difeafed  nature  oftentimes  breakes  foorth 
In  firange  eruptions,  and  * the  teeming  earth, 

Is  with  a kind  of  collicke  pincht  and  vext, 

By  the  imprifoning  of  vnruly  winde 

Within  her  wombe,  which  for  inlargement  firiuing. 

Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  toples  downe 
Steeples,  and  mof-growne  towers.  At  your  birth 
Our  grandam  earth,  hauing  this  difiemperature, 

In  pafTion  fiiooke. 

Glen.  Coofin,  of  many  men  ‘ 

I doe  not  beare  thcfe  cro/Tings  : giue  me  leaue 
To  tell  you  onceagaine,  that  at  my  birth. 

The  front  of  heauen  was  full ‘of  fierie  fhapes. 

The  goates  ran  from  the  mountaines  ; and  the  heardes 
Were  ftrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fieldes, 

Thefe  fignes  hauemarkt  me  extraordinarie. 

And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  Ihew, 

I am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men : 

Where  is  the  liuing,  dipt  in  with  the  fea, 

That  chides  the  bankes  of  England,  Scotland,  and  f Wales, 
Which  cals  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me, 

And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  womans  fonne. 

Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  wayes  of  art, 

And  holde  me  pace  in  deepe  experiments. 

Hot.  I thinke  there’s  no  man  fpeakes  better  Welfh”, 

He  to  dinner. 

Mor.  Peace  coofen  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad. 


■» 
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Glen,  I can  call  fpirits  from  the  vafly  deepe. 

Hot,  Why,  fo.  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man  : 

But  win  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glen,  Why,  I can  teach  thee  coofen,  to  command  the  dIuelL 
Hot,  And  I can  teach  thee  coofen  *,  to  fhame  the  diuell. 
By  telling  truth.  Tell  truth,  and  Hiame  the  diuell. 

If  thou  haue  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 

And  He  be  fworoe,  I haue  power  to  fliame  him  hence. 

Oh  while  you  Hue,  tell  truth,  and  lliame  the  diuell. 

Mor,  Come,  come  no  more  of  this  vnproHtable  chat. 

• Glen.  Three  times  hath  Henry  BuUingbrooke  made  head 
Againll  my  power,  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 

And  fandy  bottom’d  Scuerne  haue  I hetit  f him 
Booties  home,  and  weather-beaten  backe. 

Hot.  Home  without  bootes,  and  in  fowle  weather  too?* 
Howfcapes  he  agues  in  the  diuels  name  ? 

Glen.  Come,  here  is  the  map,  fliail  we  deuide  our  right,* 
According  to  our  threefold  order  tune  ? 

Mor.  The  arch-deacon  hath  deuided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 

England  from  Trent,  and  Seuerne  hitherto, 

By  fouth  and  eafl,  is  to  my  part  alTignde, 

All  weft  ward,  Wales  beyond  the  Seuerne  fliore. 

And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound. 

T o Owen  Glendower  : and  deare  coofe,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent, 

And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawne 
Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably, 

(A  bufines  that  this  night  may  execute  :) 

To  morrow  coofen  Percy  you- and  I 

And  my  good  lord  of  Worcejler  will  fet  forth, 

To  meet  your  father  and  the  Scottijh  power,- 
As  is  appointed  vs  at  Shrewfjury, 


* cccj;. 
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My  father  Glendoiuer  is  not  ready  yet, 

Nor  (hall  wee  need  his  helpe  thefc  fourteene  dayes ; 

Within  that  fpace,  you  may  haue  drawne  together. 

Your  tenants,  friendes  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. . 

Glen,  A lliarter  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  lords 
And  in  my  conduct  fliall  your  ladies  come. 

From  whome  you  now  muft  fleale  and  take  no  leaue, 

For  there  will  be  a world  of  water  fhed, 

Vpon  the  parting  of  your  wiilesand  you. 

Hot.  Me  thinkes  my  moity  north  from  Burton  here 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 

See,  how  this  riuei' comes  me  cranking  in, 

And  cuts  me  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 

A huge  halfe  moone,  a mbflrous  fcantle  out: 
lie  haue  the  currant  in  this  place  damd  vp. 

And  here  the  fmug  and  filuer  Trent  fliall  run. 

In  a new  channell,  faire  and  euenly,  * . . 

It  fliall  not  wind  with  fuch  a deepe  indent 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a bottome  here. 

Glen,  Not  wind  ? it  fhall,  it  mufi,  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mor,  Yea,  but  marke  how  he  beares  his  courfe,  and  runs 
me  vp,  with  like  aduantage  on  the  other  fide,  gelding  the 
oppofed  continent,  as  much,  as  on  the  other  fide,  it  takes 
from  you.  * 

JVor.  Yea,  but  a little  charge  will  trench  him  here, 

And  on  this  northfide,  win  this  cape  of  land 
And  then  he  runs  flraight  and  euen. 

Hot,  He  haue  it  fo,  a little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glen,  He  not  haue  it  altred. 

Hot,  Will  not  you  >. 

Glen,  No,  nor  you  fhall  not. 

Hot.  Who  fhall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glen,  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  vnderlland  you  then,  fpeake  it  In  Welfb, 
VoL.  IL  Ff  Glen. 
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Glen.  I can  fpeake  Englijhy  lord,  as  well  as  3^011, 

For  I was  traind  vp  in  the  Englifh  court, 

0 

Where,  being  but  3^ong,  I framed  to  the  harpe 
Many  an  Englifi  dittie,  louly  well. 

And  gauc  the  tongue  a helpefull  ornament : 

A vertue  that  was  neuer  feene  in  3^ou. 

\ Hot.  Marry,  and  I am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart, 

1 had  rather  be  a kitten  and  cry  mew. 

Then  one  of  thefe  fame  miter  ballet-mongers : 

I had  rather  hcare  a brafen  canftick  turnd, 

Or  a dry  wheele  grat  on  the  axle-tree,  ‘ - 

And  that  would  fet  my  teeth  nothing  an  edge. 

Nothing  fo  much  as  minfing  poetry  : 

T^is  like  the  forc’t  gate  of  a ihufRing  nag. 

Gleu.  Come  you  fhall  haue  Trent  turnd. 

Hot.  I do  not  care.  He  giue  thrice  fo  much  land 
T o any  well  deferuing  friend : 

But  in  the  way  of  bargaine,  marke  ye  me  : 

He  cauill  on  the  ninth  part  of  a haire. 

Are  the  indentures  drawne  ? fhall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glen.  The  moone  (hines  faire,  3"ou  may  away  by  night : 

' He  hafl  the  writer,  and  v/ithall, 

Breake  with  3"our  wines,  of  your  departure  hence, 

I am  a fraide  my  daughter  will  ran  mad. 

So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  Exit. 

Mor.  Fie,  cofen  Percy,  how  you  crofTe  my  father. 

Hot.  I cannot  chufe,  fometime  he  angers  me 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 

Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies  : 

And,  of  a dragon  and  a finlelTe  fifh, 

A clip-wingd  griffin  and  a moulten  rauen, 

A couching  lion,  and  a ramping  cat. 

And  fuch  a deale  of  fkimble  fkamble  HufTe, 

As  puts  me  from  my  faith.  I tell  you  what, 
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He  held  me  lafl:  night,  at  leafb,  nine  ho'ires,  ' 

In  reckning  vp  the  feueraJl  diuels  names. 

That  were  his  lackies  : I cried  hum,  and  well,  go  tO,’ 

But  markt  him  not  a word;  O,  hois  as  tedious 
As  a tyred  horfe^  a rayling  wife, 

Worfe  then  a fmokie  houfe.  I had  rather  Hue 
With  cheefe  and  ccarlicke  in  a windmill  faire. 

Then  feed  on  cates,  and  haue  him  taike  to  me. 

In  any  fummer-houle  in  Chrijlendome. 

Mor.  In  fayth  he  luas  * a worthy  gentleman, 

Exceeding  well  read  and  profited 
In  flrajige  concealements,  valiant  as  a lion, 

'And  wondrous  affable,  and  as  bountifull 
As  mines  of  India  : fhail  I tell  you,  coofen. 

He  holdes  your  temper  in  a high  refpecff, 

And  curbs  himfelfe,  eiien  ot  his  naturall  fcope, 

When  you  come  erode  his  humour,  fayth  he  does  ; 

I warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  aiiue.  * 

Might  fo  haue  tempted  him,  us  you  haue  done, 

Without  the  tafie  of  danger  and  reproofe : 

But  doe  not  vfe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

Wor.  In  fayth,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilfull  blame, 

And  fince  your  comming  hither,  haue  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience  : 

You  muff  needes  learne,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault. 

Though  fometimes  it  fhew  greatneffe,  courage,  blood. 

And  thats  the  deareff  grace  it  renders  you  : 

Yet  often  times  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage. 

Defeat  of  manners,  want  of  gouerrment. 

Pride,  hautineffe,  opinion,  and  difdaine; 

The  lead:  of  which,  haunting  a nobleman, 

Lofeth  mens  heartes,  and  leaues  behind  a ffalne 
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Vpon  the  beau  tie  of  all  partes  befidcs, 

Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I am  fchoold,  good-manners  be  your  fpeed, 
Heere  come  your  wiues,  and  let  vs  take  our  leaue. 

Ejiter  Glendower,  ivith  the  ladyes. 

Mor.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me> 

My  wife  can  fpeake  no  Englijh^  I no  Weljlo. 

Glen.  My  daughter  weepes,  Iheele  not  part  with  you, 
Sheele  be  a fouldier  too,  flieele  to  the  warres. 

Mor.  Good  father  tell  her,  that  Ihe,  and  my  aunt  Percy , 
Shall  follow  in  your  condudt  fpeedily. 

Glendower  Jpeakes  to  her  in  Welfh,  and  Jloe  anfweres  him  in 

the  fame, 

Glen.  She  is  defperat  heere, 

A peeulm  felfe-wild  harlotry,  one  that  no  perfwafion  can  doe 
good  vpon. 

The  lady  Jpeakes  in  Wcl^-. 

Mor,  I vnderlland  thy  lookes,  that  prety  Welfh, 

Which  thou  powrefl  downe  from  thefe  fwelling  heauens, 

I am  ^<5  * perfect  in,  and  but  for  lhame 
In  fuch  a parley  fhould  I anfwere  thee. 

The  lady  againe  in  Welfh. 

Mor.  I vnderftand  thy  kifles,  and  thou  mine, 

And  thats  a feeling  difputation : 

But  I will  neuer  be  a truant  loue. 

Till  I haiie  learnd  thy  language,  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welfh' fweet  as  ditties  highly  pend, 

* tao. 
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Sung  by  a faire  queene  In  a fummers  bowre. 

With  raui/hing  diulfion  to  her  lute. 

Clen.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (he  runne  mad. 

The  lady  fpeakes  agalne  in  Wellh. 

Mor.  O,  I am  Ingnorance  it  felfe  in  this. 

Glen.  She  bids  you  on  the  wanton  rufhes  lay  you  downe. 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  vpon  her  lap. 

And  fhe  will  fing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 

And  on  yqur  eyelids  crowne  the  god  of  fleepe, 

Charming  your  bloud  with  pleafing  heauinelfe 
Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  wake  and  fleepe, 

As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night. 

The  houre  before  the  heauerly  hainefl  teeme 
Begins  his  golden  progrefle  in  the  eafl. 

Mor.  With  all  my  heart  He  fit  and  heare  her  fing, 

By  that  time  will  our  booke  I thinkebe  drawne. 

Glen.  Do  fo,  and  thofe  mufitions  that  fhall  play  to  you,  • 
Hang  in  the  ayre  a thoufand  leagues  from  thence 
And  ftraight  they  fliall  be  here,  fit  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come  Kate,  thou  art  perfeft  in  lying  downe  : 

Come,  quIckCj,  quicke,  that  I may  lay  my  head  in  thy- lap. 

La.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe. 

The  muficke  playes. 

Hot.  Now  I percelue  the  diuell  vnderflands  Weljh, 

And  t’is  no  maruell  he  is  fo  humorous, 

Birlady  he  is  a good  mufition. 

La.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  muficall, 

For  you  are  altogether  f by  humors  : 

• Lie  flill  ye  thiefe,  and  heare  the  bdy  flng  in  Weljh. 

Hot.  I had  rather  heare  Lady,  my  brach  howle  in  Irljh. 

La.  Wonld’fl  kaue  { thy  head  broken  ? 

* hence,  'f  goi'erned  omitted.  J thou  have, 

F f *3  Hot. 
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Hof.  No.  ‘ 

La.  Then  be  fllll. 

JHot.  Neither,  t’is  a womans  fault. 

La.  Now  God  helpe  thee. 

Hot.  To  the  Weljh\d.d.\ts  bed. 

La.  What’s  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace,  fhe  fings.  - ' 

Here  the  lady  Jings  ^ We  lib  f&ng. 

Hot.  Comb,  He  haue  your  fong  too. 

La.  Not  mine  in  good  Tooth, 

Hot.  Not  yours  in  good  footh  ? hart  you  fweare  like  a com- 
fitmakers  v/ife,  not  you  in  good  footh,  and  as  true  as  I hue, 
and  as  God  fnall  mend  me,  and  as  fure  as  day : 

And  giuefl:  fuch  farcenet  furety  for  thy  othes, 

As  if  thou  neuer  walkft  farther  then  Finsburie ; 

Sweare  me  Kate,  like  a lady  as  thou  art, 

A good  mouth-filling  oath,  and  leaue  in  footh. 

And  fuch  pfotefi;  ol  pepper  ginger-bread. 

To  veluet  gards,  and  funday-citizens. 

Come,  fing. 

Ld.  I will  not  fing. 

Hot.  Tis  the  next  way  to  turne  tayler,  or  be  red-breft 
teacher  ; and  the  indentures  be  drawne.  He  away  within  thefc 
2.  houres,  and  fo  come  in  when  ye  will.  Exit. 

Clen.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer,  you  are  flow, 

A_s  hot  lord  Fercy  is  on  fire  to  go. 

By  this  our  bookeis  drawne,  weele  but  feale, 

And  then  to  hone  immediatly. 

Mor.  With  ail  my  heart.  Exeunt, 

- Enter  the  king,  prince  ^ Wales,  and  other. 

King.  Lords,  giue  vs  leaue,  the  prince  of  Wales  and  I, 
*Mufl  haue  fome  priuate  conference,  but  be  neereat  hand, 

For 
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For  we  fhall  prefently  hauc  need  of  you.  Exeunt  lords* 

I know  not  whether  God  will  haue  it  fo. 

For  foine  dlfpleafing  feruice  I haue  done. 

That  in  his  fecret  doome,  out  of  my  blood, 

Hee’le  breed  reuengement  and  a fcourge  for  me : 

But  thou  doft  in  the  paffages  of  life, 

Make  me  beleeue,  that  thou  art  onely  mark’d 
For  the  hot  vengeance,  and  the  rod  of  heauen. 

To  punifli  my  miftreadinges.  Tell  me  elfe 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires. 

Such  poore,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  meane  attempts, 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  focietie. 

As  thou  art  matcht  withal!,  and  grafted  to,  t 

Accompany  the  greatnes  of  thy  blood. 

And  hold  their  leuell  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

Prin.  So  pleafe  your  maieflie,  I would  1 could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  cleare  excufe,  , 

As  well  as  I am  doubtleffe  I can  purge  , * 

My  felfe  of  many  1 am  charg’d  withall : 

Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 

As  in  reproofe  of  many  tales  deuifde, 

VVhich  oft  the  eare  of  greatnes  needes  muff  heare 
By  fmiling  pick-thankes,  and  bafe  newes- mongers, 

I may  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular 
Finde  pardon  on  my  trye  fubmiffion. 

King.  God  pardon  thee  ; yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry, 

At  thy  affedions,  which  doe  hold  a wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  aunceffors : 

Thy  place  in  counfell  thou  haff  rudely  loff, 

Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupplide ; 

And  art  almoff  an  alien  to  the  heartes 
Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  bloud, 

The  hope  and  expeflation  of  thy  time, 
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Is  ruin’d,  and  the  foule  of  euery  man 
Prophetically  do  fore-thinke  thy  fall: 

Had  I fo  lauifh  of  my  prefence  beene, 

So  common  hackneid  in  the  eyes  of  men. 

So  ffale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company. 

Opinion  that  did  helpe  me  to  the  crowne 
Had  ftill  kept  loyail  to  pofTeffion, 

And  left  me  in  repiiteles  banifhment. 

A fellow  of  no  marke  nor  likelihood. 

By  beemg  feldome  feene,  I could  not  flir 
But  like  a comet  I was  wondred  at, 

That  men  would  tel  their  children,  this  is  he  : 
Others  would  fay,  where,  which  is  BulUngbrooke  : 
And  then  I jftole  all  curtefie  from  heauen. 

And  drefl  my  feife  in  fuch  humility, 

That  I did  plucke  allegiance  from  mens  harts  : 
Loud  fhoutes  and  falutations  from  their  mouthes 
Euen  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  king. 

Thus  I did  keepe  my  perfon  frefh  and  new. 

My  prefence  like  a robe  pontificall, 

Ne’re  feene,  but  wondred  at,  and  fo  my  flate 
Seldome,  but  fupptuous,  fhewed  like  a feaft 
And  wan  by  rarenes  fuch  folemnity. 

The  fkipping  king,  he  ambled  vp  and  downe. 
With  fhallow  iefters,  and  rafh  bauin  wits, 

Soone  kindled,  and  foone  burnt,  carded  his  flate, ' 
Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fooles ; 

Had  his  great  name  prophaned  with  their  fcorncs, 
And  gaue  his  countenance  againfl:  his  name. 

To  laugh  at  gybing  boyes,  and  ftand  the  puih 
Of  euery  beardles  vaine  comparatiue 
Grew  a companion  to  the  common  flreetes, 

Enfeoft  * himfelfe  to  popularit}^ 
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That  being  dayly  fwallowed  by  mens  eyes, 

They  furfetted  with  hony,  and  began  to  loath. 

The  taft  of  fweetnes,  whereof  a little. 

More  then  a little,  is  by  much  too  much. 

So  when  he  had  occafion  to  bee  feene, 

He  was,  but  as  the  cuckowis  in  liine^ 

Heard,  not  ’-egarded : feene  but  with  fuch  eyes 
As  ficke  and  blunted  with  community, 

Affoord  no  extraordinary  gaze. 

Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  maieily. 

When  it  fhines  feldome  in  admiring  eyes. 

But  rather  drowzd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  downs 
Slept  in  his  face,  and  rend  red  fuch  afpedl 
As  cloudy  men  vfe  to  do  to  * their  aduerfaries. 
Being  with  his  prefence,  glutted,  gorgde  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  line,  Harry  ftandeil:  thou 
For,  thou  haft  loft  thy  princely  priuiledge. 

With  vile  participation,  notan  eye 
But  is  awery  of  thy  common  fight, 

Saue  mine,  which  hath  defired  to  fee  thee  more. 
Which  now  doth  that  I would  not  haue  it  doe  f 
Make  blind  it  felfewith  foolifh  tendernes. 

Prin.  I ftiall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gratious  lord 
Be  more  my  felfe. 

King.  For  all  the  world 
As  thou  art  to  this  howre,  was  Richard  then. 
When  I from  France  fet  foot  at  Rauenfpurghj 
And  euen  as  I was  then  is  Percy  now  : 

Now  by  my  fcepter  and  my  foule  to  boote. 

He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate. 

Then  thou,  the  fliadow  of  fucceflion, 

For  of  no  right  nor  colour  like  to  right, 

He  doth  fill  fieldes  with  harnes  in  the  realme, 
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T urns  head  againfl:  the  lions  armed  iawes,  -- 
And  being  no  more  indebt  to  yeares,  then  thou 
Leades  ancient  lords,  and  reuerent  billiops  on, 

To  bloody  battels,  and  to  brufing  armes. 

What  neuer  dying  honor  hath  he  got, 

Againft  renowned  Doxvglas  P whofe  high  deedes, 
Whofe  hot  incurhons,  and  great  name  in  armes. 
Hold's  from  all  fouldiers  chiefe  maiority. 

And  military  title  capitall. 

Through  all  the  kingdomes  that  acknowledge  Chrifi, 
Thrice  hath  the  Hot  [pur  Mars  in  fwathing  clothes. 
This  infant  warriour,  in  his  enterprifes, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowglas^  tane  him  once. 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a friend  of  him. 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deepe  defiance  vp. 

And  lhake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ? Percy y Northumberland, 
The  archbifhops  grace  of  Torke,  Dovjglas,  Mortimer, 
Capitulate  agaiufl  vs,  and  are  vp. 

But,  wherefore  do  I tell  thefe  newes  to  thee  ?* 

Why,  Harry  do  I tell  thee  of  my  foes, 

, Which  art  my  neer’fl  and  deereft  enemy  ? 

Thou  that  * art  like  enough  through  vafTall  feare, 

Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ffart  of  fpleene,  ' 

To  fight  againlf  me  vnder  Per  eyes  pay. 

To  dog  his  heelesT,  and  curtfie  at  his  frownes. 

To  fhew  how  muef.  thou  art  degenerate. 

Prin,  Do  not  thinke  fo,  you  fliall  not  finde  it  fa, 
And  God  forgiue  them,  that  fo  much  haue  fwayde 
Your  maiefties  good  thoughts  away  from  me  : 

I will  redeeme  ail  this  on  Percy es  head  : 

And  in  the  clofmg  of  fome  glorious  day 
Be  bold  to  tell  you  that. I am  your  fonne. 
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When  Twill  weare  a garment  all  of  blond. 

And  ftaine  my  fauours  in  a bloudy  malke, 

Which  wafht  away,  fhall  fcoiire  my  Ihame  with  it. 

And  that  fnall  be  the  day,  when  ere  it  lights 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renowne, 

This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all-prayfed  knight. 

And  your  vn thought  of  Harry  chance  to  meet. 

For  euery  honor  fitting  * on  his  helme, 

Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 
My  fhames  redoubled.  For  the  time  will  come 
That  I Ihall  make  this  northerne  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deedesfor  my  indignities, 

Percy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  lord 
To  engrolTcmy  glorious  deedcs  on  my  behalfe. 

And  I will  call  him  to  fo  ll:ri(fl:  account, 

That  he  fhall  render  euery  glory  vp. 

Yea,  euen  the  fleightefl:  worfhip  of  his  time. 

Or  I will  teare  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 

This  ill  the  name  of  God  1 promife  here, 

The  which  if  he  be  pleas’d  I fhall  pertorme 
I do  befeech  your  maiefty  may  falue, 

The  long  growne  woundes  of  my  intemperance: 

If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  ail  bands, 

And  I will  die  a hundred  thoufand  deaths, 

» Ere  breake  the  fmalleft  parccll  of  this  vow. 

King,  A hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this, 

Thou  fhalt  haue  charge,  and  foueralgne  truft  herein.’ 
How  now  good  Blunt  ? thy  lookes  are  full  of  fpeed,  ^ 

Enter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  So  hath  the  br'ines  that  I come  to  fpeake  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word. 
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Tnat  Dowglas  and  the  Engllfh  rebels  met 
Theeleuenth  of  this  month  at  Shreivsbiirie: 

A mighty  and  a fcarefull  head  they  arc, 

(If  promifes  be  kept  on  eneiy  hand) 

As  ener  offered  foule  play  in  a ffate. 

King.  'Y\^^t‘2cAtoiWeJlmcrland[t\.  forth  to  day, 

With  him  my  foone  lord  lohn  of  Lancafter, 

For  this  aduertifement  is  fine  dales  old, 

On  IVednefday  next  Harry  thou  [halt  * fet  forward 
On  Thiirfday,  we  our  felues  will  march.  Our  meeting 
Is  Bridgenorth,  and  Harry  you  fhall  march 
Through  GloceJlerJJoire,  by  which  account 
Our  vbufines  valued  fome  twclue  dales  hence 
Our  generall  forces  at  Bridgenorth  fliall  meet. 

Our  hands  are  full  of  bufines,  let’s  away, 

Aduantage  feedes  him  fat,  while  men  delay.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Falflalffe  aiid  Bardoll. 

Fal.  BardolJy  am  I not  falne  away  vilely  fince  this  lafl:  aftion? 
do  I not  bate  ? doe  I not  dwindle  ? why  my  fkin  hangs  about 
me  like  an  old  ladies  loofe  gowne.  I am  withered  like  an  olde 
apple Well,  He  repent,  and  that  fodainely,  while  I am 
in  fome  liking,  I fhall  be  out  of  heart  fhortly,  and  then  I fha.ll 
haue  no  ftrength  to  repent.  And  I haue  not  forgotten  what 
the  infide  of  a church  is  made  of,  I am  a peppercorne,  ^ 
brewers  horfe,  the  infide  of  a church.  Company,  viilanous 
company  hath  been  the  fpoyle  of  me. 

Bar.  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful! , .you  can  not  liuelong.^ 

Fal.  Why  there  is  it;  come,  fing  me  a bawdy  fong,  make 
me  merry  : I was  as  vertuoufly  giuen,  as  a gentleman  need  to 
be,  vertuous  enough,  fwore  little,  dic’d  not  aboue  feuen  times 
a weeke,  went  to  a bawdy  houfe  not  aboue  once  in  a quarter 
of  an  houre,  paide  money  that  I borrowed  three  or  foure 
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times,  llued  well,  and  in  good  compafle  : and  now  I line  out 
of  all  order,  out  compafTe. 

Bar,  Why,  you  are  fo  fatte,  fir  tohn,  that  you  mufl:  needes 
be  out  of  all  compade:  out  of  all  reafonable  compade,  fir 
John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  He  amend  my  life  : thou 
art  our  admirall,  thou  beared  the  lantenie  in  the  poqpe,  but 
t’is  in  the  nofe  of  thee ; thou  art  the  knight  of  the  burning 
lampe. 

Bar.  Why,  fir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harme. 

Fal.  No,  He  be  fworne,  I make  as  good  vfe  of  it,  as  many 
a man  doth  of  a deaths  head,  or  a memento  mori.  I neuer  fee 
thy  face,  but  I thinke  vpon  hell  fire,  and  Dines  that  liued  in 
purple  : for  there  he  is  in  his  robes  burning,  burning.  If  thou 
wert  any  way  giue  to  vertue,  I would  fweare  by  thy  face : my 
oth  fhould  be,  by  this  lire  that’s  Gods  angel : but  thou  art  al- 
together giuen  ouer ; and  were  indeed,  but  for  the  light  in 
thy  face,  the  funne  of  vtter  darknede. ' When  thou  rand  vp 
Gads-hill  in  the  night,  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I did  not  thinke 
that  thou  hadd  been  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  a bail  of  wiid-firc 
there’s  no  purchafe  in  money.  O thou  art  a perpetuall  tri- 
umph, an  euerlading  bone- fire-light,  thou  had  faued  me  a 
thoufand  markes  in  linkes  and  torches,  walking  with  thee  in 
the  night  betwixt  tauerne  and  tauerne : but  the  facke  that  thou 
haddrunke  me,  would  haue  bought  me  lights  as  good  cheape, 
as  the  deared  chandlers  in  Europe.  I haue  maintained  that 
falamander  of  yours,  with  fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirtio 
yeaies : God  reward  me  for  it. 

Bar.  Zloud,  I would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

Falf.  God  amercy,  fo  fhould  I be  fare  to  be  f heart-burnd» 
How  now,  dame  P artist  the  hen,-  haue  you  enquirde  yet  who 
pickt  my  pocket  ? 
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^ Enter  Hofi, 

Hof.  Why  fir  John,  what  do  you  thlnke,  fir  John  ? do  you 
thinke  I keepe  theeues  in  my  houfe  ? I haue  fearcht,  I haue 
enquired,  fo  haz  my  hufband,  man  by  man,  boy  by  boy,  fer- 
uant  by  feruant : the  tight  of  a haire  was  neuer  loft  in  my 
houfe  before. 

FaL  Ye  lie  hofteffe,  'Bar doll  was  fhau’d,  and  loft  manv  a 
haire : and  He  be  fworne  my  pocket  was  pickt : goe  to,  you 
are  a woman,  goe. 

Hof  Who  I ? /*  defie  thee  : Gods  light,  I was  neuer  cald 
fo  in  mine  owne  houfe  before. 

FaL  Goe  to,  I know  you  well  enough. 

Hof  No,  fir  lohn,  you  do  not  know  me,  fir  John ; I know 
you  fir  lohiij  you  awe  me  money  fir  lohn^  and  now  you  picke 
a quarrell  to  beguile  me  of  it : I bought  you  a dozen  of  fnirtes 
to  your  backe. 

Fal.  Doulas,  filthy  doulas : I haue  giuen  them  away  to  ba- 
kers wiues,  they  haue  made  boulters  of  them. 

Hof  Now  at  I am  a true  woman,  holland  of  viii.  s,  an  ell : 
you  owe  money  heerc  befides,  fir  lohiy  for  your  diet,  and  by- 
drinkings, and  money  lent  you,  xxiiii.  pound. 

Fal.  Hee  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

Hof  Hee  ? alas  he  is  poore,  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How ; poore  ? looke  vpon  his  face  : what  call  you 
rich  ? let  them  coice  his  nofe,  let  them  coine  his  cheekes,  He 
not  pay  a denyer : what,  will  you  make  a younker  of  mee  ? 
ftiall  I not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  inne,  but  I fhall  haue  my 
pocket  pickt  ? I haue  loft  a feale  ring  of  my  grandfathers 
worth  fourty  marke. 

Hof.  O lefu,  I haue  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I know  not 
how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper. 

Fal.  How  ? the  prince  is  a iacke,  a fneak-cup  : zbloud  and 
he  were  here,  would  cudgel  him  like  a dog,  if  he  would  fay  fo. 
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Enter  the  prince  marchings  Falftalffe  mtetes  him  playing 
' on  his  trunchion  like  a fife, 

Fah  How  now  lad,  is  the  wind  in  that  doore  yfaith  : 

Mufl  we  all  march  ? 

Bar.  Yea,  two  and  two ; Newgate  fafhlon. 

Hofi.  My  lord,  I pray  you  heare  mee. 

Prin.  What  failt  thou,  miftris  ^lickly  ? how  dow  * thy 
hulband  ? I lone  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Hoji,  Good  my  lord  heare  me. 

Fal.  Prethee  let  her  alone  and  lift  to  me. 

Prin.  What  faift  thou  lacke  ? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I fell  a fleepe  here  behind  the  arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  pickt,  this  houfe  is  turnde  bawdy-houfe, 
they  pick  pockets. 

Prin.  What  did  ft  thou  lofe,  lacke  ? 

Falf.  Wilt  thou  beleeue  me,  Hal?  three  or  foure  bonds  of 
forty  pound  a peace,  and  a feale  ring  of  my  grandfathers. 
Prin,  A trifle,  fome  eight  penny  matter. 

HoJi,  So  I told  him  my  lord,  and  I faid,  I heard  your 
grace  fay  fo  : and  my  lord  he  fpeakes  moft  vilely  of  you,  like 
a foule  mouth’d  man,  as  he  is,  arid  faid,  he  would  cudgell 
you. 

Prin,  What  he  did  not 

HoJl.  Ther’s  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in  me 
els. 

Fal.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee,  then  a ftued  prune ; 
nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  then  in  a drawne  foxe : and  for 
womanhood,  Mayd-marian  may  be  the  deputies  wife  of  the 
ward  to  thee.  Goe  you  thing,  goe. 

Hoji.  Say,  what  thing,  what  thing  ? 

FaL  What  thing  ? why,  a thing  to  thanke  God  on. 
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Hof.  I am  no  thing  to  thank e God  on,  I would  thou  (houldft 
know  it ; I am  an  honeft  mans  wife,  and  fetting  thy  knight- 
hood a fide,  thou  art  a knaue  to  call  me  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  woman-hood  afide,  thou  art  a beafl,  to 
fay  other  wife. 

Ho/i.  Say,  what  bead,  thou  knaue  thou  ? 

Falf  What  beafl;  ? why  an  otter. 

Prin.  An  otter,  fir  lohn  ? why  an  otter  ? 

Falf  Why  ? fhee’s  neither  fifh  nor  flefh;  a man  knowes  not 
where  to  haue  her. 

Hoji.  Thou  art  an  vniufl  man  in  faying  fo  : thou,  or  any 
man  knowes  where  to  haue  me,  thou  knaue  thou. 

Prin,  Thou  fayefl  true  hofleiTe,  and  hee  flaunders  thee  mofi: 
grofely. 

Hoft.  So  hee  doth  5^ou,  my  lord,  and  fayd  this  other  day. 
You  ought  him  a thoufand  pound. 

Prin,  Sirra,  doe  I owe  you  a thoufand  pound  ? 

FaL  A thoufand  pound  Hal?  a million  : thy  loue  is  worth 
a million  : thou  owefl  me  thy  loue.  ^ 

Hoft,  Nay,  my  lord,  hee  cald  you  lackcy  and  faid  hee 
would  cudggell  you. 

* Fal.  Did  I,  Bardol  ? 

Bar.  Indeed,  fir  lohn,  you  fayd  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  fayd  my  ring  was  copper. 

Pri.  I fay  tis  copper : darfl  thou  be  as  good  as  thy  word 
now  ? 

* » • 

Fal,  Why  Hal?  thou  knowefl,  as  thou  art  but  a man,  I 
dare,  but  as  thou  art  prince,  I feare  thee,  as  I feare  the 
roaring  of  the  lyons  whelpe. 

Prin,  And  why  not  as  the  lion  ? 

Fal.  The  king  himfelfe,  is  to  be  feared  as  the  lyon:  doefl: 
thou  thinke  He  feare  thee,  as  I feare  thy  father  ? nay,  and  I 
doe,  I pray  God  my  girdle  breake. 
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Prin,  O,  if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about  thy 
knees  ? but  firra,  there’s  no  roome  for  faith,  truth,  nor  ho- 
nefty,  in  this  bofome  of  thine ; it  is  all  hide  vp  with  guttes, 
and  midriffe : charge  an  honed  woman  with  picking  thy 
pocket  ? why  thou  horefon  impudent  Imboft  rafcall,  if  there 
were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket,  but  tauerne  reckonings,  memo- 
randums of  bawdy  houfes,  and  one  poor  peniworth  of  fugar- 
candie  to  make  thee  long-winded : if  thy  pocket  were  inricht 
with  any  other  iniuries  but  thefe,  lam  a villaine;  and  yet 
you  will  hand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket  vp  wrong  : art  thou 
not  alhamed  ? 

Fal.  Doed  thou  heare  Hal  ? thou  knowd  in  the  date  of  in- 
nocencle,  Adam  fell : and  what  fliould  poore  lacke  Faljlalffe 
do  in  the  dales  of  villany  ? thou  feed,  1 haue  more  fledi  then 
another  man,  and  thefore  more  frailty.  You  confede  then 
you  pickt  my  pocket. 

Prin,  It  appeares  fo  by  the  dory. 

Fal,  Hodefle,  I forgiue  thee : goe  make  ready  breakfad, 
loue  thy  hufband,  looke  to  thy  feruants,  cheridi  thy  ghedes, 
thou  dialt  find  me  tradfable  to  any  honed  reafon  : thou  feed 
I am  pacified  dill : nay,  I prethee  be  gone. 

Exit  hojlejfe. 

Now  Half  to  the  newes  at  court  for  the  robbery,  lad  ? how 
is  that  anfwered  ? 

Prin,  O my  fweet  beefFe,  I mud  dill  be  good  angell  to 
thee,  the  mony  is  paid  backeagaine. 

Fal,  O,  I do  not  like  that  paying  backe,  tis  a double  labour. 

Prin.  I am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may  do  any 
thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  fird  thing  thou  doed,  and 
do  it  with  vnwadit  hands  too. 

Bar,  Do  my  lord. 

Prin.  I haue  procured  thee  lacke  a charge  of  foot. 

VoL.II.  ' Gg  Fal, 
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Tal.  I would  it,  had  beene  of  horfe^  Where  (hall  I finde 
one  that  can  fteale  wel  ? O,  for  a fine  theefe  of  the  age  of  xxii, 
or  ther  about  t I am  hainoufly  vnprouided.  Well,  God  be 
thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they  offend  none  but  the  vertuous;  I 
laud  them,  I piaife  them. 

Prince.  BardolL 
Bar.  My  lord. 

Prin.  Go  beare  this  letter  to  lord  /c^n  of  Lancafler. 

To  my  brother  lohn  : this  to  my  lord  of  JVeJlmerland, 

Go,  PetOy  to  horfe  * for  thou  and  I 

Haue  thirty  miles  yet  to  ride  ere  dinner  time : 

lacke  meete  me  to  morrow  in  the  temple  hall. 

At  two  a clocke  in  the  afternoon  e, 

Thei*e  flialt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and  there  receiue. 

Money  and  order  for  their  furniture. 

The  land  is  burning,  Percy  Hands  on  high. 

And  eyther  they  or  we  muH  lower  lie. 

Fal.  Rare  words  I braue  world.  HoHes,  my  breakefall 
come 

Oh,  I could  wifh  this  tauerne  were  my  drum.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hotfpur,  Worcefler  and  Dowglas. 

Hot.  Well  faid,  my  noble  Sooty  if  fpeaking  truth 
In  this  fine  age  were  not  though  f flattery. 

Such  attribution  fhould  xhc  Dowglas  haue. 

As  not  a fouldier  of  this  feafons  flampe. 

Should  go  fo  generall  currant  through  the  world  : 

By  God  I cannot  flatter,  I defie 

The  tongues  of  Toothers,  but  a brauer  place 

In  my  harts  loue  hath  no  man  then  your  felfe. 

Nay,  tafke  me  to  my  word,  approue  me  lord. 

* to  hcrfcy  to  horfe.  'f  thought  or  through. 
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Doiv.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour. 

No  man  fo  potent  breathes  vpon  the  ground, 

But  I will  beard  him. 

Enter  one  with  letters. 

Hot.^'Do  fo,  and  t’is  well : what  letters  hajl  * thou  there  ? 
T can  but  thanke  you. 

Mejf.  Thefe  letters  come  from  your  father. 

• Not ' Letters  from  him  ? why  comes  he  not  hlmfelfe  ? 

Mejf.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord,  he  is  grieuous  fick. 

Hot.  Zounds,  how  haz  he  the  leifure  to  be  ficke 
Infuch  a iuftling  rime  ? who  leades  his  power  ? 

Vnder  whofe  gouernment  come  they  along  ? 

MeJJ'.  His  litters  beares  his  mind,  not  I his  mind. 

IVor.  I prethee  tell  me,  doth  he  keepe  his  bed  ? 

MeJJ'.  He  did,  my  lord,  foure  dayes  ere  I fet  forth*  ' 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 

He  was  much  feard  by  his  phihtions. 

Wor.  I would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firfl  bin  whole. 

Ere  he  by  ficknelTe  had  bin  vifited  : 

His  health  was  neuer  better  worth  then  now. 

Hot.  Sicke  now,  droope  now,  this  ficknes  doth  infefti 
The  very  life-bloud  of  our  enterprife, 

T’is  catching  hither,  euen  to  our  campe  : 

He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  fickneffe, 

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 

Could  not  fo  foone  be  drawne,  nor  did  he  thinke  it  meete. 

To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  deare  a truft 
Or  any  foule  remou'd,  but  on  his  owne. 

Yet  doth  he  giue  vs  bold  aduertifement. 

That  with  our  fmall  coniun^lion,  we  ihould  on. 

To  fee  how  fortune  is  difpos’d  to  vs : 

* have. 
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For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 

Becaufe  the  king  is  certainely  pofTefl: 

Of  all  our  purpofes  : what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  Your  fathers  ficknelTe  is  a maime  to  vs. 

Hot.  A perilous  gafli,  a very  limme  lopt  off^ 

And  yet,  in  faith,  it  is  not  his  prefent  want 
Seemes  more  then  wc  {hall  find  it  were  it  good. 

To  fet  theexaft  wealth  of  all  our  Bates, 

All  at  one  call:  ? to  fet  fo  rich  a maine. 

On  the  nice  hazzard  of  one  doubtfull  houre. 

It  were  not  good,  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottome  and  the  foule  of  hope. 

The  very  liB,  the  very  vtmoB  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doiug.  Fayth,  and  fo  we  fliould, 

Where  ncAv  remaines  a fweet  reuerficn. 

We  may  boldly  fpend  vpon  the  hope  of  what  t’is  to  come  In 
A comfort  of  retirement  Hues  in  this. 

Hot.  A randeuous,  a home  to  fly  vnto, 

If  that  the  diuell  and  mifchance  looke  big 
Vpon  the  maydenhead  of  our  affaires. 

IVor.  But  yet  I would  your  father  had  been  heere; 

The  qualitie  md  heire  * of  our  attempt 
Brookes  no  deuifion,  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 

That  wifedome,  loyalty,  and  meere  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  earle  from  hence. 

And  thinke,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turne  the  tide  of  fearefull  faction. 

And  breed  a kind  of  queflion  in  our  caiife : 

For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  olfring  fide, 

Mufl  keepe  aloofe  from  Brift  arbitrement. 

And  Bop  all  fight-holes,  euery  loope,  from  whence 
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The  eye  of  reafon  may  prie  in  vpon  vs  : 

I'his  abfenceof  your  father  draws  a curtaine, 

That  fliewcs  the  ignorant,  a kind  of  feare 
Before  not  dreamt  of.  , 

Hot,  You  ffraine  too  farre. 

I rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  vfe, 

It  lendes  a luftre  and  more  great  opinion, 

A larger  dare  to  your  * great  enterprize. 

Then  if  the  earle  were  heere  : for  men  mufi  thinke, 

If  we  without  his  helpe,  can  make  a head 
To  pufliagainft  the  kingdome,  with  his  helpe, 

We  fhall,  orturne  it  topfie  turuy  downe  : 

Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  ioynts  are  whole. 

Dowg.  As  heart  can  thinke,  there  is  not  fuch  a word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  at  this  deame  of  feare. 

Enter  fir  Rih.  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coofen  Vernon,  welcome  by  my  foule. 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  newes  be  worth  a welcome,  lord. 
The  earle  of  Weflmerland,  feauen  thoufand  ffrong, 

Is  marching  hitherwards,  with  prince 
Hot.  No  harme,  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I haue  learnd. 

The  king  himfelfe  in  perfon  hath  fet  foorth. 

Or  hitherwards  intendedTpeedily, 

With  ftrongand  mightie  preparation. 

Hot,  He  (hall  be  welcome  too  ; where  is  his  fonne,’ 
The  nimble-footed  mad  cap,  prince  of  Wales, 

And  his  cumrades,  that  daft  the  world  afide. 

And  bid  it  palTe  ? 

Ver,  All  furnifht  ? all  in  armes  ? 

All  phimde  f like  eftriges,  that  with  the  winde 

* our,  -f-  plumfe, 
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Bayted  like  eagles,  hauing  lately  bath’d, 

Glittering  in  golden  coates  like  images. 

As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 

And  gorgious  as  the  funne  at  midfommer ; 

Wanton  as  youthfull  goates,  wilde  as  young  buls  i 
I faw  young  Harry  with  his  beuer  on, 

His  culhes  on  his  thighes,  gallantly  armde. 

Rife  from  the  ground  like  feathered  Mercury, 

And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feate. 

As  if  an  angell  dropt  downe  from  the  cloudes. 

To  turne  and  winde  a fiery  Pegafus, 

And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfe-manfnip. 

Hot,  No  more,  no  more  ; worfe  then  the  funne  in  Marche 
This  prayfe  doth  nourifh  agues ; let  them  come. 

They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim. 

And  to  the  fire-eyde  mayde  of  fmokie  warre. 

All  hot  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them  : 

The  may  led  Mars  fhall  on  his  altar  fit 
Vp  to 'the  eares  in  blood.  I am  on  fire 
To  heare  this  rich  reprizall  is  fo  nigh : 

And  yet  not  ours.  Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe. 

Who  is  to  beare  me  like  a thunder-bolt, 

Againfl  the  bofome  of  the  prince  of  Wales, 

Harry  to  Harry,  fhall  not  * horfe  to  horfe 
Meete,  and  ne’re  part,  till  one  drop  downe  a coarfe  : 

Oh,  that  Glendower  were  come. 

Ver,  There  is  more  newes, 

1 learned  in  Worcejier,  as  I rode  along, 
l^tcan  t draw  his  power  this  fourteene  dayes. 

Howg.  Thats  the  worfl  tydinges,  that  I heare  o^yet 
Wor,  I by  my  fayth,  that  beares  a frofly  found. 

Hot,  What  may  the  kinges  whole  battell  reach  vnto  ? 

Ver,  To  thirtie  thoufand. 
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Hot.  Fonrtie  let  it  be. 

My  father  and  Clendovjer  being  both  away, 

The  powers  of  vs,  may  feme  fo  great  a day. 

Come,  let  vs  take  a mufter  fpeedily, 

Doomes  day  is  neere,  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dowg.  Talke  not  of  dying,  I am  out  of  feare 
Of  death  or  deaths  hand*  for  this  one  halfe  yeere.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Falftalffe  and  Bardoll. 

Falf.  Bardolly  get  thee  before  to  Couentryy  fill  mee  a bottle 
of  facke,  our  fouldiers  fhall  march  through  ; weele  to  Sutton- 
cop- hill  to  night. 

Bar,  Will  you  giue  me  money  captaine  ? 

Falf.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bar.  This  bottle  makes  an  angell. 

Falf.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour,  and  if  it  make 
twentie,  take  them  all.  He  anfwere  the  coynage ; bid  my  lieu- 
tenant meete  me  a townes  end. 

Bar,  I will  captaine  : farewell.  Exit, 

Falf.  I be  ^ afhamed  of  my  fouldiers,  I am.  a fowfi:  gur- 
net ; I haue  mifufed  the  kinges  prefie  damnably.  I haue  got 
in  exchange  of  1 50  fouldiers,  300  and  odde  pounds.  I prefie 
me  none  but  good  houlholders,  yeomens  fonnes,  inquire  me 
out  contradled  batchelers,  fuch  as  had  been  aflct  twice  on  the 
banes ; fuch  a commoditie  of  warme  flaues,  as  had  as  leiue 
heare  the  diuell  as  a drumme,  fuch  as  feare  the  report  of  a 
caliuer,  worfe  then  a firook-foole,  or  a hurt  wild-ducke  : I 
preft  me  none  but  fuch  tofts  and  butter,  with  heartes  in  their 
bellies  no  bigger  then  pins  heads,  and  they  haue  bought  out 
their  feruifes:  and  now,  my  whole  charge  confiftes  of  ancients, 
corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  flaues  as  rag- 
ged as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth  where  the  gluttons  dogs 
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licked  his  fores : and  fuch  as  indeed  were  neuer  fouldiers,  but 
dlfcarded  vnluft  feruingmen,  yonger  fonnes  to  yonger  brothers, 
reuolted  tapflers  and  oftlers  tradefalne,  the  cankers  of  a calme 
world,  and  long  peace,  ten  times  more  dilhonorable  ragged, 
then  an  old  faczde  ancient;  and  fuch  haue  I to  fill  vp  the 
roomes  of  them  as  haue  bought  out  their  feruices,  that  you 
would  thinke,  that  I had  a hundred  and  fiftie  tottered  prodi- 
gals, lately  come  from  fwine-keeping,  frorn  eating  drafFe  and 
hufkes.  A madd  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me  I 
had  vnloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  prefl  the  dead  bodies.  No 
eye  hath  feene  fuch  flcar-crowes.  He  not  march  through  6b-? 
iientry  with  them,  that’s  flat : nay,  and  the  villaines  march 
wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyues  on,  for  indeed,  I 
had  the  moil  of  them  out  of  prifon  ; there’s  not  a fhirt  and  a 
halfe  in  all  my  company,  and  the  halfe  fliirt  is  two  napkins 
tackt  togeather,  and  throwne  ouer  the  fhoulders  like  a hea-? 
raids  coate  without  fleeues;  and  the  fliirt  to  fay  the  truth,  floln^ 
from  my  hofl  of  S.  Albones^  or  the  red-nofe  In-keeper  of  Da- 
iiinntry  * : but  that’s  all  one,  they’le  finde  linnen  enough  on 
euery  hedge. 

Enter  the  prince,  and  the  lord  of  Weflmerland, 

Prin.  How  now  blowne  lacke  P how  now  quilt  ? 

FaL  What  HalP  how  now  mad  wag,  what  a diuell  dofl: 
thou  in  IVarvjick’Jhire  /’my  good  L.  of  Wefmerland,  I cry 
you  mercy,  I thought  your  honour  had  already  bin  at  Shrewes- 
burie. 

Weft.  Fayth,  Hr  John,  t’is  more  then  time  that  I were 
there,  and  you  too ; but  my  powers  are  there  already : the 
king  I can  yon  f , lookes  for  vs  all ; we  mu  ft  away  all  night. 

Fal.  T ut,  neuer  feare  tell  me,  I am  as  vigilant  as  a cat,  to 
fleale  creame. 

* Daintry,  uU yrj» 
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Prln.  I thlnke  to  fleale  creame  indeed,  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  butter : but  tell  me,  lacke,  whofe 
fellowes  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Falf.  Mine  Hal,  mine. 

Prin.  I did  neuer  fee  fuch  pittifull  rafcals. 

Falf.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  toffe,  food  for  powder, 
food  for  powder,  they’le  fill  a pic  as  well  as  better : tulh  man, 
mortall  men,  mortall  men. 

Weft,  I,  but,  fir  lohn,  mce-thinkes  they  are  exceeding  poore 
and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  Faith,  for  their  pouerty,  I know  not  where  they  had 
that  ; 

And  for  their  barenes,  I am  fure  they  neuer  learnt  that  of  me. 

Pri.  No,  He  be  fworne,  vnlefie  you  cal  three  fingers  on  * 
the  ribs  bare  : but  firra,  make  haft,  Percy  is  already  in  the 
field.  Exit. 

Fal.  What,  Is  the  king  incamp’d  ? 

Wejl.  He  is,  fir  lohn,  I feare  we  fiiall  fiay  too  long.- 

Fal.  Well,  to  the  latter  end  of  a fray,  and  the  beginning  of 
a feaft,  fits  a dull  fighter,  and  a keene  gueft.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Hotfpur,  Worcefier,  Dowglas,  and  Vernon. 

. Hot.  Weele  fight  with  him  to  night. 

Wor.  It  may  not  be. 

Dow.  You  giue  him  then  aduantage. 

Ver.  Not  a whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ? lookes  he  not  for  fupply  ? 

Ver.  So  doe  wee.  \ 

Hot.  His  is  certaine,  ours  is  doubtfull. 

Wor.  Good  coofen  be  aduifde,  flir  not  to  night. 

Ver.  Doe  not,  my  lord. 

Dow.  You  do  not  counfell  well : 

You  fpeake  it  out  of  feare,  and  cold  heart. 
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Ver.  Doe  me  no  flander,  Dowglas,  by  my  life. 

And  I dare  well  maintaine  it  with  my  life; 

If  well  refpe(5ted  honour  bid  me  on,  ^ • 

I hold  as  little  counfell  with  weak  feare, 

As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  hues  : 

Let  it  be  feene  to  morrow  in  the  battell,  which  of  vs  feares. 
Dow.  Yea  or  to  night. 

Ver.  Content* 

Hot.  To  night  fay  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

I wonder  much  being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  backe  our  expedition  : certaine  horfe 
Of  my  coofen  Vernons  are  not  yet  come  vp, 

Your  vncle  Worcejlers  horfe  came  but  to  day, 

And  now  their  pride  and  mettall  is  alleepe, 

Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 

That  not  a horfe  is  halfe  the  halfe  of  himfelfe. 

Hot.  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemie. 

In  generail  ioiirney  bated  and  brought  low: 

The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  refl. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  king  exceeded!  ours 
For  Gods  fake,  coofen,  flay  till  all  come  in. 

The  trumpet  founds  a parley.  Enter  fir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  king, 

If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpedl. 

Hot.  Welcome,  fir  Walter  Blunt : and  would  to  God 
Y^ou  were  of  our  determination  ; 

Some  of  vs  loue  you  well,^  and  euen  thofe  fome 
Enuie  your  great  deferuinges  and  good  name, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  qualitie, 

But  fland  againfl  vs  like  an  enemie. 
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Blunt,  And  God  defend,  but  ftill  I fhould  (land  fo. 

% 

So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule 
You  fland  againff  anoynted  maieftie  : 

But  to  my  charge.  The  king  hath  fent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefes,  and  wherevpon 
You  coniure  from  the  breaft  of  ciuill  peace. 

Such  bold  hoflilitie,  teaching  his  dutious  land 
Audacious  crueltie.  If  that  the  king 
Haue  any  way  your  good  defertes  forgot. 

Which  he  confe.Teth  to  be  manifold. 

He  bids  you  name  your  griefes,  and  with  all  fpeed. 

You  fhall  haue  your  defires  with  intereft. 

And  pardon  abfolute  for  your  felfe,  and  thefe, 

Herein  milled  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot,  d'he  king  is  kind : and  well  we  know,  the  king, 
Knowes  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay : 

My  father,  my  * vncle,  and  my  felfe. 

Did  giue  him  that  fame  royaltie  he  weares. 

And  when  he  was  not  fixe  and  twenty  ftrong, 

Sicke  in  the  worldes  regard,  wretched,  and  low, 

A poore  vnminded  outlaw  fneaking  home. 

My  father  gaue  him  welcome  to  the  fliore : 

And  when  he  heard  him  fweare  and  vow  to  God, 

He  came  but  to  the  f duke  of  Lancajierf 
To  fue  his  liuery  and  beg  his  peace. 

With  teares  of  innocency,  and  tearmes  of  zeale : 

My  father  in  kind  heart  and  pitty  mou’d. 

Swore  hvn  J ailillance  and  perform’d  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  lords  and  barrons  of  the  realme, 
Perceiu’d  Northumberland  did  leane  to  him. 

The  more  and  leffe  came  in  with  cap  and  knee. 

Met  him  rn  boroughs,  cities,  villages. 

Attend  [j  him  on  bridges,  floode  in  lanes, 

* and  my,  -J-  to  be,  t bis,  U Attended, 
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Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer’d  him  their  othes, 
Gaue  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  followed  him, 
Euen  at  the  heeles,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  prefently  as  greatnefle  knowes  it  felfe. 

Steps  me  a little  higher  then  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blond  was  poore, 

Vpon  the  naked  fhore  at  Raiienfpurgh 

And  now  forfooth  takes  on  him  to  reforme 

Some  certaine  edecls,  and  fome  flraight  decrees 

That  lie  to  * heauie  on  the  common  wealth, 

Cries  out  vpon  abufes,  feemes  to  weepe 
Ouer  his  country  wrongs,  and  by  this  face. 

This  feeming  brow  of  iuifice  did  he  winne 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for  ? 
Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  fauourites  that  the  abfent  king 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 

When  he  was  perfonall  in  the  Irijlo  warre. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I came  not  to  heare  this. 

Hot,  Then  to  the  point. 

In  fhort  time  after,  he  depos’d  the  king, 

Soone  after  that,  depriu’d  him  of  his  life. 

And  in  the  neck  of  that,  tafic’t  the  whole  flate  : 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffered  hiskinfman  March, 
(Who  is,  if  eiiery  owner  ivere  f plac’d. 

Indeed  hi^  king,  to  be  ingag’d  in  Wales, 

There  without  ranfome  to  lie  forfeited, 

Difgrac’d  me  in  my  happy  viclories. 

Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence. 

Rated  my  vncle  from  the  counfell  boord. 

In  rage  difmifde  my  father  from  the  court, 

Broke  othe  on  uth,  committed  wrong  on  wrong. 
And  in  conclufion,  droue  vs  to  feeke  out 


* lay  too. 
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This  head  of  fafetic,  and  withall  to  prie 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  finde 
Tooindire<5f  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I returne  this  anfwere  to  the  king  ^ 

Hot.  Not  fo,  fir  IValter.  Weele  withdraw  a while  t 
Goe  to  the  king,  and  let  there  be  impaund 
Some  furetie  for  a * fafe  returne  againe, 

And  in  the  morning  early  lhall  my  vncle  . 

Bring  him  omy  pur pofe  f;  and  fohu'ewell. 

Blunt.  I would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  loue. 

Hot.  And  f may  be,  fo  we  fliall. 

Blunt.  Pray  God  you  doe. 

Enter  archbijljop  o/'Yorke,  and  fir  Michell. 

Arch.  Hie,  good  fir  Michell,  beare  this  fealed  briefe 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  lord  Marjhall, 

This  to  my  coofen  Scroope,  and  all  the  reft 
To  wjaom  they  are  directed.  If  you  knew  * 

How  much  they  doe  import,  you  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mi.  My  good  lord,  I gefte  their  tenor. 

Arch.  Like  enough  you  doe, 

Tomorrow,  good  fir  Michell,  is  a day 
Wherein,  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Miift  bide  the  touch  : for  fir,  at  Shrewsburie, 

As  I am  truly  giuen  to  vnderftand, 

The  king  with  mighty  and  quicke  rayfed  power, 
Meetes  with  lord  Harry ; and  I feare,  fir  Michell^ 
What  with  the  fickneffe  of  Northumberland^ 

Whofe  power  was  in  the  firft  proportion; 

And  what  Owen  Glendowers  abfence  thence. 

Who  with  them  was  rated firmely  ||  too, 

And  comes  not  in,  ouer-ruldeby  prophecies, 

* tbt%  fur  popes,  I And't  )j  a rated ptievj. 
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I feai‘e  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weake. 

To  wage  an  inftant  tryall  with  the  king. 

Sir  M.  Why,  my  good  lord,  you  need  not  feare. 

There  is  Do'ivglas,  and  lord  Mortimer. 

Arch.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  M.  But  there  is  Mordakcj  (^ernon,  lord  Harry  Percy, 
And  there  is  my  lord 'of  IVorcefier,  and  ahead 
Of  gallant  warriours,  noble  gentlemen. 

4rch.  And  fo  there  is,  but  yet  the  king  hath  drawne 
The  fpeciall  head  of  all  this  land  togeather. 

The  prince  of  Wales-y  lord  lohn  of  Lancajiery 
The  noble  Wejimerland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 

And  many  mo  coriuales,  a-nd  deare  men 
Of  edimation,  and  command  in  armes. 

Sir  M.  Doubt  not  my  lord,  he  lhall  be  well  oppos’d. 

Arch.  I hope  no  lelTe  ? yet,  needfull  t’is  to  feare, 

And  to  preuent  the  word,  fir  Michelly  fpeed : 

For  if  lord  Percy  thriue  not  ere  the  king 
DifmiHe  his  power,  he  meanes  to  vifit  vs. 

For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacie. 

And,  tis  but  wifedome  to  make  ftrong  againd  him : 

Therefore  make  hade,  I mud  goe  write  againe 

To  other  friendes,  and  fo  farewell,  dr  MichelL  Exeunt* 

Enter  the  king,  prince  of  lordlohxi  ^Lancader,  earh 

^Wedmerland,  fir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Faldalffe. 

King.  How  bloodily  the  funne  begins  to  peere, 

Aboue  yon  bulkie  hill,  the  day  lookes  pale 
At  his  didemperature. 

Prince.  The  fou theme  vdnde 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes. 

And  by  hollow  whidling  in  the  leaues, 

Foretels  a temped  and  a bludering  day. 

King 
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King.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  It  fimpathize, 

For  nothing  can  feeme  foule  to  thofe  that  winne. 

The  trumpet  foiindes.  Enter  Worceller. 

King.  How  now  my  lord  of  Worcejier  ? tis  not  well. 
That  you  and  I fhould  meet  vpon  fuch  tearmes, 

As  now  we  meete.  You  haue  dcceiude  our  truft. 

And  made  vs  doffe  our  eafie  robes  of  peace. 

To  crufhour  old  * lims  in  vngentle  fleele  : 

This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 

What  fay  you  to  it  ? will  you  againe  vnknit 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all  abhorred  warre  ? 

And  moue  in  that  obedient  orbe  againe. 

Where  you  did  glue  a faire  and  natiirall  light. 

And  be  no  more  an  exhal’d  meteor, 

A prodigie  of  feare,  and  a portent 
Of  broched  mifchiefe  to  the  vnborne  times  ? 

E'or.  Heare  mee,  my  liege  : 

Tor  mine  owne  part,  I could  be  well  content 
To  entertaine  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  houres  : for  I protefl, 

I haue  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

King.  You  haue  not  fought  it : how  comes  It  then  ? 

Fa^.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

Prin.  Peace,  chewet  peace. 

IVor.  It  pleafde  your  maiefty  to  turne  your  lookea 
Of  fauour,  from  my  felfe,  and  all  our  houfe  j 
And  yet  I mujft  remember  you  my  lord  : 

Wee  were  thefirR  and  dearefl:  of  your  friendes, 

For  you,  my  ftalfe  of  office  did  I breake. 

In  Richards  time,  and  polled  day  and  night. 

To  meete  you  on  the  way,  and  kilTe  your  hand. 


* old  untajie. 
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When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  In  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate  as  I ; 

It  was  my  felfe,  my  brother,  and  his  fonne, 

That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-date 
The  danger  of  the  time.  You  fwore  to  vs, 

And  you  did  fweare  that  oath  at  Dancajler, 

That  you  did  nothing  of^  purpofe  gainft  the  flate 
Nor  claime  no  further,  then  your  new  falne  right. 
The  feate  of  Gaunt,  dukedome  of  Lancajier, 

To  this,  we  fweare  f our  ayde  : but  in  fhort  fpace 
It  raind  downe  fortune  fhowring  on  your  head. 

And  fuch  a floud  of  greatnede  fell  on  you. 

What  with  our  helpe,  what  with  the  abfent  king. 
What  with  the  iniuries  of  J wanton  time. 

The  Teeming  fufferances  that  you  had  borne, 

And  the  conirarious  windes  that  helde  the  king 
So  long  in  the  vnluckie  Irifh  warres, 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead; 

' And  from  this  fwarme  of  faire  aduantages. 

You  tooke  occafion  to  be  quickly  wooed. 

To  gripe  the  generail  fway  into  your  hand. 

Forgot  your  oath  to  vs  at  Dancafter  ; 

And  being  fed  by  vs,  you  vs’de  vs  fo, 

As  that  vngentle  gull  the  cuckowes  bird, 

Vfeth  the  fparrow,  didoppreffe  our  neff. 

Grew  by  our  feeding,  to  fo  great  a bulke. 

That  euen  ourlouc  durfl  not  come  neere  your  fighf 
For  feare  of  fwallowing  : but  with  nimble  wing 
Wee  were  inforft  for  fafety  fake,  to  die 
Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head. 
Whereby  we  dand  oppofed  by  fuch  meanes 
As  you  your  felfe  haue  forg’d  againd  your  felfe. 

By  vnkind  vfage,  dangerous  countenance, 

* of  omitted,  f fwore,  % of  a. 
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And  violation  of  all  fayth  and  troth 
Sworne  to  vs  in  your  younger  enterprife. 

King.  Thefe  thinges  indeed,  you  haue  articulate, 
Proclaymcd  at  market  crofTes,  read  in  churches, 

To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion, 

With  fome  fine  colour  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poore  difcontents. 

Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  newes 
Of  hurly  burly  innouation : 

And  neuer  yet  did  infurrection  want 
Such  water  colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe ; 

Nor  moody  * beggars,  flaruing  for  a time, 

Of  pel-mell  hauocke  and  confufion. 

Prtn.  In  both  your  armies,  there  is  many  a foule 
Shall  pay  full  dearely  for  this  encounter. 

If  once  they  ioyne  in  tryall,  tell  your  nephew. 

The  prince  of  Wales  doth  ioyne  with  all  the  world 
In  prayfe  of  Henry  Percy  : by  my  hopes 
This  prefen  t entCTprife  fet  of  his  head, 

I doe  not  thinke  a brauer  gentleman, 

More  aftiue,  more  f valiant,  or  more  valiant  young. 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  aliue. 

To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deedes  : 

For  my  part,  I may  fpeake  it  to  my  fhame, 

I haue  a trewant  been  to  chiualrie. 

And  fo  I heare  hee  doth  account  mee  too: 

I * 

Yet  this  before  my  fathers  maiefiie, 

I am  content  that  he  fhall  take  the  ods 
Of  his  great  name  and  efiimation. 

And  will,  to  faue  the  blood  on  either  fide, 

Trie  fortune  with  him  in  f fingle  fight. 

King.  And  prince  of  Wales y fo  dare  we  venture  thee. 
Albeit,  confiderations  infinite 

* nudfiy^  -f- wprtf  omitted,  J rw  tf. 
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Doe  make  agalnft  it : no  good  Worcejlcr^  no, 

Wee  loue  our  people  well ; euen  thofe  we  louc 
That  are  milled  vpon  your  coofens  part : 

And  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace, 

Both  hee,  and  they,  and  you,  yea  euery  man, 

Shall  be  my  friend  againe,  and  He  be  his  : 

So  tell  your  coofen,  and  bring  me  word. 

What  he  will  doe.  But  if  he  will  not  yeeld. 

Rebuke  and  dread  corredlion  waite  on  vs, 

And  they  fhall  doe  their  office.  So  be  gonn, 

We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply. 

We  offer  faire,  take  it  aduifedly.  Exit  Worcefler. 

Prin.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life, 

The  Dowglas  and  the  Hotfpur  both  togeather, 

Are  confident  againfl  the  world  in  armes. 

King.  Hence  therefore,  euery  leader  to  his  charge, 

For  on  their  anfwere  will  we  fet  on  them ; 

And  God  befrend  vs,  as  our  caufe  is  iufl. 

Exeunt.  Manent  prin.  Fal. 

Eal.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  me  downe  in  the  battell 
And  beflride  me  fo,  tis  a point  of  friendffiip. 

Prin,  Nothing  but  a ColoJJus  can  doc  thee  that  friendffiip. 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Ealf,  I would  it  were  bed  time  Hal,  and  all  well. 

Prin.  Why  ? thou  owefl  God  a death. 

Ealf.  T’is  not  due  yet,  I would  be  loth  to  pay  him  before 
his  day : what  need  I be  fo  forward  with  him  that  cals  not  on 
me?  well,  tis  no  matter,  honour  pricks  me  on  : yea,  but  how 
if  honour-prick  me  off  when  I come  on  ? how  then  can  ho- 
nour fet  to  a leg  ? no,  or  an  arme  ? no,  or  take  away  the 
griefe  of  a wound  ? no,  honour  hath  no  fkill  in  furgerie  then? 
no ; what  is  honour  ? a word : what  is  that  word  honour  ? 
aire  : a trim  reckoning.  Who  hath  it  ? he  that  died  a lEed- 
iiefday  ? doth  he  feele  it  ? no : doth  he  heare  it  ? no : tis  in- 
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fenfiblc  then  ? yea,  to  the  dead  : but  will  it  not  liue  wich  the 
lining?  no:  why?  detra<51:ion  will  not  fuffer  it,  therefore  He 
none  of  it ; honour  is  a meere  Ikutchion  ? and  fo  ends  my  ca- 
techifme.  Exit, 


Enter  WorceHer,  and fir  Richard  Vernon. 

Wor.  O no,  my  nephew  mu  ft  not  know,  fir  Richard^ 
The  liberall  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  T’vvere  beft  he  did. 

Wor.  Then  are  we  all  vndone, 

It  is  not  poffible,  it  can  not  be, 

The  king  would  keepe  his  word  in  louing  vs. 

He  will  fufpecTt  vs  ftill,  and  find  a time. 

To  punifh  this  offence  in  others  * faultes; 

Suppofition,  all  our  hues,  fhall  be  ftucke  full  of  eyes  5 
For  treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  foxe. 

Who  neuer  fo  tame,  fo  cheriflit,  and  lockt  vp. 

Will  haue  a wilde  tricke  of  his  ancefters : 

Looke  how  he^  f can,  or  fad  or  merrily  ? 

Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  lookes, 

And  we  ftiall  feed  like  oxen  at  a ftall, 

The  better  cherifht,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 

My  nephewes  trefpaffe  may  be  well  forgot. 

It  hath  the  excufe  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood. 

And  an  adopted  name  of  priuiledge, 

A haire-braihd  Hotfpur^  gouerned  by  a fpleene,  . 

All  his  offences  liue  vpon  my  head. 

And  on  his  fathers.  We  did  traine  him  on, 

And  his  corruption  being  tane  from  vs. 

, We  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhal  pay  for  all : 

Therefore  good  coofen,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  king. 


other.  -f-  'ixt. 
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Enter  Hotfpur. 

Ver,  Deliuer  what  you  wil,  He  fay  tis  fo.  Here  corned 
your  coofe 

Hot,  My  vncle  is  returnd, 

Deliuer  vp  my  lord  of  Weftmerland : 

Vncle,  what  newes  ? 

Wor,  The  king  will  bid  you  battell  prefently. 

Dowg.  Defie  him  by  the  lord  of  Wejimerland. 

Hot.  Lord  DovjglaSj  goc  you  and  tell  him  fo. 

Dowg.  Marry  and  fhall,  and  * very  willingly. 

Exit  Do\tg,» 

IVor.  There  is  no  feemlng  mercy  in  the  king. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ? God  forbid. 

Wor.  I told  him  gently  of  our  grieuances. 

Of  his  oath-breaking  : which  he  mended  thus, 

By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworne, 

He  cals  vs  rebels,  traytors,  and  will  fcourge 
With  hawty  armes,  this  hatefull  name  in  vs.- 

Enter  Dowg. 

Dowg.  Arme  gentlemen,  to  armes,  for  I haiie  thrownc 
A braue  defiance  in  king  Henries  teeth  ; 

And  Wejimerland  that  was  ingag’d  did  beare  it. 

Which  can  not  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  prince  of  Wales  flept  foorth  before  the  king, 
And  nephew,  challeng’d  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrell  lay  vpon  our  heads. 

And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to  day, 

But  I and  Harry  Monmouth : tell  mee,  tell  mee. 

How  fhewd  kis  talking  ? feemd  it  in  contempt  ? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foule,  I neuer  in  my  life 
Did  heare  a challenge  vrg’d  more  modeftly. 
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Vnlefle  a brother  Qiould  a brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proofe  of  armes.  • 

He  gaiie  you  all  the  duties  of  a man, 

Trlmd  vp  your  prayfes  with  a princely  tongue, 
Spoke  your  deferuings  like  a chronicle, 

Making  you  euer  better  then  his  prayfe. 

By  ftill  difprayfmg  prayfe,  valued  with  you  : 
And  which  became  him  like  a prince  indeed, 

Hee  made  a blufhing  citall  of  himfelfe, 

And  chid  his  trewant  youth  with  fuch  a grace, 
As  if  he  maftred  there  a double  fpirit 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning  inflantly  : 

There  did  he  paufe ; but  let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  out'liue  the  enuie  of  this  day, 

England  did  neuer  owp  fo  fweete  a hope, 

So  much  mifconflrued  in  his  wantonneHe. 

Hot,  Coofen,  I thinke  thou  art  enamored 
On  his  follies  ; neuer  did  I heare 
Of  any  prince  fo  wilde  at  liber  tie : 

But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night, 

I will  imbrace  him  with  a fouldiers  armc. 

That  he  fhall  fluinke  vnder  my  curtefie. 

Arme,  arme  with  fpeed,  and  fellow’s  fouldiers. 
Better  confider  what  you  haue  to  doe, 

That  I that  haue  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue. 
Can  lift  your  blood  vp  with  perfwafion. 

Enter  a mejfenger, 

MeJJ,  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I cannot  read  them  now. 

O,  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  (hort ; 

To  fpend  that  fhortnefle  bafely,  were  too  long ; 
If  life  did  ride  vpon  a dials  poynt. 

Still  ending  at  the  arriuall  of  an  houre, 
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And  if  we  line,  we  Hue  to  treed  on  kinges, 

If  die,  braue  death,  when  princes  die  with  vs. 

Now  for  our  confciences,  the  armies  is  * faire. 

When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  iuft. 

Enter  another, 

Mejf.  My  lord  prepare,  the  king  comes  on  apace. 

Hot,  I thanke  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale  j 
For  I profefle  not  talking,  onely  this. 

Let  each  man  doe  his  bell: : and  here  draw  I a fword, 

Whofe  temper  I intend  to  flaine 

With  the  befi:  blood  that  I can  meet  withall, 

In  the  aduenture  of  this  perilous  day. 

Now  efperance  Percy ^ and  fet  on, 

Sound  all  the  loftie  inftruments  of  warre. 

And  by  that  muficke,  let  vs  all  imbracc, 

For  heauen  to  earth,  fome  of  vs  neuer  (hall, 

A fecond  time  do  fuch  a curtefie. 

Here  they  embrace,  the  trumpets  found,  the  king  enters  luith 
bis  power,  alarme  to  the  battell:  then  enter  Dowglas,  and 
fir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  battell  thus  thou  croHefl 
me? 

What  honour  doll  thou  feeke  vpon  my  head  ? 

Dow,  Know  then,  my  name  is  Dowglas, 

And  I doe  haunt  thee  in  the  battell  thus, 

Becaufe  fome  tell  me,  that  thou  art  a king. 

Blunt,  They  tell  thee  true. 

Dowg.  The  lord  of  Stafford deare  to  day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenelfe,  for  in  Bead  of  thee,  king  Harry 
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This  fword  hath  ended  him,  fo  fhall  it  thee, 

Vnlefle  thou  yeeld  tliee  as  * prifoner. 

Blunt,  I was  not  borne  to  yeeld  f,  thou  proud  Sot^ 

And. thou  fhalt  find  a king  that  will  reuenge 

Lord  Staffords  death.  ‘ 

Theyjigt,  Dowglas  Blunt;  then  enters 

Hot.  O DowglaSt  hadfi  thou  fought  at thus,  ^ 

I neuer  had  triumpht  ouer  :j:  a Scot. 

Dowg.  Als  done,  als  won,  here  breathles  lyes  the  king.  - 

Hot,  Where  ? 

Doug.  Heere. 

Hot,^  This,  Dowglas?  no,  I know  this  face  full  well, 

A gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ; 

Semblably  fiirnifiit  like  the  king  himfelfe. 

Donvg.  Ah  foole,  goe  with  thy  foule  whither  it  goes, 

A borrowed  title  haft  thou  bought  too  deare. 

Why  didft  thou  tell  me,  that  thou  wert  a king  ? 

Hot,  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  his  coates. 

Dowg.  Now  by  my  fword,  I will  kill  all  his  coates,  > 

He  murder  all  his  wardrope  piece  by  piece, 

Vntill  I meete  the  king. 

Hot.  Vp  and  away. 

Our  fouldiers  ftand  full  fairely  for  the  day. 

Alarme.  Enter  Falftalffe  Joins. 

Falf,  Though  I could  fcape  Ihot-free  at  London^  I feare  the 
(hot  here  here’s  no  fcoring  but  vpon  the  pate.  Soft,  who  are 
you  ? fir  Walter  Blunt,  there’s  honour  for  you,  here’s  no  va- 
nitie,  I am  as  hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heauie  too : God 
keepe  lead  out  of  me,  I need  no  more  weight  then  mine  owne 
bowels.  I haue  led  my  rag  of  muffins  where  they  are  peperd : 
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theres  not  three  of  my  150,  left  aliue,  and  they  are  for  the 
townes  end,'  to  beg  during  life.  But  who  comes  heere  ? 

Enter  the  prince. 

Prin.  What  flandll:  thou  idle  here?  lend  me  thy  fword. 
Many  a noble  man  lies  flarke  and  flilfe 
Vnder  the  houes  of  vaunting  enemies, 

Whole  deaths  are  yet  vnreuengd  ; I prethee  lend  me  thy 
fword. 

Fal.  O Half  I prethee  giue  me  leaue  to  breath  a while: 
Turke  Gregorie  neuer  did  fuch  deeds  in  armes,  as  I haue  done 
this  day:  I haue  payd  Percy,  I haue  made  him  fure. 

Prin.  He  is  indeed,  and  lining  to  kill  thee  ; 

I prethee  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  Nay,  before  God  Hal,  if  Percy  be  aliue,  thou  getfi 
not  my  fword  ; but  take  my  pilloll  if  thou  wilt. 

Prin.  Giue  it  me  : what  ? is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

Fal/.  I Hal,  tis  hot  *,  theres  that  will  facke  a citie, 

The  prince  dr  awes  it  hut,  and findes  it  a bottle  of facke. 
Prin.  What  is  it  a time  to  ieh:  and  dally  now. 

He  throwes  the  bottle  at  him*  Exit, 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  aliue.  He  pierce  him,  if  he  do  come  in  my 
way,  fo : if  he  do  not,  if  I come  in  his  willingly,  let  him 
make  a carbonado  of  me.  I like  not  fuch  grinning  honour  as 
fir  Walter  hath : giue  me  life,  which,  if  I can  faue,  fo  : if 
not,  honour  comes  vnlookt  for,  and  theres  an  end. 

Alar  me,  exciirfions,  enter  the  king,  the  prince,  lord  lohn  of 
Lancaller,  and  earle  of  W 

King.  I prethee  Harry,  withdraw  thy  felfe,  thou  bleedell 
too  much ; lord  lohn  of  Lancajler,  goe  you  with  him. 
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P.  loh.  Not  J,  my  lord,  vnlefTe  I did  bleed  too. 

Prin.  I befeech  your  maiellie  make  vp, 

Leafl  your  retirement  doe  amaze  your  friends. 

King.  I will  do  fo ; my  L.  of  Wejimerland  lead  him  to  his 
tent. 

Weft.  Come,  my  lord.  He  lead  you  to  your  tent, 

Prin.  Lead  me  my  lord?  I do  not  need  your  helpe. 

And  God  forbid  a lhallow  fcratch  fliould  driue 
The  prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a field  as  this. 

Where  ftainde  nobilitie  lies  troden  on, 

And  rebels  armes  triumph  in  mafTacres. 

John,  Wee  breath  too  long,  conie  coofen  Weftmerland^ 
Our  dutie  this  way  lies  : for  Gods  fake  come. 

Prin.  By  God,  thou  haft  deceiude  me,  Lancafter, 

I did  not  thinke  thee  lord,  of  fuch  a fpirit;  - 

Before  I lou’d  thee  as  brother,  lohn. 

But  now  I doe  refpe^t  thee  as  my  foule. 

King.  I faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  poynt,  ^ ' 

With  luflier  maintenance  then  I did  looke  for 
Of  fuch  an  vngrowne  warrier. 

Prin.  O,  this  boy  lends  mettall  to  vs  all.  Exit. 

Dowg.  Another  king,  they  grow  like  Hydras  heads, 

I am  the  Dovjglas  fatall  to  all  thofc 

That  weare  thofe  colours  on  them.  What  art  thou 

That  counterfeitft  the  perfon  of  a king  ? 

King.  The  king  himfelfe,  who  Dowglas  grieues  at  heart. 
So  many  of  his  fhadowes  thou  haft  met. 

And  not  the  very  king : I haue  two  boyes 
Seeke  Percy  and  thy  felfe,  about  the  field  ? 

But  feeing  thou  falft  on  me  fo  luckily,  ' 

I will  aflay  thee,  and  defend  thy  felfe. 

Dowg.  I feare  thou  art  another  counterfeit ; 

And  yet  in  fayth  thou  beareft  thee  like  a king : 
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But  mine  I am  fure  thou  art,  who  ere  thou  be; 

And  thus  Iwinne  thee. 

They  fights  the  king  being  in  danger,  enter  prince  of  Wales. 

Prin.  Hold  vp  thy  head  vile  Scot^  or  thou  art  like 
Neuer  to  hold  it  vp  againe,  the  fpirites 
Of  valiant  Sherly,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  armes. 

It  is  the  prince  of  Wales,  that  threatens  thee. 

Who  neuer  promifeth,  but  he  meanes  to  pay. 

They fight,  Dowglas^^f^. 

Cheerely  my  lord,  how  fares  your  grace  ? 

Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  fenr. 

And  fo  hath  Clifton : He  to  Clifton  ftraight. 

King*  Stay,  and  breath  a while, 

Thou  haft  redeemd  thy  loft  opinion. 

And  Ihewde  thou  makeft  fome  tender  of  my  life 
In  this  faire  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

Prin,  O God,  they  did  me  too  much  iniurie. 

That  euer  fa3^d,  I harkned  to  your  death  : 

If  it  were  fo,  I might  haue  let  alone 
The  infulting  hand  of  Dowglas  ouer  you. 

Which  would  haue  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end. 

As  all  the  poyfonous  potions  in  the  world. 

And  fau’d  the  trecherous  labour  of  your  fonne. 

Kin,  Make  vp  to  Clifton,  lie  to  S.  Nicholas  G aw  fey. 

Exit, 


Enter  Hotfpur. 

Hot,  If  I miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth  P 
Pi  ‘in.  Thou  fpeakft,  as  if  I would  deny  my  name. 

Hot,  My  name  is  Harry  Percy, 

Hen.  Why  then  I fee  a very  valiant  rebell  of  that  name. 
I am  the  prince  of  Wales  ; and  thinke  not  Percy, 
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To  (hare  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 

Two  flarres  keepe  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere. 

Nor  can  one  England  brooke  a double  raigne, 

Of  Harry  Percy y and  the  prince  of  Wales, 

Hot.  Now  fhall  it  Harry,  for  the  houre  is  come, 

To  end  the  one  of  vs  ; and  would  to  God, 

Thy  name  in  armes,  were  now  as  great  as  mine. 

Prin.  He  make  it  greater,  ere  I part  from  thee. 

And  all  thy  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
He  crop,  to  make  a garland  for  my  head. 

Hot,  I can  no  longer  brooke  thy  vanities. 

T‘hey  fight.  Enter  Falflalffe. 

Fal.  Well  faid  Hal,  to  it  Hal.  Nay,  you  fhall  find  no 
boyes  play  here,  I can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  fights  •with  Falflalffe,  he  fals  Jowiie  as  if 
he  -Mere  dead^  the  prince  killeth  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh  Harry,  thou  haft  robd  me  of  my  youth, 

I better  broke  the  Ioffe  of  brittle  life. 

Then  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me. 

They  wound  my  thoughts  worfe,  then  the fword^  my  flefht 
But  thought’s  the  flaue  of  life,  and  lifetimes  foole; 

And  time,  that  takes  furuay  of  all  the  world, 

Muft  haue  a ftop  O,  I could  prophefie, 

But  that  the  earth,  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue  : no  Percy,  thou  art  duff. 

And  food  for 

Prin,  For  wormes,  braue  Percy,  Fare  thee  well,  great 
heart, 

111  weau’d  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunke  ? 

When  that  this  body  did  containe  a fpirit,. 

A kingdome  for  it,  was  too  fmall  a bound ; 
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But  now  two  paces  of  the  vilefl:  earth,  ‘ 

Is  roome  enough  : .this  earth  that  beares  the  dead, 

Beares  not  allue  fo  flout  a gentleman.  . , ’ 

If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  curtefie,  , ^ > 

I Ihould  not  make  fo  great  a fhew  of  zeale:  ' " a ' 

But  let  my  fauours  hide  thy  mangled  face. 

And  euen  in  thy  behalfe,  He  than  Ice  my  fclfe  . . 

For  doing  thefe  faire  rites  of  tendernes, 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  prayfe  with  thee  to  heauen,  ‘ 

Thy  ignomy  * fleepe  with  thee  in  the  graue, 

But  not  remembred  in  thy  epitaph,  . ... 

He  fpieth  FalflalfFe  on  the  ground. 

What,  old  acquaintance,  could  not  all  this  fledi 
Keepe  in  a litle  life  ? poore  lacke  farewell ; 

I could  haue  better  fpard  a better  man  : 

O,  I fhould  haue  a heauy  miffe  of  thee, 

If  I were  much  in  lone  with  vapitie ; 

Death  hath  not  flrooke  fo  faire' a deere  to  dav. 

Though  many  dearer  iri  this  bloody  fray, 

Imboweld  will  I fee  thee  by  and  by, 

Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie. 

FalflalfFe  ryfetb  vp,^  ^ 

Tal.  Imboweld?  if  thou  imbowell  me  to  day,  lie  glue  you 
leaue  to  powder  me,  and  eate  me  too  to  morrow.  Zloud, 
t’was  time  to  counterfeite,  or  that  hot  termagant  Scot  had 
paide  mee  fcot  and  lot  too.  i Counterfeit  ?.I  am' no  counter- 
feit: to  die  is  to  be  a counterfeit,  for  he  is  but  the  counter- 
feit of  a man,  who  hath  not  the  life 'of  a man : .but  to  coun 
terfeit  dying,  when  a man  thereby  iiueth,  is  to  be  no  coun- 
terfeit, but  the  true  and  perfeff  image  of  life  indeed.  The 
better  part  of  valour  is  diferetion  ; in  the  which  better  part,  I 
haue  faued  my  life.  Zounds  I am  afraid  of  this  gunpowder 

* Ignominy., 
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Perciej  though  he  be  dead  : how  if  he  fliould  counterfeit  too, 
and  rife  ? .by  my  fayth,  I am  afraide  he  would  prouc  the 
better  counterfeit  ? therefore  He  make  him  fure;  yea,  and  He 
fweare  I * him.  Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I? 
nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  no  body  fees  me  : there- 
fore firra,  with  a new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you  along 
with  me. 

He  takes  vp  Hotfpur  on  his  backe.  Enter  prince  and  lohn  of 

Lancaffer. 

Prin,  Come  brother  lohny  full  brauely  haft  thou  flelht 
Thy  mayden  fword. 

lohn.  But  fofr,  who  hane  we  heere  ? 

Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fatt  man  was  dead  ? 

Prin.  I did,  I faw  him  dead, 

Breathles  and  bleeding  on  the  ground.  Art  thou  aliue  ? 

Or  is  it  fantafie  that  playes  vpon  our  eye-fight? 

I prethee  fpeake,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  eares,  thou  art  not  what  thou  feemft. 

Fal.  No,  thats  certaine,  I am  not  a double  man : but  if  I 
be  not  lacke  Faljlaljfey  then  am  I a iacke;  there  is  Percy  ; if 
your  father  will  doe  me  any  honour,  fo : if  not,  let  him  kiU 
the  next  Percy  himfelfe  : I looke  to  be  either  earle  or  duke,  I 
can  alTure  you. 

Prin.  V/hy  Percy  I kild-\  my  felfe,  and  faw  thee  dead, 

Fal.  DidH  thou  ? Lord,  Lo’-d,  how  the  world  is  giuen  to 
lying  ? I graunt  you,  I was  dovvne,  and  out  of  breath,  and  fo 
was  he,  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought  a long 
houre  by  Shrewefmry  clocke,  if  I may  be  beleeued,  fo : if 
not,  let  them  that  fhould  reward  valour,  beare  the  linne  vpon 
their  owne  heads.  He  take  it  vpon  my  death,  I gaue  him  this 
wound  in  the  thigh,  if  the  man  were  aliue,  and  would  deny 
it,  zounds  I would  make  him  eate  a peece  of  my  fword. 
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lohn.  This  is  the  ftrangefl  talc  that  euer  I heard.  ' 

Prin.  This  is  the  ftrangefl  fellow,  brother  lohn^ 

Come  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  backe. 

For  my  part,  if  a lie  may  doe  thee  grace. 

He  guilde  it  with  the  happieft  tearmes  I haue. 

A retreat  is  founded, 

Prin.  The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours : 

Come  brother,  lets  ^ to  the  higheft  of  the  field. 

To  fee  what  friendes  are  lining,  who  are  dead.  Exeunt, 
Pal.  He  follow  as  they  fay  for  reward.  He  that  rewardes- 
me,  God  reward  him.  If  I doe  grow  great.  He  grow  lefTe  ? 
for  He  purge,  and  leaue  facke,  and  Hue  cleanly,  as  a noble- 
man fnould  doe.  Exit, 

The  trumpets  found.  Enter  the  king,  prince  of  Wales,  lord 
lohn  c/ LancaHer,  earle  of  Weflmeriand,  'with  Worcefter 
and  Vernon  prifoners. 

King.  Thus  euer  did  rebellion  find  rebuke, 

III  fplrited  Worcefer,  did  not  we  fend  grace,  ^ 

Pardon,  and  tearmes  of  loue  to  all  of  you 
And  wouldft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary, 

Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfmans  truff  ? 

Three  knights  vpon  our  partie  flaiue  to  dav, 

A noble  earle,  and  many  a creature  clfe. 

Had  been  aliue  this  houre, 

If  like  a chriflian  thou  hadlf  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I haue  done,  my  fafetie  tTgde  me  to, 

And  1 imbrace  this  fortune  patiently,  " 

Since  not  to  be  auoyded,  it  fals  on  me. 

King.  Beare  Worcefter  to  the  death,  and  Vernon  too  s 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  vpon. 

How  goes  the  field  ? 
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Prin.  The  noble  Scot^  lord  Dowglas,  when  he  faw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turnd  from  him. 

The  noble  Percy  daine,  and  all  his  men, 

Vpoii  the  foot  of  feare,  fled  with  the  reft ; 

And  falling  from  a hill,  he  was  fo  bruizd. 

That  the  purfuers  took  him.  At  my  tent, 

The  DoTuglas  is,  and  I befeech  your  grace, 

I may  difpofe  of  him. 

King.  With  all  my  heart. 

Prin*  Then  brother  lohn  of  Lancajler, 

To  you  this  honourable  bountie  ftiall  belong, 

Goe  to  the  DowglaSy  and  deliuer  him  \ 

Vp  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefle  and  free. 

His  valoure  fliowne  vpon  our  creftes  to  day, 

Hath  taught  vs  how  to  cherilh  fuch  high  deedes, 

Euen  in  the  bofome  of  our  aduerfaries. 

% 

King,  Then  this  remaincs,  that  we  deuide  our  power. 
You  fonne  lohn^  and  my  coofen  Wejimerland^ 

Towards  Torke  (hall  bend  you  with  your  deereft  fpeed. 

To  meete  Northumberland^  and  the  prelate  Scroope^ 

Who,  -as  we  heare,  are  bufily  in  armes  : 

My  felfe  and  you,  fonne  Harry ^ will  towards  Wales, 

To  fight  with  Glendoicer,  and  the  earle  of  March: 

Rebellion  in  this  land  fhall  loofe  his  way, 

Meeting  the  checke  of  fuch  another  day  : 

And  fmee  this  biifinefle  fo  faire  is  done. 

Let  vs  not  leaue,  till  all  our  owne  be  won.  Exeunt. 


* hhn.  I thanks  your  grace  for  th'n  high  curtefe 
Which  1 (hail giue  anv ay  immediately. 


• Thefe  two  lines  are  in  the  edition  in  1599,  omitted  in  »11  the  others 
1 have  feen. 
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The  Second  P A R T of 


HENRY  the  Fourth. 

Continuing  to  his  Death,  and  Corona- 
tion of  Henry  the  Fift. 


Enter  Rumour  painted full  of  tongues, 

OPEN  your  eares ; for  which  of  you  will  ftop 

The  vent  of  hearing,  when  lowd  Rumor  fpeaks  ? 
I from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  W’eft, 

{Making  the  wind  my  poRe-horfe)  Rill  vnfold 
The  a6fs  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth, 

Vpon  my  tongues  continuall  flanders  ride. 

The  which  in  euery  language  I pronounce, 

Stuffing  the  eares  of  men  with  falfe  reports, 

I fpeake  of  peace  while  couert  enmity, 

Vnder  the  fmile  of  fafety,  woundes  the  world  ; 

And  who  but  Rumor y who  but  onely  I, 

Make  fearefull  muRers,  and  preparM  defence, 

Whiles  the  bigge  yeare,  fwolne  with  fome  other  griefe, 

Is  thought  with  child  by  the  Rerne  tyrant  warre  ? 

And  no  Rich  matter.  Rumour  is  a pipe, 

Blowne  by  furmizes,  iealoufies  conieflures. 

And  of  fo  eafie,  and  fo  plaine  a Rop, 

That  the  blunt  monRer,  with  vncounted  heads, 

The  Rill  difcordant  wau’ring  multitude. 

Can  play  vpon  it.  But  what  need  I thus 
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(My  wel  knov/ne  body)  to  anothomize 
Among  my  houfhold  ? why  is  Rumor  here  ? 

I runne  before  king  Harries  viftorie. 

Who  in  a bloudy  field  by  Shrewsbury, 

Hath  beaten  downe  yong  Hot-fpiirre  and  his  troopes, 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion, 

Euen  with  the  rebel’s  blond.'  But  what  meane  I 
To  fpeake  fo  true  at  firfl;  ? my  office  is 
To  noyfe  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Vnder  the  wrath  of  noble  H ot-fpiir^sSsN or d. 

And  that  the  king,  before  the  Douglas  rage, 

Stoopt  his  annointed  head  as  low  as  death. 

This  haue  I rumour’d  through  the  peafant  tov/nes, 

Betweene  that  royall  field  of  Shrewsbury, 

And  this  v/orme-eaten  hole  of  ragged  flone. 

When  Hot-f pur's  father,  old  Northumberland, 

Lies  crafty-ficke,  the  pofles  come  tyring  on, 

And  not  a man  of  them  brings  other  newes. 

Than  they  haue  learnt  of  me,  from  Rumor's  tongues. 

They  bring  imooth  comforts  falfe,  worfe  then  true  wrongs. 

Exit  Rumours* 

'Enter  the  lord  Bardolfe  at  one  doore. 

Bard.  Who  keepes  the  gate  here,  ho  ? where  is  the  earle  ? 

Porter.  What  fhall  I fliy  you  are  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earle. 

That  the  lord  Bardolfe  doth  attend  him  heere. 

Porter.  His  lordfliip  is  walkt  forth  into  the  orchard, 

Pleafe  it  your  honor  knocke  but  at  the  gate. 

And  he  himfelfe  will  anfwer. 

Enter  the  earle  Northumberland. 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earle, 


Earle. 
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‘ Earle.  What  newes  lord  Bardolfe?  euery  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  Tome  ftratagem ; 

The  times  are  wild,  contention  like  a hoiTe, 

Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe. 

And  bearcs  dovvne  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  earle, 

I bring  you  certaine  newes  from  Shrewsbury, 

Earle.  Good,  and  God  will. 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifh : 

The  king  is  almofl  wounded  to  the  death. 

And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fonne. 

Prince  Harry  flaine  outright,  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kild  by  the  hand  of  Dozvglas,  yong  prince  lohn. 

And  Wejhnerland  and  Stafford  fled  the  field, 

And  Harry  Monmouthes  brawne,  the  hulke  fir  lohn. 

Is  prifoner  to  your  fonne  : O fuch  a day ! 

So  fought,  fo  followed,  and  fo  fairely  wonne. 

Came  not  till  now  to  dignifie  the  times 
Since  Cafars  fortunes. 

Earle.  How  is  this  deriuM  ? 

Saw  you  the  field  ? came  you  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Bar.  I fpake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from  thence, 

A gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name. 

That  freely  rend  red  me  thefe  newes  for  true. 

Enter  Trauers. 

Earle.  Here  comes  my  feruant  Trailers  who  I fent 
On  Tuefday  lafl:  to  liflen  after  newes.  - 

Bar.  My  lord,  I ouer-rode  him  on  the  way. 

And  he  is  furniflit  with  no  certainties. 

More  then  he  haply  may  retale  from  me. 

Earle.  Now'  Trauers,  what  good  tidings  comes  with  you  ? 
Trauers.  My  lord,  fir  lohn  Vmfrciiile  turnd  me  backe 
With  ioyfull  tidings,  and  being  better  horfl, 
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Out  rode  me,  after  him  came  fpurring  hard, 

A gentleman  almoll  forefpent  with  fpeede, 

That  ftopt  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloudied  horfe,. 

He  ftflct  the  way  to  Chejier,  and-  of  him 
I did  demand  what  newes  from  Shrewsbury, 

He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  bad  lucke, 

And  that  yong  Harrie  Percies  fpur  was  cold  : 

With  that  he  gaue  his  able  horfe  the  head, 

And  bending  forward,  ffrooke  his  armed  heeles,.. 

Againft  the  panting  Tides  of  his  poore  iade, 

Vp  to  the  rowell  head,  and  flatting  fo, 

Hefeem’d  in  running  to  deuoure  the  way, 

Staying  no  longer  queflion. 

Earle,  Ha?  againe, 

Said  he,  yong  Harry  Percies  fpur  was  cold. 

Of  Hot-fpurre,  Cold-fpurre,  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  lucke  ? 

Bard,  My  lord.  He  tell  you  what. 

If  my  yong  lord  your  fonne,  haue  not  the  day, 

Vpon  mine  honor  for  a filken  point. 

He  giue  my  barony,  neuer  talke  of  it. 

Earle,  Why  fliould  that  gentleman  that  rode  by  Trauers^. 
Giue  then  fuch  inflances  of  Ioffe  ? 

Bard.  Who  he  ? 

He  was  fome  hilding  fellow  that  had  flolne 

The  horfe  he  rode  on,  and  vpon  my  life 

Spoke  at  a venter.  Looke,  here  comes  more  news. 

; 

Enter  Morton. 

Earle.  Yea  this  mans  brow,  like  to  a title  leafe. 

Foretells  the  nature  of  a tragicke  volume. 

So  lookes  the  Hrond,  whereon  the  imperious  floud, 

Hath  left  a witnefl  vfurpation. 

Say  Moiirton,  didfl  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Mour,. 
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Mour.  I ranne  from  Shrewsbury  my  noble  lord, 

' Where  hatefull  death  put  on  his  vglieft  malke. 

To  fright  our  partie. 

Earle,  How  doth  my  fonne  and  brother  ? 

Thou  tremblell,  and  the  whitenes  in  thy  checkc. 

Is  apter  then  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  arrand, 

Euen  fuch  a man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefle. 

So  dull,  fo  dead  in  looke,  fo  woe  begon. 

Drew  Priams  curtaine  in  the  dead  of  night, 

And  would  haue  told  him,  halfe  his  Troy  was  burnt : 
But  Priam  found  the  fier,  ere  he,  his  tongue. 

And  I,  my  Percies  death  ere  thou  reportft  it. 

This  thou  wouldft  fay,  your  fon  did  thus  and  thus. 
Your  brother  thus : fo  fought  the  noble  Dowglas^ 
Stopping  my  greedy  eare  with  their  bold  deedes, 

But  in  the  end,  to  Hop  my  eare  indeed. 

Thou  hall  a figh  to  blow  away  this  praife. 

Ending  with  brother,  forme,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mour.  Douglas  is  lining,  and  your  brother  yet. 

But  for  my  lord  your  fonne : 

Earle.  Why  he  is  dead  ? 

See  what  a ready  tongue  fufpition  hath ! 

He  that  but  feares  the  thing  hee  would  not  know, 
Hath  by  inHinH,  knowledge  from  others  eies. 

That  what  he  feard  is  chanced : yet  fpeake  Mourton^ 
Tell  thou  an  earle,  his  diuination  lies. 

And  I will  lake  it  as  a fweete  difgrace, 

And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mour.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainfaid. 
Your  fpirite  is  too  true,  your  feares  too  certaiiie. 

Earle.  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percie's  dead, 

I fee  a Hrange  confeffion  in  thine  eie. 

Thou  IhakH  thy  head,  and  holdH  it  feare,  or  flnne. 
To  fpeake  a truth  : if  he  be  flaine, 
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The  tongue  offends  not  that  reports  his  death. 

And  he  doth  finne  that  doth  belie  the  dead, 

# 

Not  he  which  faies  the  dead  is  not  aliue, 

Yet  the  firif  biinger  of  vnvvelcome  newes 
Hath  but  a loofing  office,  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  euer  after  as  a fullen  bell, 

Remembred  tolling  a departing  friend. 

Bard.  I cannot  thinke,  my  lord,  your  fonne  is  dead. 

Mour,  I am  fory  I fliould  force  5'ou  to  beieeue. 

That  which  1 would  to  God  I had  not  feene. 

But  thefe  mine  eies  faw  him  in  bloiidy  Rate, 

Rendring  faint  quittance,  wearied,  and  out-breathd. 

To  Harry  Monmouth^  whofe  fwift  wrath  beatdowne 
The  neuer  daunted  Percy  to  the  earth. 

From  whence  with  life  he  neuer  more  fprung  vp. 

In  few  his  death,  whofe  fpirite  lent  a fire, 

Euen  to  the  dulleft  peafant  in  his  campe. 

Being  bruted  once,  tooke  fire  and  heate  away, 

From  the  beff  temperd  courage  in  his  troopes, 

For  from  his  mettal  was  his  party  Reeled, 

Which  once  in  him  abated,  al  the  reR 
Turnd  on  themfeiues,  like  dull  and  heauy  lead* 

And  as  the  thing  thats  heauy  in  it  felfe, 

Vpon  enforcement  Ries  with  greateR  fpeed  : 

So  did  our  men,  heauy  in  Hot-fpiirs  Ioffe, 

Lend  to  this  weight  Rich  lightneffe  with  their  feare. 

That  arrowes  Red  not  fwifter  toward  their  ayme. 

Than  did  our  fouldiers  aiming  at  their  fafetie. 

Fly  from  the  field  : then  was  that  noble  Worcejicr, 

So  foone  tane  prifoner,  and  that  furious  Sect, 

The  bloudy  Douglas  whofe  well  labouring  fword. 

Had  three  times  Raine  th’appearance  of  the  king, 

Can  vaile  his  Romacke,  and  did  grace  the  ihame 
Of  thefe  that  turnd  their  backes,  and  in  his  flight, 

Stumbling 
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Stumbling  in  feare,  was  tooke  : the  fumme  of  all 
Is,  thit  the  king  hath  wonne,  and  hath  fentout, 

A fpeedy  power  to  incounter  3'ou  my  lord, 

Vnder  the  conduct  of  yong  Lancajlery 
And  JVeftmerland : this  is  the  news  at  fnl. 

Earle.  For  this  I lhall  haue  time  enough  to  mourne, 

In  poifon  there  is  phificke,  and  thefe  newes, 

Hailing  bcene  wel,  that  would  haue  made  me  licke : 

Being  ficke,  haue  (in  fome  meafure)  made  me  wel : 

And  as  the  wretch  whofe  feuer- weakned  ioynts, 

Like  ftrcngthleffe  hinges  buckle  vnder  life. 

Impatient  of  his  lit,  breakes  like  a fire 
'Out  of  his  keepers  armes;  eiien  fo  my  limbes. 

Weakened  w'ith  grlefc,  being  now  enragde  with  griefe. 

Are  thrice  themfelues  : hence  therfore  thou  nice  crutch, 

A fcaly  gauntlet  now  with  ioynts  of  fieele 
MuH:  gloue  this  hand,  and  hence  thou  fickly  colfe, 

Thou  art  a guard  too  wanton  for  the  head,  ^ 

Which  princes,  fiefiit  with  conquefl,  ayme  to  hit : 

Now  bind  my  browes  with  yron,  and  approach 
The  raggedfi  houre  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring. 

To  frowne  vpon  th’inragde  Nor  thumb  er  land ^ 

Let  heauen  kiffe  earth,  now  let  not  natures  hand 
Keepe  the  wild  floud  confind,  let  order  die, 

And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a Hage, 

To  feed  contention  in  a lingring  acf : 

But  let  one  fpirite  of  the  firfl  borne  Cam 
Raigne  in  all  bofomes,  that  ech  heart  being  fet 
On  bloudy  courfes,  the  rude  feeane  may  end. 

And  darknefie  be  the  burier  of  the  dead. 

Vmfr.  This  Trained  paflion  doth  you  wrong  my  lord. 

Bard.  Sweet  eaile,  diuorce  not  v/iledoin  from  your  honor, 

A/twr. 
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Moiir.  The  liues  of  all  your  louing  complices,- 
Leaue  on  you  health,  the  which  if  you  giue  ore, 

To  flormy  paflion  mull:  perforce  decay. 

Bard,  We  all  that  arc  ingaged  to  this  lofTe, 

ICnew  that  we  ventured  on  fuch  dangerous  feas,- 
That  if  we  wrought  out  life,  twas  ten  to  one, 

And  yet  we  venturd  for  the  gaine  propofde, 

Choakt  the  refpedl  of  likely  pcrill  fear’d. 

And  fince  we  are  orefet,  venture  againe  : 

Come,  we  will  al-put  forth  body  and  goods. 

Mour.  Tis  more  then  time,  and  my  moll;  noble  lord/ 
Iheare  for  certaine,  and  dare  fpeake  the  truth. 

North.  I knew  of  this  before,  but  to  fpeake  truth. 

This  prefent  griefe  had  wipte  it  from  my  mmd. 

Go  in  with  me  and  counfell  euery  man. 

The  apteft  way  for  fafety  and  renenge. 

Get  pofles  and  letters,  and  make  friends  wuth  fpeed, 

Neuer  fo  few,  and  neuer  yet  more  need.  Exeunt, 

Enter  fa'  lohn  alone , 'iviih  his  age  bearing  his  /word  and 

buckler. 

lohn.  Sirra,  you  giant,  what  faies  the  doffor  to  my  water? 

Page.  He  faid  fir,  the  water  it  felf  was  a good  healthy  wa- 
ter, but  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he  might  haue  moe  dif- 
eafes  then  he  knew  for. 

John.  Men  of  al  forts  take  a pride  to  gird  at  me  : the  braine 
of  this  foolifh  com  ponded  clay-man  is  not  able  to  inuent  any 
thing  that  intends  to  laughter,  mbre  then  I inuent,  or  is  in- 
ueted  on  me,  I am  not  only  witty  in  my  felfe,  but  the  caufe 
that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a 
fow  that  hath  ouerwhelmM  al  her  litter  but  one,  if  the  prince 
put  thee  into  my  feruice  for  any  other  reafon  then  to  fett  me 
off,  why  then  I haue  no  iudgement,  thou  horefon  mandrake, 
thou  art  fitter  to  be  worne  in  my  cap,  then  to  wait  at  my 
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heels  I was  neiicr  manned  with  an  agot  till  now,  bin  I wil  in- 
fetyou,  neither  in  golde  nor  filuer,  but  in  vile  apparell,  and 
fend  you  backe  againe  to  your  marter  for  a iewell,  the  iiiuenall 
the  prince  your  mafler,  whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fledge,  I will 
fb’oner  haue  a beard  giow  in  the  paline  of  my  hand,  then  he 
fhal  get  one  off  his  cheek,  and  yet  he  will  not  flicke  to  fay  Ins 
htce  is  a hice  ro3’al,  God  may  finifli  it  when  he  will,  tis  not  a 
haire  amifie  yet,  he  may  keepe  it  flill  at  a face  royall,  for  a 
barber  fliall  neuer  earne  flxpence  out  of  it,  and  yet  heele  be 
crowing  as  if  he  had  writte  man  euer  fince  his  father  was  a- 
batcheler,  he  may  keepe  his  owne  grace,  but  hees  almoft  out 
of  mine  I can  UiTure  him  : what  faid  mafler  Dommelton  about 
the  fattin  for  my  fhort  cloake  and  my  floppes  \ 

Boy.  He  Hide  fir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better  afTiirancc 
then  Bardolfe,  he  would  not  take  his  band  and  yours,  he  liked 
not  the  fecLiritie. 

Sir  lohn.  Let  him  be  damn’d  like  the  glutton,  pray  God  his 
tongue  be  hotter,  a horefon  Achito'yhell  a rafcall  : yea  forfooth. 
knaue,  to  bearc  a gentle  man  in  hand,  and  then  (land  vpon 
fecurity,  the  hoiTon  fmoothy-pates  doe  nowweare  nothing  but 
hie  flioocs  and  bunches  of  keyes  at  their  girdles,  and  if  a man 
is  through  with  them  in  honefl:  taking  vp,  then  they  mufl: 
fland  vppon  fecurity,  I had  as  hue  they  would  put  ratlbane  in 
my  mouth  as  offer  to  flop  it  with  fecurity,  I lookt  a ftiould' 
haue  fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  latdn  (as  I am  a true 
knight)  and  he  fends  me  fecurity  : well  he  may  fleepe  in  fecu- 
rity, for  he  hath  the  home  of  aboundance,  and  the  lightneffe 
of  his  wife  fhines  through  it : wheres  Bardolfy  and  yet  can 
not  he  fee  though  he  haue  his  owne  Ian  theme  to  light  him. 

Boy.  Hees  gone  in  Smithfield  to  buy  your  worfliip  a horfe. 

Sir  lohn.  I bought  him  in  Panics , and  heele  buy  me  a horfe 
in  SjnithJicld,  and  I could  get  me  but  a wife  in  the  ftewes,  I 
were  mail’d,  horfde,  and  wiu’d'. 

Enter 
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Enter  lord  chiefe  iuflice. 

Boy.  Sir,  here  comes  the  noble  man  that  committed  the 
prince  for  flriking  him  about  Bardolfe. 

Sir  John.  Wait  clofe,  I will  not  fee  him. 

Iuflice.  Whats  hee  that  goes  there  ? 

Sent.  Faljlaffey  and’tpleafe  your  lordfhip. 

Iiiji.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  rob’ry. 

Seru.  He  ray  lord,  but  he  hath  Trace  done  good  feruice  at 
Shrevjsbiiry,  and  (as  I heare)  is  now  going  with  fome  charge 
to  the  lord  lohn  of  Lancajier. 

Juft.  V/hat  to  Torke  P call  him  backe  againe. 

Seru.  Sir  lohn  Falftaffe. 

lo'n.  Boy,  tell  him  I am  deafe. 

Boy.  You  mull  fpeake  lowder,  my  maher  is  deafe. 

luft.  I am  fure  he  is  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good,  goe 
plucke  him  by  the  elbow,  I mud:  fpeake  with  him. 

Seru.  Sir  lohn. 

Falft.  What  ? a yong  knaue  and  begging  ? is  there  not 
vyars  ? is  there  not  employment  ? doth  not  the  king  lacke  fub* 
iedfs  ? do  not  the  rebels  need  fouldiers,  though  it  be  a fhame 
to  be  on  any  Tide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  fhame  to  beg  then  to  be 
on  the  word:  fide,  were  it  worfe  then  the  name  of  rebellion 
can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Seru.  You  midake  me  dr. 

lohn.  Why  dr,  did  I diy  you  were  an  honed  man,  fetting 
my  knighthood  and  my  fouldierlhip  adde,  I had  lied  in  my 
throat  if  I had  faid  fo.  , ‘ 

Serti.  I pray  you  dr  then  fet  your  knighthood,  and  your 
foldierdiip  adde,  and  giue  me  leaue  to  tell  you,  you  lie  in 
your  throate,  if  you  fay  I am  any  other  then  an  honed  man. 

John.  I giue  thee  leaue  to  tell  me,  fo  I lay  adde  that  which 
growes  to  me,  if  thou  getd  any  leaue  of  me,  hang  me,  if 
thou  takd  leaue,  thou  wert  better  be  hangd,  you  hunt  couter, 
hence,  aiiaunt. 
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Sent.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpcake  with  you. 

luji.  Sir  lohn  Fal/laffcj  a word  with  you. 

Falft.  My  good  lord,  God  giue  your  lordfhip  good  time  of 
day,  I am  glad  to  fee  your  lordihip  abroade,  I heard  fay  your 
lorddiip  was  ficke,  I hope  your  lorddiip  goes  abroade  by  ad- 
uife,  your  lorddiip,  though  not  clean  pafl:  your  youth,  haue 
yet  fome  fmack  of  an  ague  in  you,  fome  relilh  of  the  faltnes 
of  time  in  you,  and  I moft  humbly  befeech  your  lordfhip  to 
haue  a reuerend  care  of  your  health. 

Jujiice.  Sir  John,  I feat  for  you  before  your  expedition  to 
Shrewsbury. 

Sir  lohn.  Andt  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  I heare  his  maieffy  is 
returnd  with  fome  difeomfort  from  Wales.  \ 

Fuji.  I talke  not  of  his  maieffy,  you  would  not  come  when 
I feat  for  you. 

Falft.  And  I heare  moreouer,  his  highnes  is  falne  into  this 
fame  horfon  apoplexi. 

luJi.  Well,  God  mend  him,  I pray  you  let  me  fpeake  with 
you. 

Falft.  This  apoplexi  as  I take  it  ? is  a kind  of  lethergie, 
and’t  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  a kind  of  fleeping  in  the  bloud,  a 
horfon  tingling. 

luJl.  What  tell  you  me  of  it,  be  it  as  it  is. 

Falft.  It  hath  it  original!  from  much  griefe,  from  ffudy,  and 
perturbation  of  the  'oraine,  1 haue  read  the  caufe  of  his  cffedls 
in  GaleUy  it  is  a kind  of  deafenes. 

luft.  I thinke  you  are  falne  into  the  difeafe,  for  you  heare 
not  what  I fay  to  you. 

Old.  Very  wel  my  lord,  very  wel,  rather  and’t  pleafe  you 
it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  liflning  the  maladie  of  not  marking  that 
I am  troubled  withall. 

luft.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heeles,  would  amend  the  atten- 
lion  of  your  eares,  and  I care  not  if  I doe  become  your  phih- 
tian. 
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Falfl.  I am  as  poore  as  loh  my  lord,  but  not  fo  paclent, 
your  lordPnip  may  minifler  the  potion  of  imprifonmcut  to  me, 
in  refpeci:  of  pouerty,  but  how  I fliould  be  your  pacient  to 
follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife  may  make  fom  dramrne  of 
a fcruple,  or  indeede  a fcruple  it  felfe, 

luji  I fent  for  you  when  there  were  matters  againff  you 
for  your  life  to  come  fpeake  with  me. 

Falft,  As  I was  then  aduifde  by  my  learned  counfail  in  th(^ 
lawes  of  this  land  feruice,  I did  not  come. 

luft*  Wei,  the  truth  is  fir  lohriy  you  line  in  great  infamy. 

Falji.  He  that  buckles  himfelfe  in  my  belt  cannot  line  in 
ielTe. 

liiji.  Your  meanes  are  very  flender,  and  your  wafle  is 
great. 

FalJl.  I would  it  \vere  otherwife,  I would  my  meanes  were 
greater  and  my  wafle  flender. 

Juft.  You  haue  mifled  the  youthfull  prince. 

Falft^  The  yong  prince  hath  mifled  me,  I am  the  felow 
with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dogge. 

Fuji,  Wei,  I am  loth  to  gall  a new  heald  \vound,  your  dales 
feruice  at  Shrewsbury , hath  a little  guilded  ouer  your  nights 
exploit  on  Gadshill,  you  may  thanke  th’vnquiet  time,  for  your 
quiet  orepofling  that’adlion. 

Falft.  My  lord. 

Ivfi.  But  fince  all  is  well,  keepe’it  fo,  wake  not  a Beeping 
wolfe. 

FalJl,  To  wake  a wolfe,  is  as  bad  as  fmell  a fox. 

Fuji.  What  you  are  as  a candle,  the  better  part,  burnt  out^ 

Falji,  A wafTel  candle  my  lord,  al  tallow,  if  I did  fay  of 
• wax,  my  growth  would  approue  the  truth. 

Fuji,  There  is  not  a white  haire  in  your  face,  but  fhould 
haue  his  effeft  of  grauity. 

Faljl.  His  effect  of  grany,  grauie,  grauie, 
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luft.  You  follow  the  yong  prince  vp  and  downe,  like  his  ili 
angell. 

Falji.  Not  fo  my  lord,  your  ill  angcll  is  light,  but  I hope 
he  that  lookes  vpon  me  will  take  me  without  weighing,  and 
yet  in  fome  refpefts  I grant  I cannot  go.  I cannot  tell,  ver 
tue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefe  coflar- mongers  times,  that 
true  valour  is  turned  berod,  pregnancie  is  made  a tapfter,  and 
his  quick  wit  wafted  in  giuing  reckonings,  all  the  other  giftes 
appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  his  age  fnapes  the  one  not 
worth  a goofberry,  you  that  are  old  confider  not  the  capaci- 
ties of  vs  that  are  yong,  you  doe  meafure  the  heate  of  our  liuers 
with  the  bitternefte  of  your  galles,  and  we  that  are  in  the  va- 
ward  of  our  youth,  I muft  confefte  are  wagges  too. 

ho.  Do  you  fet  downe  your  name  in  the  fcroule  of  youth, 
that  are  written  downe,  old  with  all  the  characters  of  age  ? 
haue  you  not  a moift  eie,  a dry  hand,  a yelow  cheeke,  a 
white  beard,  a decreafing  leg,  an  increafing  belly  I is  not 
your  voice  broken,  your  winde  fti..rt,  your  chinne  double, 
your  wit  fingle,  and  eiiery  part  about  you  blafted  with  an- 
tlquitie,  and  will  you  yet  call  your  felfe  yong  ? fie,  fie,  fie, 
fir  John. 

John.  My  lorde,  I was  borne  about  three  of  the  clocke  in 
the  afternoone,  with  a white  head,  and  foineihing  a round 
bellie,  for  my  voyce,  I haue  loft  it  v/iih  hallowing,  and  fing- 
ing  of  anthems  : to  approoue  my  youth  further,  I will  not : the 
truth  is,  I am  onely  olde  in  iudgement  and  vnderftanding : and 
hee  that  wil  caper  with  me  for  a thoufand  markes,  let  him 
lend  me  the  money,  and  haue  at  him  for  the  boxe  of  the  yeere 
that  the  prince  gaue  yon,  he  gaue  it  like  a rude  prince,  and 
you  tooke  it  like  a fenfible  lord : I haue  checkt  him  for  it, 
and  the  yong  lion  repents,  mary  not  in  allies  and  fackloth,  but 
in  new  filke,  and  old  facke. 

Lord.  Well,  God  fend  the  prince  a better  companion. 
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John.  God  fend  the  companion  a better  prince,  I cannot 
ridde  my  hands  of  him. 

Lord.  Well,  the  king  hath  feuerd  you  : I heare  you  are  go- 
ing with  lord  lohn  of  Lancqfier,  againfl  the  archbifhop  and 
the  earle  of  Northumberland. 

lohn.  Yea,  I thankeyour  prety  fweet  witte  for  it : but  looke 
you  pray,  all  you  that  kilTe  my  lady  peace  at  home,  that  our 
armies  ioyne  not  in  a hote  day,  for,  by  the  Lord,  I take  but 
two  fhirts  out  with  me,  and  I meane  not  to  fweate  extraordi' 
narily : if  it  be  a hot  day,  and  I brandilh  any  thing  but  a 
bottle.  I would  I might  neuer  fpit  white  again  : there  is  not 
a' dangerous  adlion  can  peepe  out  his  head,  but  I am  thruft 
vpon  it.  Wei,  I cannot  lalf  euer,  but  it  was  alway  yet  the 
tricke  of  our  Englifh  nation,  if  they  haue  a good  thing,  to 
make  it  too  common.  If  yee  will  needs  fay  I am  an  olde 
man,  you  Ihould  giue  me  reft:  I would  to  God  my  name 
v/ere  not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is,  I were  better  to  be 
eaten  to  death  with  a ruff,  than  to  be  fcoured  to  nothing  with 
perpetuall  motion. 

Lord.  Well,  be  honeff,  be  honeft,  and  God  blelTe  your  ex- 
pedition. 

John.  Will  your  lordlhip  lend  me  athoufand  pound  to  fur. 
nifh  me  forth  ? 

Lord.  Not  a penny,  not  a penny,  you  are  too  impatient  to 
beare  crofTes:  fare  you  well  : commend  mee  to  my  coofine 
Wejimerland. 

lohn.  If  I do,  fillip  me  with  a three  man  beetle:  a man 
can  no  more  feparate  age  and  couetoufnefie,  than  a can  part 
yong  limbs  and  lechery,  but  the  gowt  galles  the  one,  and  the  ♦ 
pox  pinches  the  other,  and  fo  both  the  degrees  preuent  my 
curfes,  boy. 

Boy.  Sir. 

lohn.  What  money  is  In  my  pnrfe  ? 

Boy.  Seuen  groates  and  two  pence. 

John. 
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lohn.  I can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confumptlon  of  fhe 
purfe,  borrowing  onely  lingers  and  lingers  it  out,  but  the  dif- 
eafe  is  incurable  : go  beare  this  letter  to  my  lord  of  Lancajier, 
this  to  the  prince,  this  to  the  earle  of  Wejimerland,  and  this 
to  olde  miflris  Vrfula,  whome  I haue  weekely  fworne  to  mar- 
ry fince  1 perceind  the  firll:  white  haire  of  my  chin  ; about  it, 
you  know  where  to  finde  me  : a pox  of  this  gowt,  or  a gowt 
of  this  pox,  for  the  one  or  the  other  playes  the  rogue  with  my 
great  toe.  Tis  no  matter  if  I doe  hault,  I haue  the  warres 
for  my  color,  and  my  penfion  fhal  feeme  the  more  reafonable : 
a good  wit  will  make  vfc  of  any  thing ; I will  turne  difeafes  to 
commoditie. 

Enter  th'archhijhopt  Thomas  Mowbray  [earle  marjhall)  the 
lord  Haftings,  Fauconbridge,  and  Bardolfe. 

BiJJjop.  Thus  haue  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  knowne  our 
meanes. 

And  my  moff  noble  friends,  I pray  you  al 
Speake  plainely  your  opinions  of  our  hopes. 

And  firfl:  lord  marfliall,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Marjh.  I well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  armes, 

But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied. 

How  in  our  meanes  we  fhould  aduance  our  felues. 

To  looke  with  forehead,  bold,  and  big  enough, 

Vpon  the  power  and  puiffance  of  the  king. 

Hajl,  Our  prefent  muflers  grow  vpon  the  file. 

To  fiue  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choife, 

And  our  fiipplies  Hue  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofome  burnes 
With  an  inccnfed  fire  of  iniuries. 

Bard.  The  quefiion  then  lord  Hajiings  ftandeth  thus, 
Whether  our  prefent  fiue  and  twentie  thoufand. 

May  hold  vp  head  without  Northumberland. 

Haji.  With  him  we  may. 
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Bard.  Yea  mary,  theres  the  point, 

But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 

My  iudgment  is  we  fhould  not  ftep  too  far. 

Bijh.  Tis  very  true  lord  Bardolfey  for  indeede 
It  was  young  Hot -f purs  caufe  at  Shrewsbury . 

Bard.  It  was  my  lord,  who  lined  himfelfe  with  hope, 
Eating  the  ayre,  and  promife  of  fupplie, 

Flattring  himfelfe  in  proieifl  ot  a power. 

Much  fmaller  then  the  fmallelf  of  his  thoughts. 

And  fo  with  great  imagination, 

Proper  to  mad-men,  led  his  powers  to  death. 

And  winking,  leapt  into  deftrudfion. 

Haji.  But  by  your  leaue  it  neuer  yet  did  hurt, 

To  lay  downe  likelihoods  and  formes  of  hope. 

Bard.  We  fortifie  in  paper,  and  in  figures, 

Vfing  the  names  of  men  in  fleed  of  men, 

Like  oh  that  drawes  the  model  of  an  houfe. 

Beyond  his  power  to  build  it,  who  (halfe  through) 

Giucs  o’re,  and  leaues  his  part-created  cofl, 

A naked  fubiecf  to  the  weeping  clowdes, 

And  wafle  for  churlifh  winters  tyrannic. 

Haft.  Grant  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  faire  birth) 
Should  be  flil-borne,  and  that  we  now  polTefl 
The  vtmoff  man  of  expedfation, 

I thinke  we  are  fo,  body  Ifroiig  enough, 

Euen  as  we  are  to  equal  with  the  king. 

Bard.  What,  is  the  king  but  hue  and  twenty  thoufand. 

Haft.  To  vs  no  more,  nay  not  fo  much,  lord  Bardolfe, 
For  his  diuifions,  as  the  times  do  brawle, 

And  in  three  heads,  one  power  againfl  the  French , 

And  one  againif  Glendower,  perforce  a third 
Muff  take  vp  vs,  fo  is  the  vnfirme  king 
In  three  diuided,  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  pouertie  and  emptineffe. 
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Bifh.  That  he  fhould  draw  his  feuerall  ftrengths  togither. 
And  come  againft  vs  in  full  puifllmce, 

Need  not  to  be  dreaded. 

Hajl.  If  he  fliould  do  fo,  French  and  Welch  he  leaues  his 
back  vaarmde,  they  baying  him  at  the  heeles,  neuer  feare 
that. 

Bar.  Who  is  it  like  fliould  leade  his  forces  hither  ? 

Haji.  The  duke  of  Lancajler  and  We/lmerland : 

Againfl  the  Wel/hy  himfelfand  Harry  Monmouth  : 

But  who  is  fnbftituted  againfl  the  French, 

I haue  no  certaine  notice. 

Bijh.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 

HaJi.  We  are  times  fubie6ls,  and  time  bids  be  gone. 

Ex, 


Enter  hojlejfe  oj  the  tauerne,  and  an  officer  or  two, 

Hojieffie.  Mafler  Phang,  haue  you  entred  the  adlion  ? 

Phang.  It  is  entred. 

Hoji.  Wheres  your  yeoman  ? ift  a lufly  yeoman  ? wll  a 
(land  too’t  ? 

Phang.  Sirra,  Snare  ? 

HoJi.  O Lord  I,  good  mafler  Snare, 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Phang  Snare,  we  mud  areft  fir  John  Faljlaffe, 

Flojl.  Yea  good  mafler  Snare,  I haue  entred  him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chaunce  cofl  fome  of  vs  our  liues,  for  he 
will  flabbe. 

Hoft,  Alas  the  day,  take  heed  of  him,  he  flabd  me  in  mine 
owne  houfe,  mofl  beaflly  in  good  faith,  a cares  not  what  mif- 
chiefe  he  doe?,  if  his  weapon  be  out,  he  will  foyne  like  any 
diuell,  he  will  fpare  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child. 

Phang.  If  I can  clofe  with  him,  I care  not  for  his  thruft. 

Hoji,  No  nor  I neither,  He  be  at  your  elbow. 
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Phang.  And  I but  fid  him  once,  and  a come  but  within 
my  view. 

Ho/l.  I am  vndone  by  his  going,  I warrant  you,  hees  an 
infinitiue  thing  vppon  my  fcore,  good  maifter  Phang  holde 
him  fure,  good  madei  Snare  let  him  not  fcape,  a comes  con- 
tinually to  Pie  corner  (fauingyour  manhoods)  to  buy  a faddle» 
and  he  is  indited  to  dinner  to  the  lubbers  head  in  Liimbert 
Jlreete  to  maftcr  Smooths  the  filk  man,  I pray  you  fince  my 
exion  is  entred,  and  my  cafe  fo  openly  knowne  to  the  worlde, 
let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  anfwer,  a hundred  marke  is  a 
long  one,  for  a poore  lone  woman  to  beare,  and  I haue  borne, 
and  borne,  and  borne,  and  haue  bin  fubd  off,  and  fubd  off, 
and  fubd  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a fhame  to 
be  thought  on,  there  is  no  honefly  in  fuch  dealing,  vnlelTe  a 
woman  fliould  be  made  an  affe,  and  a bead,  to  beare  euery 
knaues  wrong : yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  malmfie- 
nofe  knaue  Bardolfe  with  him,  do  your  offices,  do  your  offi- 
ces mailer  Phag,  and  mailer  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me 
your  offices. 

Enter  fir  lohn,  and  Bardolfe,  and  the  boy, 

Ealfl.  ,How  now,  whofe  mare’s  dead  ? whats  the  matter  ? 

Phang.  I arreil  you  at  the  fute  of  miilris  ^lickly. 

Falji.  Awayvarlets,  dr Bardolfe,  cut  me  od  the  villaines 
head,  throw  the  queane  in  the  channell. 

Hqfi.  Throw  me  in  the  channell?  He  throw  thee  in  the 
channell,  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou,  fhou  baftardly  rogue,  murder^ 
murder,  a thou  honifuckle  villaine,  wilt  thou  kill  Gods  of- 
ficers and  the  kings  ? a thou  honifeed  rogue,  thou  art  a ho- 
nifeed,  a man  queller,  and  a woman  queller. 

Falfl.  Keepe  them  off  Bardolfe, 

Ojfc.  A relkew,  a refltew. 

Hoft.  Good  people  bring  a relkew'  or  two,  thou  wot,  wot 
thou,  thou  wot,  wot  ta,  do  do  thou  rogue,  do  thou  hempfeed. 

Boy, 
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Boy.  Away  you  fcullian,  you  rampallian,  you  fuftilarlan, 
He  tickle  your  cataflrophe. 

Enter  lord  chief e iiijiice  and  his  men. 

Lord.  What  is  the  matter  ? keepe  the  peace  here,  ho. 

Hojlejfe.  Good  my  lord  be  good  to  me,  I befeech  you  Hand 
to  me. 

Lord.  How  now  Hr  lohuy  what  are  you  brawling  here  ? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bahnefle  ? 

You  diould  haue  bin  well  on  your  way  to  Torke : 

Stand  from  him  lellow,  wherefore  hang’ff  thou  vpon  him. 

Hqfl.  O my  moft  worlhipful  lord,  and't  pleafe  your  grace 
lama  poore  widdow  of  Eajlcheape,  and  he  is  arrefted  at  my 
fute. 

Lord.  For  what  fumme? 

Hojl,  It  is  more  then  for  fome  my  lord,  it  is  for  al  I haue, 
he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home,  he  hath  put  all  my 
fubflance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his,  but  I wil  haue  fome  of  it 
out  againe,  or  I wil  ride  thee  a nights  like  the  mare. 

Falj}.  I think  I am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare  if  I haue  any 
vantage  of  ground  to  get  vp. 

Lord.  How  comes  this  fir  lohn  ? what  man  of  good  tem- 
per would  endure  this  tempefi  of  exclamation,  are  you  not 
alhamed  to  inforce  a poore  widdow,  to  fo  rough  a courfe  to 
come  by  her  owne.  - ^ 

Falji.  What  is  the  groITe  fumme  that  I owe  thee  ? 

HoJl.  Mary  if  thou  wert  an  honefi  man,  thy  felfe  and  the 
mony  too:  thou  didd  fweare  to  me  vpon  a parcell  guilt  gob- 
let, fitting  in  my  dolphin  chamber,  at  the  round  table  by  a 
fea  cole  fire,  vpon  Wednefday  in  Wheefon  weeke,  when  the 
prince  broke  thy  head,  for  liking  his  father  to  a finging  man 
of  IVinJor,  thou  did  ft  fweare  to  me  the,  as  I was  w’afhing  thy 
‘wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife,  canft 
thou  deny  it,  did  not  good  wife  Keech  the  butchers  wife  come 

K k 3 ia 


The  Second  Part  of 

iti  then,  and  cal  me  goffip  Richly ^ comming  in  to  borow  a 
tnelTe  of  vinegar,  telling  vs  flae  had  a good  difli  of  prawnes, 
whereby  thou  didfl  defire  to  eate  fome,  whereby  I told  thee 
they  were  ill  for  a greene  wound,  and  didft  thou  not,  when 
fhe  was  gone  down  flayers,  defire  me,  to  be  no  more  fo  fami- 
liarity, with  fuch  poore  people,  faying  that  ere  long  they 
fhould  cal  me  madam,  and  didfl  thou  not  kiffe  me,  and 
bid  me  fetch  thee  thirtie  rhillings,  I put  thee  now  to  thy  bookc 
oath,  denie  it  if  thou  canfl. 

Falft.  My  lord  this  is  a poore  made  foule,  and  flie  faies  vp 
and  downe  the  towne,  that  her  eldefl  fonue  is  like  you,  fhe 
. hath  bin  in  good  cafe  and  the  irueth  is  pouerty  hath  diflrafled 
her,  but  for  thefe  foolifii  officers,  I befeech  you  I may  haue 
redrefife  againfl  them. 

Lo.  Sir  lohriy  fir  lohuy  I am  wel  acquainted  with  your  ma- 
ner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe,  the  falfe  way  : it  is  not  a 
confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with  fuch 
more  then  impudent  faweines  from  you,  can  thrufl  me  from  a 
leuel  confideration : you,  haue^as  it  appeares  to  me  pracflifde 
vpon  the  eafie  yeelding  fpirite  of  this  woman,  and  made  her 
ferue  your  vfes  both  in  purfc  and  in  perfon. 

Hod,  Yea  in  truth  my  lord. 

Lo.  Pray  thee  peace,  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe  her,  and 
vnpay  the  villany  you  haue  done  with  her,  the  one  you  may 
doe  with  flerling  mony,  and  the  other  with  currant  repent- 
ance. 

Falji.  My  lord  I will  not  vndergoe  this  fnepe  without  re- 
ply, you  cal  honorable  boldnes  impudent  faweineffe,  if  a man 
wil  make  curtfie  and  fay  nothing,  he  is  vertuous,  no  my  lord 
my  humble  duty  remembred,  I will  not  bee  your  futer,  I fay 
to  3’’ou  I do  defire  deliuerance  from  thefe  officers,  being  vpon 
hafty  imployment  in  the  kings  affayres. 
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Lord.  Yon  fpeake  as  haulng  power  to  do  wrong,  but  an- 
fvver  in  th ’effect  of  your  reputation,  and  fatisfie  the  poore  wo- 
man. 

Fa!/l.  Come  hither  hoftefle. 

Enter  a mejjenger. 

Lord.  Now  mafier  Govjery  what  newcs. 

CfO'wcr.  The  king  my  lord,  and  Harry  prince  of  JVales, 

Are  neare  at  hand,  the  refl  the  paper  tells. 

Falji.  As  I am  a gentleman. 

Hoft.  Faith  you  faid  fo  before. 

Falji.  As  I am  a gentleman,  come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Hoji.  By  this  heaunly  ground  I tread  on,  I muft  be  faine 
to  pawne  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  dining 
chambers. 

Falji.  GlafTes  glafTes  is  the  onely  drinking,  and  for  thy  wals 
a pretty  Height  drollery,  or  the  Horie  of  the  prodigal,  or  the 
Jarman  hunting  in  waterworke,  is  worth  a thoufand  of  thefe 
bed -hangers,  and  thefe  flie  bitten  tapeftrie,  let  it  be  x.  1.  if 
thoucanfl:  come,  .and  t were  not  for  thy  humors,  theres  not 
a better  wench  in  England,  goe  wafh  thy  face  and  draw  the 
affion,  come  thou  muff  not  be  in  this  humor  with- me,  doft 
not  know  me,  come,  come,  I know  thou  waff  fet  on  to  this. 

HoJi.  Pray  thee  fir  John  let  it  be  but  twentie  nobles,  ifaith 
I am  loath  to  pawne  my  plate  fo  God  faue  me  law. 

Falji.  Let  it  alone.  He  make  odier  fhift,  youle  be  a foole 

mi. 

Hoft.  Well,  you  fliall  haue  it,  though  I pawne  my  gowne, 
I hope  youle  come  to  fupper,  youle  pay  me  altogether. 

Falft.  Wil  I Hue  ? goe  with  her,  with  her,  hooke  on,  hooke 
on.  Exit  hojiejje  and fergeant^ 

Hoft-  Will  you  haue  Doll  Tere-JJoeet  meete  you  at  fupper. 

Falji.  No  more  words,  lets  haue  her. 

Lord.  I haue  heard  better  newes. 
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Faljl»  Whats  the  newes  my  lord  ? 

Lord.  Where  lay  the  king  to  night  ? 

Mejf.  At  BiUingfgatc  my  lord. 

FalJI.  I hope  my  lord  al’s  well,  what  is  the  newes  my  lord  ? 

Lord.  Come  all  his  forces  backe  ? 

MeJf.  No,  fifteen  hundred  foot,  fine  hundred  horfe 
Are  marcht  vp  to  my  lord  of  Lancajler^ 

Againlf  Northumberland^  and  the  archbifhop. 

Falji.  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales ^ my  noble  lord  ? 

Lord.  You  fhall  haue  letters  of  me  prefentl}^ 

Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  maffer  Gower. 

Falji.  My  lord. 

Lord.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Faljlaffe.  Maifler  Gower ^ fhall  I intreate  you  with  mee  to 
dinner  > 

Gower.  I muft  waite  vpon  my  good  lord  here,  I thank  you 
good  fir  lohn. 

Lord.  Sir  lohn,  you  loyter  heere  too  long, 

Being  you  are  to  take  fouldiers  vp 
In  counties  as  you  go. 

Faljlaffe.  Will  you  fuppe  with  mee  maifler  Gower  F 

Lord.  What  foolifh  maifler  taught  you  thefe  manners,  fir 
John  F 

Faljlaffe.  Maifler  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  hee  was 
a foole  that  taught  them  m.ee : this  is  the  right  fencing  grace^ 
my  lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  faire. 

Lord.  Now  the  lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a great  foole. 

Enter  the  prince,  Poynes,  ftr  lohn  Ruffel,  with  other. 

Prince.  Before  God,  I am  exceeding  weary. 

Poynes.  Ifl  comiC  to  that  ? I had  thought  wearines  durfl 
not  haue  attacht  one  of  fo  hie  blond. 
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Prince.  Faith  it  does  me,  though  it  difcolors  the  complexi- 
on of  my  greatnes  to  acknowledge  it : doth  ii  not  flievv  vildly 
in  me,  to  defire  fmall  beere  ? 

Poynes.  Why  a prince  fliould  not  be  fo  loofely  lludied,  as 
to  remember  fo  weake  a compofition. 

Prince.  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not  princely  gote,  for 
by  my  troth,  I do  now  remember  the  poor  creature  fmal 
beere.  But  indeed  thefe  humble  confidcrations  make  me  out 
of  loue  with  my  greatneffe.  What  a difgrace  is  it  to  mee  to 
remember  thy  name  ? or  to  know  thy  face  to  morow  ? or  to 
take  note  how  many  paire  of  hike  ftockings  thou  haft  with 
thefe,  and  thofe  that  were  thy  peach  colourd  once,  or  to  beare 
the  inuentorie  of  thy  fhirts,  as  one  for  fuperfluitie,  and  another 
for  vfe.  But  that  the  tennis  court  keeper  knows  better  than 
I,  for  it  is  a low  eb  of  linnen  with  thee  when  thou  kcepeft  not 
racket  there,  as  thou  haft  not  done  a great  while,  becaufe  the 
reft  of  the  low  countries  hane  eate  vp  thy  holland  : and  God 
knows  whether  thofe  that  bal  out  the  ruines  of  thy  linnen  ftial 
inherite  his  kingdom  : but  the  midwiues  fay,  the  children  are 
not  in  the  fault  wherevpon  the  world  increafes,  and  kinreds 
are  mightily  ftrengthened. 

Poynes.  How  ill  it  followes,  after  you  haue  labored  fo  hard, 
you  ftioulcf  talke  fo  ydely  ! tell  me  how  many  good  yong  prin- 
ces woulde  doe  fo,  their  fathers  being  fo  ficke,  as  yours  at 
this  tiine  is. 

Prince.  Shall  I tel  thee  one  thing  Poynes  ? 

Poynes.  Yes  faith,  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

Prince.  It  (hall  feme  among  wittes  of  no  higher  breeding 
then  thine. 

Poynes.  Go  to,  I ftand  the  pufti  of  your  one  thing  that 
you  will  tell. 

Prince.  Mary  I tell  thee  it  is  not  meete  that  I fhould  bee 
fad  now  my  father  is  ficke,  albeit  I could^tell  to  thee,  as  to 
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one  It  pleafes  me  for  a fault  of  a better  to  call  my  friend,  I 
could  be  fad,  and  fad  indeede  too. 

Poynes,  Very  hardly,  vpon  fuch  a fubieft. 

Prince.  By  this  hand,  thou  thinkeft  me  as  farre  In  the  di- 
Tiels  booke,  as  thou  and  Faljiaffey  for  obduracie  and  perfift- 
ancie,  let  the  end  trie  the  man,  but  I tel  thee,  my  heart 
bleeds  inwardly  that  my  father  is  fo  fick,  and  keeping  fuch 
vile  company  as  thou  arte,  hath  in  reafon  taken  from  me  all 
orientation  of  forrowe. 

Poynes.  The  reafon. 

Prince.  What  wouldfl  thou  thinke  of  me  if  I Ihould  weep? 

Poynes.  I woulde  thincke  thee 'a  moll  princely  hypocrite. 

Prince.  It  would  bee  euery  mans  thought,  and  thou  arte  a 
bleffed  fellow,  to  thinke  as  euery  man  thinkes,  neuer  a mans 
thought  in  the  world,  keepes  the  rode  way  better  then  thine, 
euerie  man  would  thinke  me  an  hypocrite  indeede,  and  what 
accites  your  mofl  worfhipfull  thought  to  thinke  fo  ? 

Poynes*  Why  becaufe  you  haue  been  fo  lewd  and  fo  much 
engraffed  to  Faljlaffe. 

Prince.  And  to  thee. 

Poynes.  By  this  light  I am  well  fpoke  on,  I can  heare  it 
with  mine  owne  eares,  the  worfl  that  they  can  fay  of  me  is 
that  I am  a fecond  brother,  and  that  I am  a proper  fellow  of 
my  hands,  and  thofe  two  things  i confeiTe  I cannot  helpe  : by 
the  mafie  here  comes  Bardolfe. 

Enter  Bardolfe  <^nd  boy. 

Prince.  And  the  boy  that  I gaue  Faljiaffcy  a had  him  from 
me  chriflian,  and  looke  If  the  fat  villaine  haue  not  transformd 
him  ape.^  , . 

Bard.  God  faue  your  grace. 

Prince.  And  yours  moil  noble  Bardolfe. 

Poynes.  Come  you  vertuous  affe,  you  baflifull  foole,  mufl 
you  be  blufhing,  wherefore  blulh  you  now  ? what  a maidenly 
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mnn  at  armes  are  you  become  ? ill  fuch  a matter  to  get  a pottle- 
pots  maidenhead  ? 

Boy.  A calls  me  enow  my  lord  through  a red  lattice,  and 
I could  difcerne  no  part  of  his  face  from  the  window,  at  laft 
I fpied  his  eies,  and  me  thought  he  had  made  two  holes  in  the 
ale  wiues  peticote  and  fo  pcept  through. 

Prince.  Has  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away  you  horfon  vpright  rabble,  away. 

Boy.  Away  you  rafcally  /lltheas  dreame,  away. 

Prince.  Inffrudf  vs  boy,  what  dreame  boy  ? 

Boy.  Mary  my  lord.  Jit  hear  dreampt  fhe  was  delluered  of 
a firebrand,  and  therefore  I call  him  her  dreame. 

Prince.  A crownes  worth  of  good  interpretation  there  tis 
boy. 

Poines.  O that  this  blofTome  could  be  kept  from  cankers  ! 
well,  there  is  fixpence  to  preferue  thee. 

Bard.  And  you  do  not  make  him  hangd  among  you,  the 
gallowes  fhall  haue  wrong. 

Prince.  And  how  doth  thy  maffer  Bardolfe? 

Bard.  Well  my  lord,  he  heard  of  your  graces  comming  to 
towne,  theres  a letter  for  you. 

Poynes.  Deliuerd  with  good  refpe^f,  and  how  doth*  the 
I\lartle7naJ]e  your  mafter 

Bard.  In  bodily  health  fir. 

Poynes.  Mary  the  immortall  part  needes  a phifitian,  but 
that  moues  not  him,  though  that  be  ficke,  it  dies  not. 

Prince.  I do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me,  as 
my  dogge,  ’and  he  holds  his  place,  for  looke  you  how  he 
writes. 

Poynes.  lohn  Faljlaffe  knight,  euery  man  muff  know  that 
as  oft  as  he  has  occafion  to  name  himfelfe  : eueu  like  thofe  that 
are  kin  to  the  king  for  they  neuer  pricke  their  finger,  but  they 
fitye,  theres  feme  of  the  kings  bloud  fpilt ; how  comes  that 
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(faies  he)  that  takes  vppon  him  not  to  conceiue  the  anfwer  is 
as  ready  as  a borowed  cap : lam  the  kings  pcore  cofin,  fir. 

Prince.  Nay  they  will  be  kin  to  vs,  or  they  will  fetch  it 
from  laphety  but  the  letter,  fir  lohn  Falflaffe  knight,  to  the 
fonne  of  the  king,  neareft  his  father,  Harry  prince  of  Walcs^ 
greeting. 

Poynes,  Why  this  is  a certificate. 

Prince,  Peace. 

I will  imitate  the  honourable  Romanes  in  breuitie. 

Poynes,  He  fure  meancs  breuity  in  breath,  (hort  \ylnded, 

I commend  mee  to  thee,  I commend  thee,  and,  I leauc  thee, 
be  not  too  familiar  with  PoyneSy  for  he  mifufes  thy  fauours  fo 
much,  that  he  fweares  thou  art  to  mary  his  fifter  Nel,  repent 
at  idle  times  as  thou  maiff,  and  fo  farwel. 

Thine  by  yea,  and  no,  which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  as 
thou  vfefl  him,  lacke  FaIJiaffe  with  my  family,  lohn 
w'ith  my  brothers  and  lifters,  and  fir  lohn  with  all 
Europe. 

Poynes.  My  lord.  He  fteep  this  letter  in  facke  and  make  him 
eate  it. 

Prince.  Thats  to  make  him  eate  twenty  of  his  words,  but 
do  you  vfe  me,  thus  Ned  F muft  I marrie  your  fifter  ? 

Poynes.  God  fend  the  wench  no  worfe  fortune,  but  I neucr 
faid  fo. 

Prince.  Wei,  thus  we  play  the  fooles  with  the  time,  and 
the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clowdes  and  mocke  vs,  is  your 
mafter  here  in  London  ? 

Bard.  Yea  my  lord. 

Prince,  W^here  fups  he  i doth  the  old  boare  feede  in  the 
old  franke  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  Eajlcheape. 

Prince.  What  companie  ? 

Boy,  EphefianSy  my  lord,  of  the  old  church. 

Prince,  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Boy, 


Boy.  None  my  lord,  but  old  miftrls  ^dckly,  and  millris 
Dol  Tere-Jheet. 

Prince.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 

Boy,  A proper  gentlewoman  fir,  and  a kinfwoman  of  my^ 
mafttrs. 

Prince.  Euen  fuch  kinne  as  the  parllh  heicfors  are  to  the 
towne  bull,  fhall  we  fteule  vpon  them  Ned  at  fupper  ? 

Poynes.  I am  your  fliadow  my  lord,  He  follow  you. 

Prince,  Sirra,  you  boy  and  Bardolfe^  no  worde  to  your  ma- 
fler  that  I am  yet  come  to  towne ; theres  for  your  filence. 

Bar.  I haue  no  tongue  fir. 

Boy.  And  for  mine  fir,  I will  gouerne  it. 

Prince.  Fare  you  well  : go,  this  Doll  Tere-Jheet e fliould  be 
fome  rode. 

Poyns.  I warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between  S. 
A lb  on  s and  London. 

Prince.  How  might  we  fee  Fajlajfe  beflow  himfelf  to  night 
in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our  felues  be  feene  I 

Poynes.  Put  on  two  letherne  ierkins  and  aprons,  and  waite 
vpon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

Prince.  From  a god  to  a bul,  a heauy  defcenfion,  it  was 
loues  cafe,  from  a prince  to  a prentife,  a low  transformation, 
that  fhal  be  mine,  for  in  euery  thing  the  purpofe  muft  weigh 
with  the  folly,  follow  me  Ned.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Northumberland  his  ivifcy  and  the  wife  to  Harry  Percie. 

North.  I pray  thee  louing  wife  and  gentle  daughter, 
Giueeuen  way  vnto  my  rough  affaires, 

Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times, 

And  be  like  them  to  Percy  troublefome. 

Wife.  I haue  giuen  ouer,  I will  fpeake  no  more. 

Do  what  you  wil,  your  wifedome  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas  fweete  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawne, 

And  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redecme  it. 
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Kate.  O yet  for  Gods  fake,  go  not  to  thefe  wars, 

The  time  was  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 

When  you  were  more  endeere  to  it  then  now, 

When  your  owne  Percie,  when  my  hearts  deere  Harry, 

Threw  many  a northward  looke,  to  fee  his  father. 

Bring  vp  his  powers,  but  he  did  long  in  vaine. 

Who  then  perfwaded  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 

There  were  two  honors  lofl,  yours,  and  your  fonnes, 

For  yours,  the  God  of  heauen  brighten  it, 

For  his,  it  ftucke  vpon  him  as  the  funne 

In  the  grey  vault  of  heauen,  and  by  his  light 

Did  all  the  cheualry  of  England  moue 

To  do  braue  afls,  he  was  indeede  the  glaffe 

Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dreffe  themfelucs. 

North.  Belhrew  your  heart, 

Faire  daughter,  you  do  draw  my  fpirltes  from  me. 

With  new  lamenting  ancient  ouerfights. 

But  I mull:  go  and  meete  with  danger  there. 

Or  it  will  feeke  me  in  another  place. 

And  find  me  worfc  prouided. 

Wife.  O flie  to  Scot  land y 

Till  that  the  nobles  and  the  armed  commons, 

\ 

Haue  of  their  piiificince  made  a little  tafie. 

Kate.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the  king, 

Then  ioyne  you  with  them  like  a ribbe  of  fieele. 

To  make  firength  fironger  : but  for  al  our  loiies, 

Firfi:  let  them  trie  themfelues,  fo  did  your  fonne. 

He  was  fo  fuffred,  fo  came  I a widow. 

And  neuer  (hall  haue  length  of  life  enough, 

To  raine  vpon  remembrance  with  mine  eies. 

That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heauen, 

For  recordation  to  my  noble  hulband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me,  tis  with  rny  mind, 
As  with  the  tide,  fweld  vp  vnto  his  height, 
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That  makes  a ftil  ftand,  running  neither  way, 

Faine  would  I go  to  meete  the  archbifhop. 

But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  backe, 

I will  refolue  for  Scotland^  there  am  I, 

Till  time  and  vantage  craue  my  company.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a drawer  or  two. 

Francis.  What  the  diuel  hafl  thou  brought  there  apple 
lohns  ? thou  knoweft  fir  lohn  cannot  indure  an  apple  lohn. 

Draw  Mas  thou  faift  true,  the  prince  once  fet  a dilh  of  ap- 
ple Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  fine  more  Jir 
lohnSy  and  putting  off  his  hat,  faid,  I will  now  take  my  leaue 
of  thefe  fix  drie,  round,  old,  withered  knights,  it  angred  him 
to  the  heart,  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

Fran.  Why  then  couer  and  fet  them  downe,  and  fee  if  thou 
canft  find  out  Sneakes  noifc,  miflris  Tere-Jheet  would  faine 
heare  fome  mufique. 

Dra.  Difpatch,  the  roome  where  they  fupt  is  too  hot,  theile 
come  in  flraight. 

Francis.  Sirra,  here  wil  be  the  prince  and  mafler  Poynes 
anon,  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  ierkins  and  aprons,  and 
fir  John  mud:  not  know  of  it,  BardoJfe  hath  brought  word. 

Enter  Will. 

Dra.  By  the  mas  here  will  be  old  vtis,  It  wil  be  an  excel* 
lent  flratagem. 

Francis.  He  fee  if  I can  find  out  Sneake.  Exit. 

Enter  miftris  Quickly,  and  Doll  Tere-fheet. 

^lickly.  Yfaith  fweet  heart,  me  thinkes  now  you  are  in  an 
excellent  good  temperalitie.  Your  pulfidge  beates  as  extraor- 
dinarily as  heart  would  defire,  and  your  colour  I w'^arrant  you 
is  as  red  as  any  rofe,  in  good  truth  law  : but  yfaith  you  haue  ’ 
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drunke  too  much  cannaries,  and  thats  a maruelous  fearching 
wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  bloud  ere  one  can  fay,  whats  this, 
how  do  you  now  ? 

Tere,  Better  then  I was : hem. 

Why  thats  well  faid,  a good  heart’s  worth  gold:  loe 
here  comes  fir  John. 

Enter  fir  lohn. 

Sir  John.  When  Arthur  firff  in  court,  empty  the  iourdan 
and  was  a worthy  king  : how  now  miflris  Doll  P 

Hoft.  Sicke  of  a calme,  yea  and  good  faith. 

Falji.  So  is  all  her  fe61:,  and  they  be  once  in  a calme  they 
are  ficke. 

Tere,  A pox  damnc  you,  you  muddle  rafcall,  is  that  all  the 
comfort  you  giue  me 

Falji.  You  make  fat  rafcals  miflris  DoL 

Tere.  I make  them  ? gluttonie,  and  difeafes  make,  I make 
them  not. 

Fa)Jl.  If  the  cooke  help  to  make  the  gluttonie,  you  helpe  to 
make  the  difeafes  Doll,  we  catch  of  you  Dolly  we  catch  of  you 
graunt  that  my  poore  vertue,  grant  that. 

Doll.  Yea  ioy,  our  chaines  and  our  iewels. 

Fa.  Your  brooches,  pearles,  and  ouches  for  to  ferue  braue- 
ly,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know  to  come  off  the  breach, 
with  his  pike  bent  brauely,  and  to  furgerie  brauely,  to  ven- 
ture vpon  the  chargde  chambers  brauely. 

Doll.  Hang  your  felfe,  you  muddie  cunger,  hang  your 
felfe. 

Hof.  By  my  troth  this  is  the  old  fafhion,  you  two  neuer 
meet  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord,  you  are  both  ygood  truth 
as  rewmatique  as  two  dry  tofts,  you  cannot  one  beare  with 
anothers  cofirmities,  what  the  goodyere  one  muft  beare,  and 
that  muft  be  you,  you  are  the  weaker  veftell,  as  they  fay,  the 
emptier  veftel, 
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Dorothy.  Can  a weake  empty  v^fTell  beare  fuch  a huge  full 
hofrfhead  ? theres  a whole  marchats  venture  of  Biirdcux  ftuffe 

K.> 

in  him,  you  haue  not  feene  a hulke  better  Hurt  in  the  hold. 
Come,  He  be  friends  with  thee  lacke^  thou  art  going  to  the 
wars,  and  whether  I fliall  .euer  fee  thee  againe  or  no  there  is 
no  body  cares. 


Enter  draiver. 

Dra.  Sir,  antient  PiJioVs  belowe,  and  would  fpeake  with 
you. 

DoL  Hang  him  fwaggering  rafcal,  let  him  not  come  hither 
it  is  the  foule-monthd’H  rogue  in  England. 

Hoji.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here,  no  by  my 
faith  1 muH  line  among  my  neighbours.  He  no  fwaggerers,  I 
am  in  good  name,  and  fame  with  the  very  befl : fliut  the 
doore,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here,  I haue  not  liu’d  al  this 
while  to  haue  fwaggering  now,  fhut  the  doore  I pray  you. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  heare  hoHelfe  r 

Hoft.  Pray  ye  pacifie  your  feife  fir  lohuf  there  comes  no 
fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  DoH  thou  heare?  it  Is  mine  ancient.  * . 

Ho.  Tilly  filly,  fir  lohn,  nere  tel  me:  and  your  ancient 
fwaggrer  comes  not  in  my  doores  : I was  before  maifler  Tificke 
the  debuty  tother  day,  and  (as  he  fiid  to  me)  twas  no  longer 
ago  than  IVedfday  laH,  I good  faith,  neighbor  ^iickely,  fayes 
he,  maiHer  Dnrnbe  our  minider  was  by  then,  neighbor  Sick- 
ly (flies  he)  receiue  thofe  that  are  ciuil,  for  (fiicle  he)  you  are 
in  an  ill  name : now  a faide  fo,  I can  tell  whereupon.  For 
(faies  he)  you  are  an  honeft  woman,  and  well  thought  on, 
therefore  take  heede  what  gheds  you  receiue,  receiue  (faies 
he)  no  fwaggeung  companions  : there  comes  none  here  : you 
would  blelTe  you  to  heare  what  he  faid : no,  He  no  fwaggrers. 

Falft.  Hees  no  fwaggrer  hodeire,  a tame  cheter  yfaith,  you 
may  Hroke  him  as  gently  as  a puppy  grey- hound,  heele  not 
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fwagger  with  a Barbary  hen,  if  her  feathers  turne  backe  in 
any  Qiew  of  refiftance,  call  him  vp  drawer. 

Hoji.  Cheter  call  you  him  ? I will  barre  no  honeft  man  my 
houfe,  nor  no  cheter,  but  I do  not  loue  fwagering  by  my 
troth,  I am  the  worfe  when  one  faies  fwagger : feele  maiflers, 
how  I fliake,  lookc  5’ou,  I warrant  you. 

TereJJj.  So  you  do  holleffe. 

Hqft.  Doe  I ? yea  in  very  trueth  doe  I,  and  twere  an  afpen 
leafe,  I cannot  abide  fwaggrers. 

Enter  ant  lent' Vi9io\y  Bardolfes 

Piftol.  God  faue  you  fir  lohn. 

Fal.  Welcome  ancient  PiJloU,  heere  Piftolly  I charge  you 
with  a cuppe  of  facke,  do  you  difcharge  vpon  mine  hofteffe. 

Pift.  I will  difcharge  vpon  her  fir  lohn,  with  tw'o  bullets. 

FaL  She  is  pifloll  proofe  : fir,  you  fhall  not  hardely  offend 
her. 

HoJi.  Come,  He  drink  no  proofes,  nor  no  bullets,  He  drink 
no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  mans  pleafure,  I. 

Pifi.  Then,  to  you  miftris  Dorothy,  I will  charge  you. 

Doro.  Charge  me I fcorne  you,  fcuruy  companion  : what 
you  poore  bafe  rafcally  cheting  lacke-linnen  mate  i*  away  you 
mouldie  rogue,  away,  I am  meate  for  your  maifter. 

Pift,  I know  you  miftris  Dorothy, 

Doro.  Away  you  cutpurfe  rafcail,  you  filthy  boung,  away, 
by  this  wine  He  thruft  my  knife  in  your  mouldie  chappes,  and 
.you  play  the  fawcie  cuttle  with  me.  Away  you  bottle  ale  raf- 
cail, you  baflcet  hilt  ftale  iuggler,  you.  Since  when,  I pray 
you  fir  : Gods  light,  with  two  points  on  your  fhoulder  ? 
much. 

Pift.  God  let  me  not  line,  but  I will  murther  your  ruffe 
for  this. 

Sir  lohn.  No  more  Pijlol,  I would  not  haue  you*  go  off 
here,  difcharge  your  felfe  of  our  company,  PiftolL 
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Hojl.  No,  good  captaine  Pijioll,  not  here,  fvvecte  captalne. 

Doro.  Captain,  thou  abhominable  damnd  cheter,  art  thou 
not  afhamed  to  be  called  captaine  ? and  captaines  were  of  my 
mind,  they  would  trunchion  you  out,  for  taking  their  names 
vpon  you,  before  you  haue  earnd  them  : you  a captaine  ? you 
flaue,  for  what  ? for  teareing  a poore  whoores  ruffe  in  a 
bawdy  houfe:  hee  a captaine!  hang  him  rogue,  he  liues  vpon 
mowldy  flewd  pruins,  and  dried  cakes : a captaine  ? Gods 
light  thefe  villaines  wil  make  the  w’ord  as  odious  as  the  word 
occupy,  which  was  an  excellent  good  worde  before  it  was  il 
for  ted,  therefore  captains  had  neede  look  too’t. 

Bard,  Pray  thee  go  downe  good  ancient. 

Faljl.  Hearke  thee  hither  miflris  Dol. 

Pifl.  Not  I,  I tell  thee  what  corporall  Bardolfcy  I could 
tcare  her.  He  be  reuengde  of  her. 

Boy.  Pray  thee  go  downe. 

Piji.  He  fee  her  damnd  firff,  to  Phitocs  damnd  lake  by  this 
had  to  th’infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and  tortures  vile  alfo ; 
holde  hooke  and  line,  fay  I : downe,  downe  dogges,  downe 
faters  haue  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hqjl.  Good  captain  Peefell  be  quiet,  tis  very  late  yfaith,  I 
befeeke  you  now  aggrauate  your  choller. 

Pift.  Thefe  be  good  humors  indeede,  fhal  pack-horfes,  and 
hollow  pamperd  iades  of  Jfia  which  cannot  goe  but  thirtie 
mile  a day,  compare  with  Ccefars  and  w’ith  Canibals^  and  Tro- 
lant  Greches  ? nay  rather  damne  them  with  king  Cerberus,  and 
let  the  welkin  roare,  fhall  We  fall  foule  for  toies  ? 

HoJl.  By  my  troth  captaine,  thefe  are  very  bitter  words. 

Bard.  Be  gone  good  ancient,  this  will  grow  to  a brawle 
anon. 

PiJl.  Men  like  dogges  glue  crownes  like  pins,  haue  we  not 
Hiren  here  ? 
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Hofl.  A my  word  captaliie,  theres  none  fuch  here,  what 
the  goodyeare  do  you  thinke  I would  denie  her  ? for  Gods 
fake  be  quiet. 

Fiji.  Then  feed  and  be  fat,  my  faire  CalipoliSy  come  giues 
fome  facke,  ft  fortune  me  tormente  fperato  me  contentOy  feare 
we  brode  Tides  ? no,  let  the  fiend  giue  fire,  giue  me  fome 
facke,  and  fweet  hart,  lie  thou  there,  come  we  to  ful  points 
here  ? and  are  & ca^teraes,  no  things  ? 

Faift.  Piftoly  I would  be  quiet. 

Pif.  Sweet  knight,  I kiffe  thy  neaffe,  what,  we  haue  feenc 
the  feuen  flarres. 

Dol.  For  Gods  fake  thrufl  him  down  flaires,  I cannot  in- 
dure  fuch  a fuflian  rafcall. 

Pifl.  Thrufl  him  downe  flaires,  know  we  not  Galloway 
nagges  ? 

Faift.  Quaite  him  downe  Bardolfe  like  a flioue-groat  (hil- 
ling, nay,  and  a doe  nothing  but  fpeake  nothing,  a fliall  be 
nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  downe  flaires. 

Pift.  What  fliall  we  haue  incifion  ? (hall  we  imbrew  then 
death  rocke  me  a fleepe,  abridge  my  dolefull  daies  : why  then 
let  grieuous  gaflly  gaping  wounds  vntwinde  the  fillers  three, 
come  Atropofe  I fay. 

Hoft.  Heres  goodly  fluffe  toward.  ■ 

Faift.  Glue  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Dol.  I pray  thee  lackey  I pray  thee  do  not  drawe. 

Fal.  Get  you  downe  ftaires. 

Hof.  Heres  a goodly  tumult,  lie  forfweare  keeping  houfa 
afore  lie  be  in  thcfe  tirrits  and  frights,  fo,  murder  I warant 
now,  alas,  alas,  put  vp  your  naked  weapons,  put  vp  your 
naked  weapons. 

Dol.  I pray  thee  lacke  be  quiet,  the  rafcal’s  gone,  ah  you 
horfon  little  vliaunt  villaine  you. 
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HoJl>  Are  you  not  hnrte  i’th  groyne  ? me  thought  a made 
a flirewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

Fal  Haue  you  turnd  him  out  a doores  ? 

Bar.  Yea  fir,  the  rafcars  drunke,  you  haue  hurt  him  fir 
i’th  (houlder. 

Fai.  A rafcall  to  braue  me  ? 

Dol.  A you  fvveet  little  rogue  you,  alas  poore  ape  how  thou 
fweatfl:,  come  let  me  wipe  thy  face,  come  on  you  horfone 
chops:  a rogue,  yfaith  I loue  thee,  thou  art  as  valorous  as 
HeFtor  of  Troyy  woorth  fine  of  Agamemnony  and  ten  times 
better  then  the  nine  worthies,  a villainc  ! 

* I « 

Fal.  Ah  rafcally  flaue ! I will  tolFe  the  rogue  in  a blanket. 

DgL  Do  and  thou  darft  for  thy  heart,  and  thou  doft.  He 
canuas  thee  betweene  a payre  of  flieetes. 

I 

Boy.  The  mufique  is  come  fir.  • 

, Enter  muficke. 

Fal.  Let  them  play,  play  firs,  ft  on  my  knee  Dolly  a raf- 
call bragging  flaue  ! the  rogue  fled  from  me  like  quickf  luer. 

Dol.  Yfaith  and  thou  followdfl;  him  like  a church,  thou 
horfon  little  tydee  Bartholemew  borepigge,  when  wilt  thou 
leaue  fighting  a daies  and  foyning  a nights,  and  begin  to 
patch  vp  thine  old  body  for  heauen. 

Enter  prince  and  Poynes. 

Fal.  Peace  good  Dolly  do  not  fpeake  like  a deathes  head,  do 

not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

$ 

Dol.  Sirra,  what  humour’s  the  prince  of  ? 

Fal.  A good  fhallow  yong  fellow,  a would  haue  made  a 
good  pantler,  a would  a chipt  bread  wel. 

Dol.  I'hey  fay  Poines  has  a good  wit. 

Fal.  He  a good  wit  ? hang  him  baboon,  his  wit’s  as  thicke 
as  Tewksbury  muftard,  theres  no  more  conceit  in  him  then  is 
in  a mallet. 
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DoL  Why  does  the  prince  loue  him  fo  then  ? 

Fal.  Bccaufe  their  legges  are  both  of  a bignefTe,  and  a plales 
at  quoites  well,  and  eates  cunger  and  fennel,  and  drinkes  ofT 
candles  endes  for  flappe-dragons,  and  rides  the  wilde  mare 
with  the  boyes,  and  iumpes  vpon  ioynd-flooles,  and  fweares 
with  a good  grace,  and  weares  his  bootes  very  fmoothe  like 
vnto  the  figne  of  the  legge,  and  breedes  no  bate  with  telling 
of  difcreet  ffories,  and  fuch  other  gambole  faculties  a has  that 
fiiow  a weake  minde,  and  an  able  bodie,  for  the  which  the 
prince  admits  him  : for  the  prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another, 
the  weight  of  a haire  wil  turne  fcales  between  their  haber  de 
poiz. 

Prince.  Would  not  this  naue  of  a wheele  haue  his  eares 
cut  off? 

Poynes,  Lets  beate  him  before  his  whore. 

Prince.  Looke  where  the  witherd  eider  hath  not  his  poule 
clawd  like  a parrot. 

Poynes*  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  defire  fhould  fo  many  yeeres 
out  Hue  performance. 

Talji.  KifTe  me  Do!!. 

Prince*  Saiurne  and  Venus  this  yeere  in  coniunclion  ? what 
faies  th’almanacke  to  that  ? 

Poyns.  And  look  whether  the  fierie  Trigon  his  man  be  not 
lifping  to  his  mailer,  old  tables,  his  note  booke,  his  counlel 
keeper  ? • 

Falft.  Thou  doH  giue  me  flattering  bufles.  • 

Hoi.  By  my  troth  I kifle  thee  with  a moB  coiiflant  heart. 

Falji,  I am  old,  I am  old. 

Do].  I loue  thee  better  then  I loue,  ere  a fcuruy  yong  boy 
of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  fluffe  wilt  haue  a kirtle  of  ? I (hall  receiue  mony 
a Thiirfday^  flialt  haue  a cap  to  morrow  : a merry  fong,  come 
it  growes  late,  week  to  bed,  thou’t  forget  me  when  I am 
gone.  / 
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Dol.  By  my  troth  thou’t  fet  me  a weeping  and  thou  faifl  fo, 
proue  that  euer  I drcfTe  my  felfe  haiidfome  til  thy  returne, 
wel  hearken  a’th  end. 

Fat.  Some  hicke  Francis. 

Princs,  Poynes.  Anon  anon  fir. 

Falft.  Ha  i a baflard  fonne  of  the  kings  ? and  arte  not  thou 
Poynes  his  brother  ? 

Prince.  Why  thou  globe  of  finfull  continents,  what  a life 
dofl  thou  leade  ? 

Faljl.  A better  then  thou,  I am  a gentleman,  thou  art  a 
drawer. 

Prince.  Very  true  fir,  and  I come  to  drawe  you  out  by  the 
cares. 

Hojl.  O the  lord  preferue  thy  grace  : by  my  troth  welcom 
to  London^  now  the  Lord  blefFe  that  fweete.  face  of  thine,  O 
lefu,  are  you  come  from  Wales  F 

Faji.  Thou  horfon  madde  compound  of  maieflie,  by  this 
light,  flefh,  and  corrupt  bloud,  thou  art  welcome.  , - 

Doll.  How  ? you  fat  foole  I fcorne  you. 

Poynes.  My  lorde,  he  will  driue  you  out  of  your  reuenge, 
and  turne  all  to  a merriment  if  you  take  not  the  heate. 

Prince.  You  horfon  candlemine  you,  how  vildly  did  you 
fpeake  of  me  nov/,  before  this  honeif,  vertuous,  ciuill  gentle- 
woman ? 

HoJl.  Gods  bleffing  of  your  good  heart,  and  fo  (he  is  by' 
my  troth. 

Falft.  Did  ft  thou  heare  me  ? 

Prince.  Yea  and  you  knew  me  as  you  did,  when  you  ranne 
away  by  Gadjhil,  you  knev/  I was  at  your  backe,  and  fpoke  ‘ 
it,  on  purpofe  to  trie  my  patience. 

Falft.  No,  no,  no,  not  fo,  I did  not  thinkc  thou  waft  with- 
in hearing. 

Prince.  I ftiall  driue  you  then  to  confefte  the  wilfull  abufe, 
and  then  I know  how  to  handle  you. 
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Falfl,  '''^Q  abufe  Hall  a mine  honour,  no  abufe. 

Prince.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  cal  me  pantler  and  bread* 
chipper,  and  I know  not  what  ? 

FaL  No  abufe  HalL 

Poynes.  No  abufe  ? 

FaJJl.  No  abufe  Ned  i’th  worlde,  honefi;  N'ed,  none,  I dif- 
praifde  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked  might  not  fall 
in  loue  with  thee  : in  which  doing,  I haue  done  the  part  of  a 
careful  I friend  and  a true  fubieef,  and  thy  father  is  to^giue  me 
thaukes  for  it,  no  abufe  Hall,  none  Ned,  none,  no  faith  boyes 
none. 

Prince.  See  now  whether  pure  feare  and  intire  cowardize, 
doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentlewoman  to  clofe 
with  vs  : is  die  of  the  wicked,  is  thine  holleffe  here  of  the 
wicked,  or  is  thy  boy  of  the  wicked,  or  honeft  Bardofe  whofe 
zeal  burnes  in  his  nofe  of  the  wicked  ? 

Poines.  Anfwer  thou  dead  elme,  anfwer. 

Faljl.  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardolfe  irrecouerable, 
and  his  face  is  Lueifers  priuy  kitchin,  where  he  doth  nothing 
but  roff  mault-wmrms,  for  the  boy  there  is  a good  angel  about 
him,  but  the  dluell  blinds  him  too. 

Prince.  For  the  weomen. 

Faljl.  For  one  of  them  fliees  in  hell  already,  and  burnes 
poore  fouies  : for  th’other  I owe  her  mony,  and  whether  fhe 
be  damnd  for  that  I know  not. 

Hqfl.  No  I v/arrant  you. 

Faljl.  No  I thinke  thou  art  not,  I thinke  thou  art  quit  for 
that,  mary  there  is  another  inditement  vpon  thee,  for  fuffering 
, flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe  contrary  to  the  law,  for  the 
which  I thinke  thou  wilt  howle. 

Hofi.  Al  vitlars  do  fo,  whats  a ioynt  of  mutton  or  twoo  in 
a whole  Lent  ? 

Prince.  You  gentlewoman. 

DoL  What  faies  your  grace  ? ' 

FaU 
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*Fal.  His  grace  faies  rhat  which  his  flefii  rebels  againfl. 

Peyto  knockes  at  the  chore. 

Hoft.  Who  knockes  fo  lowd  at  doore  ? looke  too’th  doore 
there  Francis. 

Prince.  Peyto,  how  now,  what  newes  ? 

Peyto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  IVeftminfter^ 

And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  poftes. 

Come  from  the  North,  and  as  I came  along, 

I met  and  ouertooke  a dozen  captaines, 

Bareheaded,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  tauernes. 

And  alking  eucry  one  for  fir  lohn  FaJJlaffe. 

Prince.  By  heauen  Poines,  I feele  me  much  too  blame. 

So  idely  to  prophane  the  precious  lime, 

When  tempell:  of  commotion  like  the  fouth. 

Borne  with  blacke  vapour  doth  begin  to  melt, 

And  drop  vpon  our  bare  vnarmed  heads, 

Giue  me  my  fword  and  cloke : Fafflaffe  good  night. 

Exeunt  prince  and  Poynes. 

Fal.  Now  corns  in  the  fweetefl:  morfel!  of  the  night,  and  we 
muft  hence,  and  leaue  it  vnpickt : more  knocking  at  the  doore, 
how  now,  whats  the  matter  ? 

Bar.  You  muft  away  to  court  fir  prefently,  . 

A dozen  captaines  flay  at  doore  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  mufitions,  firra,  farewel  hoflelTe,  farewel 
^ Dol,  you  fee  my  good  wenches  how  men  of  merrite  are  fought 
after,  the  vndeferuer  may  fieepe,  when  the  man  of  action  is 
cald  on,  farewell  good  wenches,  if  I be  not  fent  away  pofle,  I 
will  fee  you  againe  ere  I goe. 

Doll.  I cannot  fpeake,  if  my  hart  be  not  ready  to  burfl: : wel 
fweete  lacke,  haue  a care  of  thy  felfc. 

Fal.  Farewell,  farewell. 

Hoji.  Wel,  fare  thee  wel,  I haue  knowne  thee  thefe  twen- 
tie  nine  yeeres,  come  peafe-cod  time,  but  an  honeffer,  and 
truer  hearted  man  ; wel,  fare  thee  wel. 
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Bard.  Mlflris  Tere-Jljeete, 

Hoft.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  miftris  Tere-Jheete  come  to  my  m aider. 

Hoji.  O rtmne  Doll,  rnnne,  runne  good  Dolt,  come,  fhee 
comes  blubberd,  yea?  wil  you  come  Z)c// ? Exeunt, 

Enter  iujiice  Shaiiow,  and  iujlice  Silens. 

< 

Sha.  Come  on,  come  on,  conne  on,  glue  me  your  b"ind  fir, 
glue  me  your  hand  fir,  an  early  ftirrer,  by  the  roode : and 
how  doth  my  good  coonn  Silence  F 

Si.  Good  morrow  good  cooriae  Shallow. 

Sha,  And  how  doth  my  coofin  your  bedfellow  and  your 
faired  daughter  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  F 

Si.  Alas,  a blacke  woofel,  coofin  Shallow. 

Sha.  By  yea,  and  no,  fir,  I dare  fay  my  coofin  William  is 
become  a good  fcholler,  he  is  at  Oxford  dil,  is  he  not  ? 

Si,  indeede  fir  to  my  cod, 

Sha,  A mud  then  to  the  innes  a court  diortly : I was  once 
of  Clements  inne,  where  I thinke  they  wil  talke  of  mad  Shal- 
low yet. 

Si.  You  werecalld  ludy  Shallow  then,  coofin. 

Sha.  By  the  made  I wascalidany  thing,  and  I would  haue 
done  any  thing  indeede  too,  and  roundly  too  : there  was  I 
and  little  lohn  Doyt  of  Staffcrdjhire,  and  blacke  George  Baryies 
and  Francis  Pickebone,  and  Will  Squeele  a Cotfole  man,  you 
had  not  foure  fuch  fwinge-bucklers  in  all  the  innes  a court 
againe,  and  I may  fay  to  you,  - wee  knewe  where  the  bona 
robes  were,  and  had  the  beft  of  them  ail  at  commaundement : 
then  was  lacke  Faljlaffe,  now  fir  lohn^  a boy,  and  page  to" 
Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norffolke. 

Si.  This  fir  lobn,  coofin,  that  comes  hither  anone  about 
fouldiers  ? 

Sha.  The  fame  fir  John,  the  very  fame,  I fee  him  breakc 
Skoggins  at  the  court  gate,'  when  a was  a cracke,  nOf 
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^hus  high  : and  the  very  fame  day  did  I fight  with  one  Sa7n- 
fon  Stockejifb  a fruiterer  behinde  Greyes  Inne : lefii,  lefu,  the 
mad  dayes  that  I haue  fpent ! and  to  fee  how  many  of  my  olde 
acquaintance  are  dead. 

Si.  We  fhal  all  follow,  coofin. 

ShcL.  Ce’^taine,  tis  certaine,  very  fure,  very  furc,  death  (as 
the  pfalmifi:  faith)  is  certaine  to  all,  ail  (hall  die.  How  a good 
yoke  of  bullockes  at  Samfzrth  faire  ? 

Si.  By  my  troth  I was  not  there. 

Sha.  Death  is  certaine  : is  old  Dooble  of  your  towne  liuing 
yet  ? 

Si.  Dead  fir. 

Sha.  lefu,  lefu,  dead  ! a drew  a good  bow,  and  dead  ? a 
fiiot  a fine  fhoote  : lohn  a Gaunt  loued  him  well,  and  betted 
much  money  on  his  head.  Dead  a woulJe  haue  clapt  ith 
clowt  at  twelue  fcore,  and  carried  you  a forehand  fhaft  a four- 
teene  and  fouretcene  and  a halfe,  that  it  would  haue  doone  a 
mans  heart  good  to  fee.  How  a fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

Si.  Thereafter  as  they  bee,  a fcore  of  good  ewes  may  bee 

« 

worth  ten  pounds. 

Sha.  And  is  old  Doohle  dead  ? 

Si.  Here  come  two  of  fir  John  Faljlaf^es  men,  as  I thiiike. 

Enter  Bardolfe.  and  one  with  him. 

Bardolfe,  Good  morrow  honefi:  gentlemen. 

BardJfe.  I befeech  you,  which  is  iuflice  Shallow  ? 

Sha.  I am  Robart  Shallovje,  fir,  a poore  efquier  of  thi^ 
countie,  and  one  of  the  kings  iuftices  of  the  peace : what  is 
your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard,  My  captaine,  fir,  commends  him  to  you,  my  cap- 
tain fir  John  Faljiaffe^  a tall  gentleman,  by  heauen,  and  a moll 
gallant  leader. 
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Sha.  He  greetes  me  wel,  fir,  I knew  him  a good  backfv^ord 
man  : how  doth  the  good  knight?  may  I a(ke  how  mydadie 
his  wife  doth. 

Bar,  Sir,  pardon,  a fouldiour  is  belter  accommodate  then 
with  a wife. 

ShaJ.  It  is  well  faid  infaith  fir,  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed  too, 
better  accomodated,  it  is  good,  yea  indeede  is  it,  good  phrafes 
are  fnrely,  and  eiier  were,  very  commendable,  accommodated, 
it  comes  of  accommodo,  very  good,  a good  phrafe. 

Bar.  Pardon  fir,  I haue  heard  the  word,  phrafe  call  you 
it  ? by  this  daye  I knowe  not  the  phrafe,  but  I will  maintaine 
the  word  with  my  fword  to  be  a fouldier  like  word,  and  a - 
word  of  exceeding  good  command  by  heauen,  accommodated, 
that  is  when  a man  is  as  they  fay,  accommodated,  or  when  a 
man  is  being  wdiereby,  a may  be  thought  to  be  accommo- 
dated, which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falftaffe. 

Iiift.  It  is  very  iuft,  look,  here  comes  good  fir  lohn,  giue 
me  your  good  hand,  giue  me  your  worlhippes  good  hand,  by 
my  troth  you  like  well,  and  beare  your  yeeres  very  well,  wel- 
come good  fir  lohn, 

Falji.  I am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  mafter  Robert  Shal- 
low ^ mader  Soccard  (as  I thinke  ) 

Skal.  No  iir  John,  it  is  my  cofen  Scilens  in  commidion  with 
me. 

Falji.  Good  mafter  Scilens,  it  well  befits  you  fliould  be  of 
the  peace. 

Scil.  Your  good  worfhip  is  welcome. 

Fal.  Fie  this  is  hot  weather  gentlemen,  haue  5mu  prouided 
me  here  halfe  a dozen  fuflicient  men  ? 

Shal.  Mary  haue  vjq  fir,  wil  you  fit  ? 

Fal.  Let  me  fee  them  I befeech  you. 
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Shal.  Wheres  the  roule  ? wheres  the  roule  ? wheres  the 
roule  ? let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo, 
(fo,  fo)  yea  mary  fir,  Rafe  Mouldy  let  them  appeare  as  I cal, 
let  them  do,  fo,  let  them  do,  fo,  let  me  fee,  where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Mouldy.  Here,  and’t  pleafe  you. 

Shal.  What  think  you  fir  lohn,  a good  limbdc,  felow, 
yong,  ilrong,  and  of  good  friends. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldie  P r 

Moul.  Yea,  and’t  pleafe  you. 

Fal.  Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  vfde. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  mod  excellent  yfaith,  things  that’  arc 
mouldy  iacke  vfe:  very  fingular  good,  infaith  well  faid  fir 
John,  very  well  faid.  lohxi prickes  him, 

Moul.  I was  prickt  wel  enough  before,  and  you  could  haue 
let  me  alone,  my  old  dame  will  be  vndone  now  for  one  to  doe 
her  hulbandrie,  and  her  drudgery,  you  need  not  to  haue 
prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  then  I. 

Fal.  Go  to,  peace  Mouldy^  you  (hall  go.  Mouldy  it  is  time 
you  were  fpent. 

Moul.  Spent  ? 

Shal.  Peace  fellow,  peace,  ftand  afide,  know  you  where 
you  are  ? for  th’other  fir  lohn  : let  me  fee  Simon  Shadow. 

Fal.  Yea  mary,  let  me  haue  him  to  fit  vnder,  hees  like  to 
be  a cold  foldiour. 

Shal.  Wheres  Shadow  ? 

Shad.  Here  fir. 

Fal.  Shadow f whofe  fonne  art  thou 

Shad.  My  mothers  fonne  fir. 

Fal.  Thy  mothers  fonne  ! like  enough,  and  thy  fathers  flia- 
dow,  fo  the  fonne  oi^the  female  is  the  fliadow  of  the  male  : it 
is  often  fo  indeede,  but  much  of  the  fathers  fubdance. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him  fir  lofm  P 

Fal.  Shadow  will  lerue  for  fummer,  pricke  him,  for  we  haue 
a number  of  ftiadowes  fill  vp  the  muder  booke. 

Shal. 
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Shal,  Thomas  Wart  I 

Fal.  Wheres  he? 

Wart.  Here  hr. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea  fir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a very  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I pricke  him  fir  lohn  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous,  for  apparell  is  built  vpon  his  back, 
and  the  whole  frame  flands  vpon  pins,  pricke  him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it'fir,  you  can  do  it,  I com* 
mend  you  well  : Francis  Feeble, 

Feeble.  Here  fir. 

Shal.  What  trade  art  thou  Feeble?  ' 

Feeble,  A womans  tailer  fir. 

Shal.  Shall  I pricke  him  fir  ? 

FaL  "iou  may,  but  if  he  had  bin  a mans  tailer  hee’d  a prickt 
you  : wilt  thou  make  as  manie  holes  in  an  enemies  battaile,  as 
thou  haft  done  in  a womans  peticoate. 

Feeble.  I will  do  my  good  will  fir,  you  can  haue  no  more. 

Fal,  W ell  faide  good  womans  tailer,  well  laid  couragious 
Feeble i thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathfull  doue,  or  mofl 
magnanimous  moufe,  pricke  the  womans  tailer : wel  M.  ShaF 
low,  deepe  M.  Shalloiv. 

Feeble.  I would  Wart  might  haue  gone  fir. 

Fal.  I would  thou  wert  a mans  tailer,  that  thou  mightfl 
' mend  him  and  make  him  fit  to  gee,  I cannot  put  him  to  a pri- 
uale  fouldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fo  many  thoufands,  let  that 
fuffice  moft  forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble.  It  fliali  fuiFice  fir. 

N Fal.  I am  bound  to  thee  reuerend  Feeble^  who  is  next  ? 

Shal.  Peter  Bid- calf e o’th  greene. 

Fal.  Yea  mary,  lets  fee  Bul-calfe, 

B'ul.  Here  fir. 
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Fal.  Fore  God  a likely  fellow,  come  pricke  Bul-calfe  till  hce 
roare  againe. 

Bill.  O Lord,  good  my  lord  captalne. 

Fal.  What  dod:  thou  roare  before  thou  art  prickt  ? 

BuL  O Lord  fir,  I am  a difeafed  man. 

Fal.  What  difeafe  had:  thou  ? 

Bui.  A horfon  cold  fir,  a cough  fir,  which  I cought  with 
ringing  in  the  kings  afiaires  vpon  his  coronation  day  fir. 

.Fal.  Come,  thou  (halt  go  to  the  warres  in  a gowne,  wc 
wil  haue  away  thy  cold,  and  I wil  take  fuch  order  that  thy 
friendcs  fiaal  ring  for  thee.  Is  here  all  ? 

Shal.  Here  is  two  more  cald  then  your  number,  you  muft 
haue  but  foure  here  fir,  and  fo  I pray  you  goe  in  with  mee  to 
dinner. 

Fa.  Come,  I wil  go  drink  with  you,  but  I canot  tary  dinner : 
I am  glad  to  fee  you,  by  my  troth  mader  Shallo-w. 

Shal.  O fir  khn,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all  night 
in  the  windmil  in  faint  Georges  field  ? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that  mader  Shallozv. 

' Shal.  Ha,  iwas  a ratrry  night,  and  is  lane  Night-worke 
aliuc. 

Fal  ft.  She  lines  mader  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  neuer  could  away  with  me. 

Fa.  Neuer  neuer,  die  wold  alwaies  fay,  die  could  not  abide 
mader  Shallow. 

Sha.  By  the  made  I could  anger  her  too’th  heart,  die  was 
then  a bona  roba,  doth  die  hold  her  owne  vvel  ? 

Faf.  Old  old  mader  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay  die  mud  be  old,  die  cannot  chufe  but  be  old; 
certain  dices  old,  and  had  Robin  Night-work  by  old  Night- 
work,  before  I came  to  Clemham. 

S die  ns.  Thats  fiftie  fine  yeare  ago. 

Shal.  Ha  coufen  Salens  that  thou  hadd  feene  that  that 
this  knight  and  I haue  feene,  ha  fir  lohn^  faid  I wel? 
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Fal.  We  haue  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight  M.  Shallow, 

Sha.  That  we  haue  that  we  haue,  that  we  haue,  in  faith 
fir  lohn  we  haue,  our  w-iitch-worde  was  hemboies,  come  lets, 
to  dinner,  come  lets  to  dinner,  lelus  the  dales  that  wee  haue 
feene,  come,  come.  Exeunt. 

Bui.  Good  maifler  corporate  Bardolfe,  fland  my  friend, 
and  heres  foure  Harry  ten  fhillings  in  French  crowns  for  you, 
in  very  truth  hr,  I had  as  Hue  be  hangd  fir  as  go,  and  ^^et  for 
mine  owne  part  fir  I do  not  care,  but  rather  becaufe  I am  vn- 
willing,  and  for  mine  owne  part  haue  a defire  to  flay  with  my 
friends,  elfe  fir  I did  not  care  for  mine  owne  part  fo  much. 

Bard.  Go  to,  ftand  a fide. 

Mold.  And  good  maher  corporall  captaine,  for  my  dames 
fake  ftand  my  friend,  fhe  has  no  body  to  doe  any  thing  about 
her  when  I am  gone,  and  ftie  is  old  and  cannot  helpe  her  felfe, 
you  fhall  haue  forty  fir.  ' . 

Bar.  Go  to,  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  By  my  troth  I care  not,  a man  can  die  but  once,  we 
ovre  God  a death,  lie  nere  beare  a bafe  mind,  and’t  bee  my 
deftny : fo,  and’t  be  not,  fo,  no  man’s  too  good  to  feme’s 
prince,  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  yeere 
is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bar.  Well  faid,  th’art  a gbod  fellow. 

Feeble.  Faith  He  beare  no  bafe  mind. 

, Enter  Falftaffc  and  the  luji'ices. 

Fal.  Come  fir,  which  men  fnall  I haue  ? 

Shal.  Foure  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bar.  Sir,  a word  with  you,  I haue  three  pound  to  frof  • 
Mouldy  and  Bulcalfe. 

Fal.  Go  to,  well. 

I 

Shal.  Come  fir  lohiiy  which  foure  wil  you  haue  ? 

Fal.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

^ ■ 

shal.  Mary  then,  Mouldy,  Bulcalfe,  Feeble,  and  Sadow. 

Fal. 
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Fal.  Mouldy  and  Bulcalfe,  for  you  Mouldy  flay  at  home, 
til  you  are  part  feruice : and  for  your  part  BulcalfCy  grow  til 
you  come  vnto  it,  I will  none  of  you. 

Shal.  Sir  lohriy  fir  lohriy  doe  not  your  felfe  wrong,  they  are 
your  likeliefl  men,  and  I would  haue  you  ferude  with  the  befl, 

Fal.  Wil  you  tel  me  (mafler  Shallow)  how  to  chufe  a man  ? 
care  I for  the’limbe,  the  thewes,  the  flature,  bulke  and  big 
afTemblance  of  a man : giuc  me  the  fpirit  M Shalow : heres 
Warty  you  fee  what  a ragged  apparance  it  is,  a fhall  charge  you, 
and  difcharge  you  with  the  motion  of  a pewterers  hammer, 
come  off  and  on  fwifter  then  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewers 
bucket : and  this  fame  halfe  facde  fellow  Shadow y giue  me  this 
man,  he  prefents  no  marke  to  the  enemy,  the  fo-man  may 
with  as  great  aime  leuel  at  the  edge  of  a pen-knife,  and  for  a 
retraite  how  fwiftly  wil  this  Feeble  the  womans  tailer  runne 
off  ? O giue  mee  the  fpare  men,  and  fpare  me  the  great  ones, 
putte  mee  a caliuer  into  Warts  hand  Bardolfe. 

Bar.  Hold  IVarty  trauers  thas,  thas,  thas. 

Fal.  Come  mannage  me  your  caliuer  : fo,  very  wel,  go  to, 
very  good,  exceeding  good,  O giue  me  alwaies  a little  leane, 
olde  chopt  ballde,  fhot : well  faid  yfaith  Warty  thwart  a good 
fcab,  hold,  theres  a teller  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  crafts-mafler,  he  doth  not  do  it  right ; I 
remember  at  Mile-end  greene,  when  I lay  at  Clements  inne,  I 
was  then  fir  Dagonet  in  Arthurs  (how,  there  was  a little  qni- 
uer  fellow,  and  a would  mannage  you  his  peece  thus,  and  a 
would  about  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in, 
rah,  tah,  tah,  would  a fay,  bounce  would  a fay,  and  away 
again  would  a go,  and  againe  would  a come  : I fhall  nere  fee 
fuch  a fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellowes  wooll  doe  w'ell  M.  Shallow y God  keep 
you  M.  ScilenSy  I will  not  vfe  many  words  with  you,  fare  you’ 
wel  gentlemen  both,  I thank  you,  I muff  a dofen  mile  to 
night:  Bardolfe,  giue  the  fouldiers  coatqs. 

VoL.  II.  M m 
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Shal.  Sir  lohriy  the  Lord  blefTe  you,  God  profper  your  af- 
faires, God  fend  vs  peace  at  your  returne,  villt  our  houfe,  let 
our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed,  peraduenture  I will  with  ye 
to  the  court. 

FaL  Fore  God  would  you  would. 

Shdl.  Go  to,,  I haue  fpoke  at  a word,  God  keep  you. 

FaL  Fare  you  well  gentle  gentlemen.  ' Exit  '. 

Shal.  On  Bardolfe,  leade  the  men  away,  as  I returne  I will 
fetch  off  thefe  iuhices,  I do  fee  the  bottome  of  iuftice  Shallonvy 
Lord,  Lord,  how  fubie^  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  ly- 
ing, this  fame  llaru’d  iuftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to 
me,  of  the  wiidnelTe  of  his  youth,  and  the  feates  he  hath 
done  about  Turne-bull  ilreet,  and  euery  third  word  a lie,  dewer 
paid  to  the  hearer  then  the  Tiirkes  tribute,  I doe  remember 
him  at  Clements  inne,  like  a man  made  after  fupper  of  a cheefe 
paring,  when  a was  naked,  he  was  for  all  the  worlde  like  a 
forkt  reddilh,  with  a head  fantaftically  earned  vpon  it  with  a 
knife,  a was  fo  forlorne,  that  his  demenfions  to  any  thicke 
fight  were  inuincible,  a was  the  very  gemies  of  famine,  yet 
lecherous  as  a monkle,  and  the  whores  cald  him  mandrake,  a 
came  ouer  in  the  rereward  of  the  fafhion,  and  fung  thefe  tunes 
to  the  ouer*fchutcht  hufwiues;  that  he  heard  the  car-men 
whiftle,  and  fware  they  were  his  fancies  or  his  good-nights, 
and  nowe  is  this  vices  dagger  become  a fquire,  and  talkes  as 
familiarly  of  lohn  a Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  bin  fworne  brother  to 
him,  and  He  be  fworne  a nere  faw  him  but  once  in  the  tylt- 
yard,  and  then  he  burft  his  head  for  crowding  among  the 
marlhalles  men,  I faw  it,  and  told  John  a Gaunt  he  beate  his 
owne  name,  for  you  might  haue  thruft  him  and  all  his  aparell 
into  an  eele-lkin,  the  cafe  of  a treble  hoboy  was  a manfion  for 
him  a court,  and  now  has  he  land  and  beefes.  Well,  He  be 
acquainted  with  him  if  I returne,  and  t’fnal  go  hard,  but  He 
make  him  a philofophers  two  Hones  to  me,  if  the  yong  dafe  be 
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2 balte  for  the  old  pike,  I fee  no  reafon  in  the  law  of  nature 
but  I may  fnap  at  him  : let  time  fhape,  and  there  an  end. 

archbifhopt  Mowbray,  Bardolfe,  Hafllngs,  ’within 
the  forrejl  of  Gaultree. 

Bijh.  What  Is  this  forrefl  calld  ? 

Ha[i.  Tis  Gaultree  forrefi:,  and’t  (bal  pleafe  your  grace. 
Bijb.  Here  Band,  my  lords,  and  fend  difcouerers  forth. 

To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

' Hafl.  We  haue  fent  forth  already. 

Bijhop,  Tis  well  done. 

My  friends  and  brethren  (In  thefe  great  affaires) 

I muft  acquaint  you,  that  I haue  receiu^d 
New  dated  letters  from  Northiimherland^ 

Their  cold  intent,  tenure,  and  fubflance  thus: 

Here  doth  he  wifh  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers. 

As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  qualiitie. 

The  which  he  would  not  leny  : whereupon 
He  is  retirde  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes. 

To  Scotland^  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers. 

That  your  attempts  may  ouer-liue  the  hazard 
And  fearefull  meeting  of  their  oppofite, 

Mowb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  haue  in  him  touch  ground, 
And  dafli  themfelues  to  peeces. 

Enter  mejfenger, 

Hajlings.  Now,  what  newes  ? 

Mejfenger,  Well  of  this  forrefi,  fcarcely  off  a mile, 

In  goodly  forme  comes  on  the  enemy. 

And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I iudge  their  number 
Vpon,  or  neere  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mowbray.  The  iufl  proportion  that  we  gaue  them  out, 

Let  vs  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Bi/Joop,  What  wel  appointed  leader  fronts  vs  heere  ? 

M m z 
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Enter  Weftmerland.  ‘ ^ 

Moivbray.  I thinke  it  is  my  lord  of  Wejlmerland. 

Wejt,  Health  and  faire  greeting  from  our  generall, 
The  prince  lord  lohn  and  duke  of  Lancafler. 

BiJljop.  Say  on  my  lord  of  Wejlmerland  in  peace. 
What  doth  concerne  your  comming  ? 

Wejl.  Vnto  your  grace  doe  I in  chiefe  addrefle 
The  fubllance  of  my  fpeech  : if  that  rebellion 
Came  like  it  felfe,  in  bafe  and  abie£t  rowtes. 

Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage. 

And  countenaunft  by  boyes  and  beggary. 

I fay,  if  damnd  commotion  fo  appeare. 

In  his' true,  natiue,  and  mofl  proper  ftiape. 

You,  reucrend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lordes. 

Had  not  beene  heere  to  drefle  the  owgly  forme 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurredlion 
With  your  faire  honours.  You  (lord  archbifhop) 
Whofe  fea  is  by  a ciuile  peace  maintainde, 

Whofe  beard  the  filuer  hand  of  peace  hath  toucht, 
Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutord, 
Whofe  white  inuelfments  figures  innocence, 

The  done,  and  very  blefled  fpirite  of  peace. 
Wherefore  do  5^ou  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felfe 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace  that  beares  fuch  grace. 

Into  the  harfii  and  boyftrous  tongue  of  warre  ? 
Turning  your  bookes  to  graues,  your  incke  to  bloud. 
Your  pennes  to  launces,  and  your  tongue  diuine. 

To  a lowd  trumpet,  and  a point  of  warre  ? 

Bijh.  Wherefore  do  I this  ? fo  the  queftion  Hands : 
Briefly,  to  this  end  we  are  all  difeafde : ‘ 

The  dangers  of  the  dale’s  but  newly  gone, 

Whofe  memorie  is  written  on  the  earth. 

With  yet  appearing  blood,  and  the  examples 
Of  euery  minutes  infiance  (prefent  now,) 
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Hath  put  vs  In  thefe  iU-befeeming  armes, 

Not  to  breake  peace,  or  any  braunch  of  it, 

But  to  eflabliHi  he*ere  a peace  indeede, 

Concurring  both  in  name  and  quallitie. 

Wefi.  When  euer  yet  was  your  appeale  denied 
Wherein  haue  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 

What  peere  hath  bcene  fubornde  to  grate  on  you  ? 

That  you  fhould  feale  this  lawlelTe  bloody  booke 
Of  forgde  rebellion  with  a feale  diuine,  ' 

And  confecrate  commotions  bitter  edge.  ‘ 

Bipjop.  My  brother  generall,  the  common  wealth 
To  brother  borne  an  houfhold  cruelty,  • ' 

I make  my  quarrell  in  particular. 

Weft.  There  is  no  neede  of  any  fuch  redrefle. 

Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mowbray.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  vs  al^ 

That  feele  the  bruifes  of  the  dales  before  ? 

And  fufFer  the  condition  of  thefe  times. 

To  lay  a heauy  and  vnequall  hand 
Vpon  our  honors. 

Weft.  But  this  is  meere  digrelTion  from  my  purpofe. 

Here  come  I from  our  princely  generall. 

To  know  your  griefes,  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 

That  he  will  giue  you  audience,  and  wherein 
It  fhall  appeere  that  your  demaunds  are  iuff. 

You  (hall  enioy  them,  euery  thing  fet  off 
That  might  fo  much  as  thinke  you  enemies. 

Mowbray.  But  he  hath  forcde  vs  to  compel  this  ofFet, 

And  it  proceedes  frona  policie,  not  loue. 

Wefi.  Mowbray,  you  ouerweene  to  take  it  fo  : 

This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  feare  : 

For  loe,  within  a ken  our  army  lies : 

• Vpon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  giue  admittance  to  a thought  of  feare  : 
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Our  battell  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 

Our  men  more  perfe(ft  in  the  vfe  of  armes. 

Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  -our  caufe  the  befl: : 

Then  reafon  will  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good  : 

Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compelld. 

Mow.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  (hall  admit  no  parlee. 

Ifeji.  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence, 

A rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Hajlings.  Hath  the  prince  lohn  a full  commiffion. 

In  very  ample  vertue  of  his  father. 

To  heare,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  {hail  ftand  vpon  ? 

Wejl.  That  is  intended  in  the  generalles  name, 

I mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a quehion. 

Bijhop.  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Wejlmerland,  this  fcedule, 
For  this  containes  our  generall  grieuances, 

Each  feuerall  article  herein  redrefi:. 

All  members  of  our  caufe  both  here  and  hence. 

That  are  enfinewed  to  this  action, 

Acquitted  by  a true  fubflantiall  forme. 

And  prefent  execution  of  our  willes. 

To  vs  and  our  purpofes  confinde. 

We  come  within  our  awefull  bancks  againe. 

And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arrae  of  peace. 

Wejl.  This  will  I fhew  the  generall,  pleafe  you  lords, 

In  fight  of  both  our  battells  we  may  meete. 

At  either  end  in  peace,  which  God  fo  frame. 

Or  to  the  place  of  diffrence  call  the  fwords. 

Which  mnfi:  decide  it.  Exit  Weflmerland. 

Bijbop,  My  lord,  we  will  doe  fo.^ 

Mow.  There  is  a thing  within  my  bofome  tells  me 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  Hand. 

Hajlings.  Feare  you  not,  that  if  we  can  make  our  peace, 
Vpon  fuch  large  termes,  and  fo  abfolute, 
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As  our  conditions  fhall  confifl:  vpon. 

Our  peace  fliall  ftand  as  firme  as  rockle  mountalnes, 

Moub,  Yea  but  our  valuation  dial  be  fuch, 

That  euery  flight  and  falfe  deriued  caufe. 

Yea  euery  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  reafon. 

Shall  to  the  king  tafle  of  this  a(5fion, 

That  were  our  royal  faiths  martires  in  loue,  • 

We  fliall  be  winow’d  with  fo  rough  a wind. 

That  euen  our  come  fhall  feenae  as  light  as  chaffe. 

And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

BiJJj,  No,  no,  my  lord,  note  this,  the  king  is  weary 
Of  daintie  and  fuch  picking  greeuances, 

For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death, 

Reuiues  two  greater  in  the  helres  of  life  : 

And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  cleane. 

And  keepe  no  tel-tale  to  his  memorie, 

That  may  repeate,  and  hiflory  his  Ioffe, 

To  new  remembrance  : for  full  wel  he  knowes, 

He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land, 

As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occaflon. 

His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends, 

That  plucking  to  vnfix  an  enemy, 

He  doth  vnfaflen  fo,  and  fliake  a friend. 

So  that  this  land,  like  an  offenfiue  wife. 

That  hath  enragde  him  on  to  offer  flrokes. 

As  he  is  ffriking,  holdes  his  infant  vp. 

And  hangs  refolu’d  corredion  in  the  arme. 

That  was  vpreard  to  execution. 

Haji,  Befides,  the  king  hath  wafled  al  his  rods. 

On  late  offendors,  that  he  now  doth  lacke 
The  very  inflruments  of  chaflicement, 

So  that  his  power,  like  to  a phanglefle  lion. 

May  offer,  but  not  hold. 
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Bifhop.  Tis  very  true. 

And  therefore  be  alTurde,  my  good  lord  marfhall. 

If  we  do  now  make  our  attonement  well, 

Our  peace  wil  like  a broken  limbe  vnited, 

Grow  flronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mow,  Be  it  fo,  here  is  returnd  my  lord  of  Wejlmerland, 

Enter  Weflmerland. 

Weji . The  prince  is  here  at  hand,  pleafeth  your  lordfhip 
To  meet  his  grace  iuft  didance  tweene  our  armies. 

Enter  prince  lohn  and  his  armie. 

Mow.  Your  grace  of  Tork,  in  Gods  name  then  fet  forward. 
Bifloop.  Before,  and  greete  his  grace  (my  lord)  we  come. 
lohn.  You  are  well  incounrrei  here,  my  cuufen  Mowbray^ 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbifhop, 

And  fo  to  you  lord  Hajiings,  and  to  all. 

My  lord  of  Torke,  it  better  fliewed  with  you, 

Yv^’hen  that  j-our  docke  aflembled  by  the  bell. 

Encircled  you,  to  heare  with  reuerence. 

Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text. 

That  now  to  fee  you  here,  an  yron  man  talking. 

Cheering  a rowt  of  rebells  with  your  drumme. 

Turning  the  word  tofword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man  that  fits  within  a monarches  heart. 

And  ripens  in  the  fim-fhine  of  his  fauor. 

Would  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  king  : 

Alacke  what  mifcheefes  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  fnadow  of  fuch  greatneffe  ? with  your  lord  bidiop 
It  is  euen  fo,  who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

How  deepe  you  w^'ere  within  the  bookes  of  God, 

To  vs  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament, 

To  vs  th’imagine  voice  of  God  himfelfe. 
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The  very  opener  and  intelligencer, 

Betweene  the  grace,  the  fancflities  of  heauen. 

And  our  dull  workings  ? O who  flial  beleeue. 

But  you  mifufe  the  rcuerence  of  your  place. 

Imply  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heau’n. 

As  a falfe  fauorite  doth  his  princes  name  : 

In  deedes  dilhonorable  you  haue  tane  vp, 

Vnder  the  counterfeited  zeale  of  God, 

The  fubiefts  of  his  fubftitute  my  father, 

And  both  againfl:  the  peace  of  heauen  and  him, 

Haue  here  vpfwarmd  them.  , 

Bijhop.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancajlcrf  » 

I am  not  here  againfl:  your  fathers  pe4i;e. 

But  as  I told  my  lord  of  Wejirnerland, 

The  tinie  mifordred  doth  in  common  fenfe. 

Crowd  vs  and  crulh  vs  to  this  monffrous  forme,  , , . 

To  hold  our  fafcty  vp  : I fent  your  grace, 

I'he  parcel !s  and  particulars  of  our  griefe. 

The  which  hath  becne  with  fcorne  flioued  from  the  court. 
Whereon  this  Hidra,  fonne  of  v/arre  is  borne, 

Whofe  dangerous  eies  may  well  be  charmd  afleepe, 

With  graunt  of  our  mofl:  iuft,  and  right  defires. 

And  true  obedience  of  this  madnes  cured, 

Stoope  tamely  to  the  foote  of  maieflie. 

Mo'w.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  trie  our  fortunes, 

To  the  lafl:  man. 

Haft,  And  though  we  here  fal  downe. 

We  haue  fupplies  to  fecond  our  attempt, 

If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  fhal  fecond  them. 

And  fo  fucceffe  of  mifchiefe  fhail  be  borne. 

And  heire  from  heire  fhail  hold  his  quarrell  vp. 

Whiles  Eiigland  (h.i\\  haue  generation. 

Prince.  You  are  too  (hallow  Raftings ^ much  too  fliallow. 
To  found  the  bottome  of  the  after  times. 

Weft. 
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Wejl,  Pleafeth  your  grace  tO'anfwere  them  dire6lly. 

How  far  forth  you  do  like  their  articles. 

Prince.  I like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well, 

And  fweare  here  by  the  honour  of  my  bloud, 

My  fathers  purpofes  haue  beene  miftooke, 

And  fome  about  him  haue  too  lauiflily, 

Wrefted  his  meaning  and  authority. 

My  lord,  thefe  griefes  (hail  be  with  fpeed  redrefl, 

Vppon  my  foule  they  fhal,  if  this  may  pleafe  you, 

Difcharge  your  powers  vn to  their  feuerall  counties. 

As  we  will  ours,  and  here  betweene  the  armies, 

Lets  drinke  together  friendly  and  embrace, 

That  all  their  eies  may  beare  ihofe  tokens  home. 

Of  our  reftored  loue  and  amitie. 

BiJJjop.  I take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  redrelTes, 

I giue  it  you,  and  will  maintaine  my  word. 

And  therevpon  I drinke  vnto  your  grace. 

Prince.  Go  captaine,  and  deliuer  to  the  armlc 
This  newes  of  peace,  let  them  haue  pay,  and  part. 

I know  it  will  well  pleafe  them,  hie  thee  captaine. 

Bijhop.  To  you  my  noble  lord  of  Wejimerland. 

Weji.  I pledge  your  grace,  and  if  you  knew  what  paines, 

I haue  beftowed  to  breed  this  prefent  peace. 

You  would  drinke  freely,  but  my  loue  to  ye 
Shall  fhew  it  felfe  more  openly  hereafter. 

Bijhop.  I do  not  doubt  you. 

WeJi.  I am  glad  of  it, 

Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  cofin  Mowbray. 

Mow.  You  wifli  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon. 

For  I am  on  the  fodalne  fomething  ill. 

Bijhop,  Againfl  ill  chaunces  men  are  euer  mery, 

But  heauineffe  fore-runnes  the  good  euent. 

Weji.  Therefore  be  mery  coze,  fince  fodaine  forrow 
Serues  to  fay  thus,  fome  good  thing  comes  to  morow. 

Bijhop, 


HfiNRy  THE  Fourth. 


Bijhop.  Beleeue  me  I am  pafTing  light  in  fpirit. 

Mow.  So  much  the  worfe  if  your  owne  rule  be  true. 

Shout, 

Prin.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendred,  heark  how  they  Ihowt, 

Mow.  This  had  bin  cheerefull  after  viiflory. 

Bijhop.  A peace  is  of  the  nature  of  aconquell. 

For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdued, 

And  neither  party  loofer. 

Prince.  Go  my  lord, 

And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too, 

And,  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  traines 
March  by  vs,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men, 

We  fhould  haue  coap’t  yvithall. 

Bijhop.  Go,  good  lord  HaJiingSy 
And  ere  they,  be  difmifl,  let  them  march  by. 

Enter  Weflmerland. 

Prince.  I trufl:  lords  we  fhal  lie  to  night  togither : 

Now  coofin,  wherefore  llands  our  army  ftil  ? 

Wejl.  I'he  leaders  hauing  charge  from  you  to  (land, 

Wil  not  goe  off  vntil  they  heare  you  fpeake. 

Prince.  They  know  their  dueties. 

Enter  Haftings. 

Hajiings.  My  lord,-  our  army  is  difperfl:  already, 

Like  youthfull  fteeres  vnyoakt  they  take  their  courfes, 

Eafl,  weaft,  north,  fouth,  or  like  a fchoole  broke  vp, 

Each  hurries  toward  his  home,  and  fpprting  place. 

IVeJi.  Good  tidings  my  lord  HaJiingSy  for  the  which 
I do  areft  thee  traitor  of  high  treafon. 

And  you  lord  archbilhop,  and  you  lord  Mowbray, 

Of  capitall  treafon  1 attach  you  both. 

Mowbray.  Is  this  proceeding  iuft  and  honorable  ? 
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Weji.  Is  your  aflembly  fo  ? 

Bijhop.  Will  you  thus  breake  your  faith  ? 

Prince.  I pawnde  thee  none, 

I promiH:  you  redreffe  of  thefe  fame  gfieuances 
Whereof  you  did  complaine,  which  by  mihe  honour 
I will  performe,  with  a moil  chriftian  care. 

But  for  you  rebels,  looke  to  tafte  the  due 
Meete  for  rebellion : 

Mofl:  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  armes  commence. 

Fondly  brought  heere,  and  fooliflily  fent  hence. 

Strike  vp  ourdrummes,  purfue  the  fcattrcd  ftray  ; 

God,  and  not  we,  hath  fafely  fought  to  day  : 

Some  guard  this  traitour  to  the  blocke  of  death, 

Treafons  true  bed,  and  yeelder  vp  of  breath. 

Alarum.  Enter  FalflafTe.  Excurfions. 

Fal.  Whats  your  name  fir,  of  what  condition  are  you,  and 
of  what  place  ? 

Cole.  I am  a knight  fir,  and  my  name  is  Coleuile  of  the  dale. 
EaL  Well  then,  Colleuileis,  your  name,  a knight  is  your  de- 
gree, and  your  place  the  dale : Coleuile  (hall  be  fiill  your  name, 
a traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  your  place,  a place 
deep  enough,  fo  (hall  you  be  fill  Colleuile  of  the  dale. 

Colle.  Are  not  5"ou  fir  lohn  Faljiaffe  ? 

Fal.  As  good  a man  as  he  fir,  who  ere  I am  : doe  ye  yeelde 
fir,  or  fiiall  I fweat  for  you  ? if  I doe  fweate,  they  are  the 
drops  of  thy  louers,  and  they  weepe  for  thy  death,  therefore 
rowze  vp  feare  and  trembling,  and  do  obferuance  to  my 
mercie. 

■ Colle.  I think  you  are  fir  John  Faljiaffe^  and  in  that  thought 
yeelde  me. 

Fal.  I haue  a whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of  mine, 
and  not  a tongue  of  them  all  fpeakes  any  other  word  but  my 
name,  and  I had  but  a belly  of  any  indifferencie,  I were  fimply 
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the  mofl:  a6liuc  fellow  in  Europe : my  womb,  my  wombe,  my 
womb  vndoes  me,  heere  comes  our  generall. 

Enter  lohn  Weftmerland,  and  the  reft.  Ret r ait e. 

lohn.  The  heate  is  paft,  follow  no  further  now. 

Call  in  the  powers  good  coofin  Weftmerland. 

Now  Falftaffe,  where  haue  you  beene  all  this  while  ? 

When  euery  tiling  is  ended,  then  you  come  : 

Thefe  tardy  trickes  of  yours  wil  on  my  life 
One  time  or  other  breake  fome  gallowes  backe. 

Fal.  I would  bee  fory  my  lord,  but  it  fhoulde  bee  thus:  I 
neuer  knew  yet  but  rebuke  and  checke,  was  the  rewarde  of 
valor : do  you  thinke  me  a fwallow,  an  arrow,  or  a bullet  ? 
haue, I in  my  poore  and  old  motion  the  expedition  of  thought? 
I haue  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very  extreameft  inch  of  poffibi- 
lity,  I haue  foundred  ninefcore  and  od  poftes,  and  here  trauell 
tainted  as  I am,  haue  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valour,  ta- 
ken fir  lohn  Colkiiile  of  the  dale,  a moft  furious  knight  and 
valorous  enemy,  but  what  of  that  ? he  fawe  me,  and  yeelded, 
that  I may  iufily  fay  with  the  hooke-nofde  fellow  of  Rome^ 
there  cofin,  I came,  faw,  and  ouercame. 

lohn.  It  was  more  of  his  curtefie  then  your  deferuing. 

Falft.  I know  not,  here  he  is,  and  here  I yeeld  him,  and  I 
befeech  your  grace  let  it  be  bookte  with  the  reft  of  this  daies 
deedes,  or  by  the  Lord,  I will  haue  it  in  a particular  ballad 
elfe,  with  mine  owne  picture  on  the  top  on’t,  [Coleuile  kilfing 
my  foote)  to  the  which  courfe,  if  I bee  enforfi:,  if  you  doe 
not  all  (hew  like  guilt  twoo  pences  to  mee,  and  I in  the  cleere 
' fkie  of  fame,  ore-fiiine  you  as  much  as  the  full  moone  doth 
the  cindars  of  the  element,  (which  fiiew  like  pinnes  heads  to 
her)  belceue  not  the  worde  of  the  noble : therefore  let  me 
haue  right,  and  let  defert  mount. 

Prince.  Thine’s  too  heauy  to  mount. 

Falft.  Let  it  fliine  then. 
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Prince.  Thines  too  tbicke  to  fhine, 

Faljl.  Let  It  doe  fome  thing,  my  good  lord,  that  may  doe 
me  good,  and  call  It  what  you  will. 

Prince.  Is  thy  name  Coileuile  P 

Col.  It  is  my  lord. 

Prince.  A famous  rebell  art  thou  Coileuile. 

Taljl.  And  a famous  true  fubiedl  tooke  him. 

Col.  I am  my  lord  but  as  my  betters  are. 

That  led  me  hither,  had  they  bin  rulde  by  me, 

You  Jflaould  haue  wonne  them  deerer  then  you  haue. 

Fal.  I know  not  how  they  fold  themfelues,  but  thou  like  a 
kind  fellow  gaueh  thy  fclfe  away  gratis ^ and  I thanke  thee  for 
thee. 


Enter  Weflmerland. 

Prince,  Now,  haue  you  left  purfuit  \ 

Wejl.  Retraite  is  made,  and  execution  ftayd. 

Prince.  Send  Coileuile  with  his  confederates 
To  Torke,  to  prefent  execution, 

Blunt  leade  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  court  my  lordes, 

I heare  the  king  my  father  is  fore  fick,. 

Our  newes  fhali  go  before  vs  to  his  maieftie. 

Which  cofln  you  fhal  beare  to  comfort  him. 

And  we  with  fober  fpeede  will  follow  you. 

Falft.  My  lord,  I befeech  you  giue  me  leaue  to  go  through 
Clojierjhire,  and  when  you  come  to  court,  Rand  my  good  lord 
in  your  good  report. 

Prince.  Fare  you  wel  Faljlaffe,  I,  in  my  condition,  fhal 
better  fpeake  of  you  then  you  deferue. 

Fal.  I would  you  had  the  wit,  twere  better  than  your 
dukedome,  good  faith  this  fame  yong  fober  blouded  boy  doth 
not  loue  me,  nor  a ma  c..not  make  him  laugh,  but  thats  no 
maruel,  he  drinkes  no  wine,  theres  neuer  none  of  thefe  demure 
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boyes  come  to  any  proofe,  for  thin  drinke  doth  fo  ouer-coolc 
theyr  blood,  and  making  many  fifh  mealcs,  that  they  fall  into 
a kind  of  male  greene  ficknes,  afd  then  when  they  marry,  they 
gette  wenches,  they  are  generally  foolcs  and  cowards,  which 
fome  of  vs  Hiould  be  too,  but  for  inflammation  : a good  fherrii 
facke  hath  a two  fold  operation  in  it,  it  afcendes  mee  into  the 
braine,  dries  me  there  all  thefoolifli,  and  dull,  and  crudy  va- 
pors which  enuirone  it,  makes  it  apprehenfine,  quickc,  for- 
gctiue,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and  deleffable  (hapes,  which  de- 
liuered  ore  to  the  voyce,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  be- 
comes excellent  wit.  The  fccond  property  of  your  excellent 
fherris,  is  the  warming  of  the  blood,  which  before  (cold  and 
fetled)  left  the  lyuer  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of  pu- 
filanimitie  and  cowardize : but  the  flierris  warmes  it,  and 
makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards  to  the  partes  extrcames,  it 
iilumineth  the  face,  which  as  a beakon,  giues  warning  to  al 
the  reft  of  this  little  kingdom  man  to  arme,  and  then  the 
vitall  commoners,  and  inland  petty  fpirits,  mufter  me  all  to 
their  captaine,  the  heart : who  great  and  pufft  vp  with  this 
retinew,  doth  any  deed  of  courage  : and  this  valour  comes  of 
fherris,  fo  that  fkill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  facke, 
(for  that  fets  it  aworke)  and  learning  a meere  whoord  of  gold 
kept  by  a diuell,  till  facke  commences  it,  and  fets  it  in  a(ft 
and  vfe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  prince  Harry  is  valiant,  for 
the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherire  of  his  father,  he  hath 
like  leane,  fterile,  and  bare  land,  manured,  hufbanded  and 
tilld,  with  excellent  endenonr  of  drinking  good  and  good  ftore 
of  fertile  fherris,  that  he  is  become  very  hore  and  valiant.  If 
I had  a thoufand  fonnes,  the  firft  humane  principle  I would 
teach  them,  fhould  be,  to  forfweare  thin  potations,  and  to 
addict  themfelues  to  facke.  How  now  Bardolfe  ? 


Enter  Bardolfe. 

Bar,  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 
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FaL  Let  them  goe,  ile  through  GloflerJJAre,  and  there  will 
I vifit  M.  Robert  Shallow  efquire,  I haue  him  already  tempring 
betweene  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and  ihortly  will  I feale 
with  him,  come  away,. 

Enter  the  kingy  Warwike,  Kent,  Thomas  duke  of  Clarence, 
Humphrey  o/'Gloucefler. 

King.  Now  lords,  if  God  doth  giue  fuccefTefull  end, 

To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doores. 

We  will  our  youth  leade  on  to  higher  fields. 

And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fancftified : 

Our  nauie  is  addrefl,  our  power  colle^led, 

Our  mbffitutes  in  abfence  wel  inuefled. 

And  euery  thing  lies  leuell  to  our  wifh. 

Only  we  want  a little  perfonal  ffrength : 

And  pawfe  vs  til  thefe  rebels  now  afoote. 

Come  vnderneath  the  yoke  of  gouernment. 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not,  but  your  maiefly 
Shal  foone  enioy. 

Kmg.  Humphrey  my  fonne  of  Glojlery  where  is  the  prince 
your  brother  ? 

Glo.  I thinke  hees  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  Winfor. 

King.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glo.  I do  not  know,  my  lord. 

King.  Is  not  his  brother  Thomas  of  Clarence  with  him  ? 

Glo.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  in  prefeuce  here. 

Clar.  VVhat  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 

Kin.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee  Thomas  of  Clarence y 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  brother  ? 

He  loues  thee,  and  thou  doff  negleft  him,  Thomas y 
Thou  haft  a better  place  iu  his  afiecftion 
Then  all  thy  brothers,  cherrifh  it  my  boy  : 

And  noble  offices  thou  maift  effefl 
Of  mediation  after  I am  dead. 
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Retwcene  his  greatnelTe  and  thy  other  brethren  ; 

Therefore  omit  him  not,  blunt  not  his  loue. 

Nor  loofc  the  good  aduantage  of  his  grace. 

By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefle  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferu’de. 

He  hath  a teare  for  pittie,  and  a hand. 

Open  as  day  for  meeting  charitie, 

Yet  notvvithflanding  being  incenft,  he  is  flint. 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fodaine 
As  flawes  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day: 

His  temper  therefore  mufl:  be  well  obferu’d. 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reuerently. 

When  you  perceiue  his  bloud  inclind  to  mirth  : 

But  being  moody,  giue  him  time  and  fcope. 

Till  that  his  paflions,  like  a whale  on  ground 
Confound  theinfelues  with  working,  learne  this  Thomas, 

And  thou  flialt  proue  a fhelter  to  thy  friends, 

A hoope  of  gold  to  binde  thy  brothers  in, 

That  the  vnited  veflell  of  their  bloud, 

(Mingled  with  venome  of  fuggeflion. 

As  force  perforce,  the  age  will  powre  it  in,) 

Shall  neucr  leake,  though  it  doe  worke  as  flrong. 

As  aconitum,  or  rafli  gunpowder. 

Cla.  I (hall  obferue  him  with  ail  care  and  loue. 

King.  Why  art  thou  not  at  IVinfore  with  him  Thomas  ? 

Tho.  He  is  not  there  to  day,  he  dines  in  London. 

King.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Tho.  With  PoineSy  and  other  his  continuall  followers* 

King.  Mofl:  fubie<fl  is  the  fattefl;  foyle  to  weeds, 

And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth. 

Is  ouerfpread  with  them,  therefore  my  griefe 
Stretches  it  felfe  beyond  the  howre  of  death : 

The  bloud  weepes  from  my  heart  when  I do  fliape. 

In  formes  imaginary,  th’unguyded  daies, 
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And  rotten  times  that  you  (hall  looke  vpon,  , 

When  I am  fleeplng  with  my  annceftors : 

For  when  his  head-flrong  riot  hath  no  curbe. 

When  rage  and  hot  bloud  are  his  counfellors. 

When  meanes  and  lauifh  manners  meete  together. 

Oh  with  what  wings  fliall  his  affeftions  file, 

Towards  fronting  peril  and  oppofde  decay  ? 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  looke  beyond  him  quite. 
The  prince  but  ffudies  his  companions, 

Like  a fl range  tongue  wherein  to  gaine  the  language: 

Tis  needfull  that  the  molt  immodeH:  word. 

Be  lookt  vpon  and  learnt,  which  once  attaind. 

Your  highnefTe  knovves  comes  to  no  further  vfe. 

But  to  be  knowne  and  hated  : To,  like  grofle  tenues. 

The  prince  will  in  the  perfe^tnefTe  of  time, 

Caff  off  his  followers,  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a pattern,  or  a meafure  Hue, 

By  which  his  grace  mufl:  mete  the  Hues  of  other, 

Turning  pafl-euils  to  aduantages. 

King.  Tis  feldome  when  the  bee  doth  leaue  her  comb 
In  the  dead  carion  : who’s  here,  Wejtmerland? 

Enter  Weflmerland. 

Weji.  Health  to  my  foueraignc,  and  new  happineHV 
Added  to  that  that  I am  to  deliuer. 

Prince  lohn  your  Tonne  doth  kiffe  your  graces  hand. 
Mowbray the  bhhop,  Ecroope,  Hajiings^  and  al. 

Are  brought  to  the  corre<5lion  of  your  law  : 

There  is  not  now  a rebels  fword  vnflieathd. 

But  peace  puts  forth  her  oHue  euery  where. 

The  manner  how  this  action  hath  bin  borne. 

Here  at  more  leifure  may  your  highnefTe  reaue. 

With  euery  courfe  in  his  particular. 
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king.  O JVeJlmerlandj  thou  art  a fummer  bird. 

Which  euer  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fings 
The  lifting  vp  of  day  : looke  heres  more  newes. 

Enter  Harcor. 

Hare.  From  enemies,  heauens  keep  your  maleffy; 

And  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall 
As  thofe  that  I am  come  to  tell  you  of : 

The  earle  Northumberland^  and  the  lord  Bardolfe, 

With  a great  power  of  Englijhy  and  of  Scots, 

Are  by  the  fhrieue  of  Torkjhire  ouerthrowne, 

The  manner,  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 

This  packet,  pleafeityou,  containes  at  large. 

Ki.  And  wherfore  fhould  thefe  good  news  make  me  ficke? 
Will  fortune  neuer  come  with  both  hands  full. 

But  wet  her  faire  words  fill  in  fouleft  termes  ? 

She  either  giues  a flomach,  and  no  foode. 

Such  are  the  poore  in  health  : or  elfe  a feafi:. 

And  takes  away  the  fiomach,  fuch  are  the  rich 
That  haue  aboundance,  and  enioy  it  not : 

I fhould  reioyce  now  at  this  happy  newes. 

And  now  my  fight  fades,  and  my  braine  is  giddy, 

O me,  come  neare  me,  now  I am  much  ill. 

Hum.  Comfort  your  maiefiy, 

Clar.  O my  royall  father  ! 

Weft.  My  foueraigne  lord,  cheere  vp  your  felfe,  look  vp, 
War.  Be  patient  princes,  you  do  know  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  highneffe  very  ordinary. 

Stand  from  him,  giue  him  ayre,  heel  ftraight  be  wel. 

Clar.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs, 
Th’incefTant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind, 

Hath  wrought  the  mure  that  fhould  confine  it  in. 

So  thin  that  life  lookes  through. 
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Hum,  The  people  feare  me,  for  they  do  obferuc 
Vnfather’d  heires,  and  lothly  births  of  nature, 

The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  yeere 
Hath  found  fome  moneths  a (leepe,  and  leapt  them  ouer. 

Clar.  Theriuer  hath  thrice  flowed,  no  ebbe  between, 

And  the  old  folk,  (times  doting  chronicles,*) 

Say,  it  did  fo  a little  time  betore 

That  our  great  grandllre  Edward^  flckt  and  died. 

War.  Speake  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recouers. 

Hum.  This  apoplexi  wil  certaine  be  his  end. 

King.  I pray  you  take  me  vp,  and  beare  me  hence. 

Into  fome  other  chamber. 

Let  there  be  no  noyfe  made,  my  gentle  friends, 

Vnlefle  fome  dull  and  fauourable  hand 
Will  whifper  muflque  to  my  weary  fpirite. 

War.  Call  for  the  muflque  in  the  other  roome.^ 

Kmg.  Set  me  the  crowne  vpon  my  pillow  here. 

Clar.  His  eie  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Lefle  noyfe,  lefle  noyfe. 

Enter  Harry. 

Prince.  Who  faw  the  duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Clar.  I am  here  brother,  ful  of  heauinefle. 

Prince.  How  now,  raine  within  doores,  and  none  abroad  ? 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

Hum.  Exceeding  ill. 

Prince.  Heard  he  the  good  newes  yet  ? tell  it  him. 

Hum.  He  altred  much  vpon  the  hearing  it. 

Prince.  If  he  be  flcke  with  ioy,  hecle  recouer  without  phi- 
flcke. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noyfe  my  lords,  fweete  prince,  fpeake 
lowe,  the  king  your  father  is  difpofde  to  fleepe. 

Cla.  Let  vs  withdraw  into  the  other  roome. 

War*  Wilt  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with'  vs  ? 
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Prince.  No,  I wil  fit  and  watch  heere  by  the  king. 

Why  doth  the  crowne  lie  there  vpon  his  pillow. 

Being  fo  troiiblefome  a bedfellow  ? 

O polifht  perturbation  ! golden  care  ! 

T['hat  keepfi:  the  ports  of  Humber  open  wide 
To  many  a watchfull  night,  fleepe  with  it  now  i 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  halfe  fo  deeply  fweete. 

As  he  whofe  brow  (with  homely  biggen  bound) 

Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.  O maieflie  ! 

When  thou  dofi:  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dofl  fit 
Like  a rich  armour  worne  in  heate  of  day. 

That  fcaldft  with  fatty  (by  his  gates  of  breath) 

There  lies  a dowlny  feather  which  (firs  not. 

Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightleflTe  dowlne 
Perforce  muft  moue  my  gracious  lord  my  father  : 

This  fleepe  is  found  indeede,  this  is  a fleepe. 

That  from  this  golden  rigoll  hath  diuorfl: 

So  many  Englijh  kings, ^ thy  deaw  from  me, 

Is  teares  and  heauy  for  owes  of  the  blood, 

t t 

Which  nature,  loue,  and  filiall  tendernelTe 

Shall  (O  deare  father)  pay  thee  plenteoufly : ; 

My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperiall  crownc,  ‘ 

Which  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 

Deriues  it  felfe  to  me : loe  where  it  fits, 

Which  God  fhal  guard,  and  put  the  worlds  whole  ftrength 
Into  one  giant  arme,  it  fhal  not  force, 

I'his  lineal  honor  from  me,  this  from  thee 

Will  I to  mine  leaue,  as  tis  left  to  me.  Exit, 

Enter  Warwicke,  Gloucefler,  Clarence. 

King.  Warwicke^  Gloucejiery  Clarence. 

Clan  Doth  the  king  cal  ? 

War.  What  would  your  maieflie  ? 

King.  Why  did  you  leaue  me  here  alone,  my  lords  I 
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Cla.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here  my  liege,  who  vn- 
dertooke  to  ilt  and  watch  by  you. 

King.  The  prince  of  Wales,  where  is  he  ? let 'me  fee  him  j 
he  is  not  here. 

War.  This  doore  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 

Hum.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we  Aaide. 

King.  Where  is  the  crowne  ? who  tooke  it  from  my  pillow? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

King.  The  prince  hath  tane  it  hence,  go  feeke  him  out : 

Is  he  fo  haflie,  that  he  doth  fuppofe  my  fleepe  my  death  ? 
pinde  him,  my  lord  of  Wariuicke,  chide  him  hither. 

This  part  of  his  conioynes  with  my  difeafe. 

And  helps  to  end  me  : fee,  fonnes,  what  things  you  are. 

How  quickly  nature  falls  into  reuolt, 

When  gold  becomes  her  obie61:  ? 

For  this,  the  foolilhouer-carefull  fathers 
Flaue  broke  their  fleepe  with  thoughts. 

Their  braines  with  care,  their  bones  with  induflry  i 
For  this  they  haue  ingrolfed  and  pilld  vp. 

The  cankred  heapes  of  ftrange  atcheeued  gold  : 

For  this  they  haue  beene  thoughtfull  to  inueft 
Their  fonnes  with  arts  and  martiall  exercifes. 

When  like  the  bee  toling  from  euery  flower, 

Our  thigh,  packt  with  waxe,  our  mouthes  with  hony. 

We  bring  it  to  the  hiue:  and  like  the  bees, 

Are  murdred  for  our  paines,  this  bitter  tafle 
Yeelds  his  engroflements  to  the  ending  father. 

Now  where  is  he  that  will  not  flay  fo  long. 

Till  his  friend  ficknefle  hands  determind  me, 

N 

Efiter  Warwicke. 

War.  My  lord,  I found  the  prince  in  the  next  rooms, 
Wafhing  with  kindly  teares,  'his  gentle  cheekes, 

"VVith  fuch  a deepe  demeanour  in  great  forrow,  - 
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That  tyranny,  which  neuer  quaft  butbloud, 

Would  by  beholding  him,  haue  wafht  his  knife. 

With  gentle  eie-drops,  hee  is  comming  hither, 

\ 

Enter  Harry. 

King.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crowne  ? 

Loe  where  he  comes,  come  hither  to  me  Harry y 
Depart  the  chamber,  leaue  vs  here  alone.  Exeunt, 

Harry.  I neuer  thought  to  heare  you  fpeake  againe. 

King,  Thy  wifli  was  father  [Harry y)  to  that  thought 
I flay  too  long  by  thee,  I weary  thee,  _ 

Doff  thou  fo  hunger  for  mineemptie  chaire, 

That  thou  wilt  -needes  inueft  thee  with  my  honors. 

Before  thy  howre  be  ripe  ! O foolifh  youth. 

Thou  feekft  the  greatnefle  that  will  ouerwhelme  thee, 

Stay  but  a little,  for  my  clowd  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weake  a wind. 

That  it  will  quickly  drop  : my  day  is  dim, 

Thou  haft  ftolne  that,  which  after  fome  few  houres, 

Were  thine,  without  offence,  and  at  my  death. 

Thou  haft  feald  vp  my  expedlation. 

Thy  life  did  manifeft  thou  lou’dft  me  not. 

And  thou  wilt  haue  me  die,  affurde  of  it, 

Thou  hidft  a thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts, 

Whom  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 

To  ftab  at  halfe  an  hower  of  my  life. 

What,  canft  thou  not  forbeare  me  halfe  an  hower  ? 

Then  get  thee  gone,  and  digge  my  graue  thy  felfe. 

And  bid  the  mery  bells  ring  to  thine  eare. 

That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I am  dead : 

Let  all  the  teares  that  fliould  bedew  my  hearfe 
Be  drops  of  balme,  to  fanffifie  thy  head. 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft. 

Giue  that  which  gaue  thee  life,  vnto  the  wormes, 
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Plucke  downe  my  officers,  breake  my  decrees. 

For  now  a time  is  come  to  mocke  at  forme  : 

Harry  the  fift  is  crownd,  vp  vanitie, 

Downe  royall  ftate,  all  you  fage  counfailers,  hence. 
And  to  the  Englifh  court  aflemble  now 
From  euery  region,  apes  of  idlenefTe  : 

Now  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcumme 
Haue  you  a ruffin  that  will  fweare,  drinke,  daunce, 
Reuell  the  night,  rob,  murder,  and  commit 
The  oldefl  fmnes,  the  neweft  kind  of  waies  f 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more. 

England  fhal  double  gild  his  trebble  gilt, 

England  fhall  giue  him  office,  honour,  might : 

From  the  fift  Harry , from  curbd  licence,  plucks 
The  mufiel  of  refiraint,  and  the  wild  dogge 
Shal  flefh  his  tooth  on  euery  innocent. 

O my  poore  kingdome  ! ficke  with  ciuill  blowes  : 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots. 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  \ 

0 thou  wilt  be  a wildernefie  againe. 

Peopled  with  woolues,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

Prince.  O pardon  me,  my  liege,  but  for  my  teares. 
The  moifi;  impediments  vnto  my  fpeech, 

1 had  forefiald  this  decre  and  deep  rebuke. 

Ere  you  with  griefe  had  fpoke,  and  I had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far  : there  is  your  crowne : 

And  he  that  weares  the  crowne  immortally. 

Long  gard  it  yours  : if  I affefl  it  more. 

Then  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renowne. 

Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife. 

Which  my  mofi:  inward  true  and  duteous  fpirit, 
Teacheth  this  profirate  and  exterior  bending, 

God  witnefie  with  me.  When  I here  came  in. 

And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  maiefiy, 
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How  cold  it  ftrooke  my  heart ! if  I do  fainc, 

Q let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnelTe  die, 

And  ncuerliuc  to  fhew  th’incredulous  world, 

The  noble  change  that  I haue  purpofed. 

Comming  to  looke  on  you,  thinking  you  dead. 

And  dead  almofl,  my  liege,  to  thinke  you  were, 

I fpake  vnto  this  crowne  as  hauing  fence. 

And  thus  vpbraided  it : the  care  on  thee  depending. 
Hath  fed  vpon  the  body  of  my  father. 

Therefore  thou  bell:  of  gold,  art  worfe  then  gold. 
Other  lelTe  fine,  in  karrat  more  precious, 

Preferuing  life  in  medcine  potable  : 

But  thou,  moft  fine,  mofi:  honourd,  moft  renown’d 
Hall:  eate  thy  bearer  vp : thus  my  moll:  royall  liege, 
Accufing  it,  I put  it  on  my  head. 

To  trie  with  it  as  with  an  enemy. 

That  had  before  my  face  murdered  my  father. 

The  quarrell  of  a true  inheritour. 

But  if  it  did  infe6f  my  bloud  with  ioy. 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  firaine  of  pride. 

If  any  rebel  or  vaine  fpirit  of  mine. 

Did  with  the  leafi:  afFedfion  of  a welcome, 

Giue  entertainement  to  the  might  of  it. 

Let  God  for  euer  keep  it  from  my  head, 

And  make  me  as  the  poorefi:  valTaile  is. 

That  doth  with  aw  and  terror  kneele  to  it. 

King.  God  put  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence. 

That  thou  mightll  win  the  more  thy  fathers  loue, 
'Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it  : 

Come  hither  Harry , fit  thou  by  my  bed. 

And  heare  (I  thinke)  the  very  latefi:  couiifaile 
That  euer  I fiial  breathe.  God  knowes  (my  fonne) 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crookt  waies, 

I met  this  crowne,  and  I my  felfe  know  well. 
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How  troublefome  it  fate  vpon  my  head  : 

To  thee  it  fhall  defcend  with  better  quiet. 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation, 

For  al  the  foyle  of  the  atchieuement  goes. 

With  me  into  the  earth,  it  feemd  in  me. 

But  as  an  honor  fnatcht  with  boifirous  hand, 

And  I had  many  liuing  to  vpbraide 
My  gaine  of  it,  by  their  afiillances. 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrcll  and  to  bloudfhed. 
Wounding  fuppofed  peace  : all  thefe  bold  feares 
Thou  feeh  with  perill  I haue  anfwerd : 

For  all  my  raigne  hath  beene  but  as  a feene, 

A6ling  that  argument : and  now  my  death 
Changes  the  mood,  for  what  in  me  was  purchail:, 

Fals  vpon  thee  in  a more  fairer  fort, 

• So  thou  the  garland  wearfl:  fucceffiuely. 

Yet  though  thou  flandfi:  more  fure  then  I could  do. 
Thou  art  not  firme  enough,  fince  griefes  are  greene, 
And  all  thy  friends  which  thou  muA  make  thy  friends, 
Haue  but  their  flings  and  teeth  newly  tane  out : 

By  whofe  fell  working  I was  firft  aduaunff. 

And  by  whofe  power  I well  might  lodge  a feare 
To  be  againe  difplacde : which  to  auoyde,  • 

I cut  them  off,  and  had  a purpofe,  now 
To  leade  out  manie  to  the  Holy  Land, 

Left  reft,  and  lying  ftil,  might  make  them  looke. 

Too  neare  vnto  my  ftate  : therefore,  my  Harry,' 

Be  it  thy  courfe  to  bufie  giddie  mindes 

With  forraine  quarrells,  that  a6fion  hence  borne  out, 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  the  former  dayes. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wafted  fo, 

That  ftrength  of  fpeeeh  is  vtterly  denied  me : < 

How  I came  by  the  crowne,  O God  forgiue,  - 
And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  iiue» 
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Prince.  You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gauc  it  nje, 

Then  plaine  and  right  mufi:  my  pofTefTion  be, 

Which  I with  more  then  with  a common  paine, 

Gainfc  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintaine. 

Enter  Lancafler. 

King.  Looke,  looke,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lancafler, 

Lane.  Health,  peace,  and  happinelTe  to  my  royall  father. 

King.  Thou  bringft  me  happineiTe  and  peace  fonne  lohn, 
But  health  (alacke)  with  youthfull  wings  is  flowne 
From  this  bare  witherd  trunke  : vpon  thy  fight. 

My  woi^dly  bufines  makes  a period  : 

Where  is  my  lord  of  JVarwicke  ? 

Prince.  My  lord  of  JVarwicke. 

King.  Doth  any  name  perticular  belong 
Vnto  the  lodging  where  I firfl  did  fwound  ? 

IVar.  Tis  cald  lerufalcm,  my  noble  lord. 

King.  Laud  be  to  God,  euen  there  my  life  mufl  end. 

It  hath  bin  prophecide  to  me  many  yeares, 

I fhould  not  die,  but  in  lerufalcm, 

Which  vainely  I fuppofde  the  Holy  Land : 

But  beare  me  to  that  chamber,  there  He  lie,  ' 

In  that  lerufalem  fhall  Harry  die. 

Enter  Shallow,  Falflaffe,  and  Bardolfe, 

Shal.  By  cock  and  pie  fir,  you  fhal  not  away  to  night, 
,what  Dauy  I fay  ? 

FaIJi.  You  mufl  excufe  me  mafler  Robert  Shallow. 

Shal.  I will  not  excufe  you,  you  fhall  not  be  excufde,  ex- 
cufes  fhall  not  be  admitted,  there  is  no  excufe  fhall  ferue,  you 
fhall  not  be  excufde  : why  Dauy, 

Dauy.  Here  fir. 

, ShaU 


The  Second  Part  of 

Shal.  Daily y Dauy,  Daiiy,  Daiiy,  let  me  fee  Daily,  let  me 
fee  Dauy,  let  me  fee,  yea  mary  William  cooke,  bid  him  come 
hither,  fir  lohn,  you  fhal  not  be  excufed. 

I Daily.  Mary  fir  thus,  thole  precepts  can  not  be  ferued,  and 
againe  fir,  fhal  we  fow  the  hade  land  with  wheate  ? 

Shal.  With  red  wheat  Daiiy,  but  for  William  cooke  are 
there  no  yong  pigeons  ? 

Daily.  Tes  fir,  here  is  now  the  fmiths  note  for  Ihooing  and 
plow-yrons. 

IShal.  Let  it  be  cad  and  payed  : 11  r lohn,  you  lhal  not  be 
excufed. 

Daily.  Now  fir,  a new  llncke  to  the  bucket  mud  needes  be 
had  : and  fir,  do  you  meane  to  dop  any  of  Williams  wages, 
about  the  facke  he  lod  at  Hunkly  faire  ? 

Shal.  A Ihall  anfwer  it ; feme  pigeons  a couple  of 

Ihort  legg’d  hens,  a ioynt  of  mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tlnie 
kick'daawes,  tell  William  cooke. 

Daily.  Doth  the  man  of  warre  day  all  night  fir  ? 

Shal.  Yea  Daiiy,  I will  vfe  him  well,  a friend  i’th  court  is 
better  then  a penie  in  purfe : vfe  his  men  wel  Daiiy,  for  they 
are  arrant  knaues,  and  will  backbite. 

Dauy.  No  worfe  then  they  are  back-bitten  dr,  for  they 
haue  maruailes  foule  lin^ien. 

Shal.  Well  conceited  Daiiy,  about  thy  bufmelTe  Daiiy. 

Dauy.  I befeech  you  dr  to  countenance  William  Vifor  of 
Woncote  againd  Clement  Perkes  a’th  hill. 

Sha.  There  is  many  complaints  Dauy  againd  that  Vifor, 
that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knaue  on  my  knowledge. 

Dany.  Tgraunt  your  worlhip  that  he  is  a knaue  dr  : but 
yet  God  forbid  dr,  but  a knaue  Ihould  haue  fome  countenance 
at  his  friends  requed,  an  honed  man  dr  is  able  to  fpeake  for 
himfelfe,  when  a knaue  is  not : I haue  ferude  your  worlhip 
truly  dr  this  eight  yeares,  and  I cannot  once,  or  twice  in  a 
quarter  beare  out  a knaue  againd  an  honed  man,  I haue  litle 
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credit  with  your  worfhip : the  knaue  is  mine-honefl:  friend  fir, 
therforel  befeech  you  let  him  be  countenaunfl. 

ShaL  Go  to  I fay,  he  flial  haue  no  wrong,  look  about  Da- 
vy : where  are  you  fir  lohn  ? come,  come,  come,  off  with 
your  boots,  giue  me  your  hand  mafler  Bardolfe. 

Bard.  I am  glad  to  fee  your  worfliip. 

Shal.  I thanke  thee  with  my  heart  kind  mafler  Bardolfe^  and 
welcome  my  tall  fellow,  come  fir  John. 

Falfl,^  He  follow  you  good  maifter  Robert  Shallow  : Bar- 
dolfct  looke  to  our  horfes  : if  I were  fawed  into  quantities,  I 
fhould  make  foure  dozen  of  fuch  berded  hermites  flaues  as 
maifter  Shallow  : it  is  a wonderful. thing  to  fee  the  femblable 
coherence  of  his  mens  fpirits,  and  his,  they,  by  obferuing  him, 
do  beare  themfelues  like  fooliih  iuflices : hee,  by  conuerfing 
with  them,  is  turned  into  a iuflice-like  feruiiigman,  their  fpi- 
rits  are  fo  married  in  coniun<flion,  with  the  participation  of  fo- 
ciety,  that  they  flocke  together  in  confent,  like  fo  many  wild- 
geefe.  If  I had  a fuite  to  mafler  ShalloWy  I would  humour 
his  men  with  the  imputation,  of  beeing  neere  their  maifler : if 
to  his  men,  I would  curry  with  maifler  Shallow,  that  no  man 
could  better  commaund  his  feruants.  It  is  certaine,  thateyther 
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wife  bearing,  or  ignorant  cariage  is  caught,  as  men  take  dif- 
eafes  one  of  another : therefore  let  men  take  heedc  of  their  com- 
pany. I will  deuife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow,  tokeepe 
prince  Harry  in  continuall  laughter,  the  wearing  out  of  fixe 
fafhions,  which  is  foure  termes,  or  two  aflions,  and  a fliai 
laugh  without  interuallums.  O it  is  m.uch  that  a lie,  with  a 
fl’ight  oathe,  and  a iefl,  with  a fad  browe,  will  doe  with  a 
fellow  that  neuer  had  the  ach  In  his  flioulders  : O you  fliall  fee 
him  laugh  til  his  face  be  like  a wet  cloake  ill  hide  vp. 

Shal.  Sir  lohn. 

Faljl.  I come  maifler  Shallow,  I come  mailer  Shallow. 
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Enter 'W 2LX\v\\iQ,  duke  Humphrey,  L.  chief e iufticej  Thomas 
Clarence,  prince  lohn,  Weftmerland. 

iVar,  How  now,  my  lord  chiefe  iuftice,  whither  away  ? 
Jujl,  How  doth  the  king  ? 

War^  Exceeding  well,  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 
lujl,  I hope  not  dead. 

War.  Hees  walkt  the  way  of  nature. 

And  to  our  purpofes  he  hues  no  more. 

luji.  I would  his  maiehie  had  calld  me  with  him  : 

The  feruice  that  I truely  did  his  life. 

Hath  left  me  open  to  all  iniuries. 

War.  Indecde  I thinke  the  yong  king  loues  you  not.f 
luJi.  I know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arme  my  felfe 
. To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time. 

Which  cannot  looke  more  hideoufly  vpon  me. 

Than  I haue  drawne  it  in  my  fantahe. 

Enter  lohn,  Thomas,  and  Humphrey. 

War.  Heere  come  the  heauy  ifllie  of  dead  Harry  : 

O that  the  liuing  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  he,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen  ! 

'How  many  nobles  then  fliould  holde  their  places. 

That  muft  ftrike  faile  to  fpirites  of  vile  fort  ? 
luji.  O God,  I feare  all  will  be  ouer^turnd. 
lohn.  Good  morrow  coofin  Warwicke,  good  morro\y. 

Prin.  Ambo.  Good  morrow  coofin. 

lohn.  We  meete  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeake* 

War.  We  do  remember,  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heauy  to  admit  much  talke. 

John.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  vs  heauy. 
luji.  Peace  be  with  vs,  left  we  be  heauier. 
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Humph,  O good  my  lord,  you  haue  loft  a friend  indeedc 
And  I dare  fweare  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow,  it  is  fure  your  owne. 

John,  Though  no  man  be  alTurde  what  grace  to  findc. 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expedtation, 

I am  the  forier,  would  twere  otherwife. 

Cla.  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeake  fir  lohn  Faljlaffe  faire. 
Which  fwimmes  againft  your  ftreame  of  quallitle. 

lujl.  Sweet  princes,  what  I did,  I did  in  honor, 

Led  by  th’impartiall  conduct  of  my  foule- 
And  neuer  fliall  you  fee  that  I will  begge 
A ragged  and  forefiald  remifiion. 

If  truth  and  vpright  innocencie  faile  me. 
lie  to  the  king  my  maifter  that  is  dead. 

And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

I 

Enter  the  prince  and  Blunt. 

War,  Here  comes  the  prince. 
luji.  Good  morrow,  and  God  faue  your  maleftie. 
Prince,  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment  maiefiy 
Sits  not  foeafie  on  me,  as  you  thinke  : 

Brothers,  you  mixt  your  fadnefie  with  fome  fearc. 

This  is  the  EngliJJj,  not  the  Turkifh  court. 

Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceedes. 

But  Harry  Harry  : yet  be  fad,  good  brothers. 

For  by  my  faith  it  very  well  becomes  you ; 

Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appeares. 

That  I will  deeply  put  the  falhion  on. 

And  weare  it  in  my  heart  :i  why  then  be  fad. 

But  entertaine  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 

7'hen  a ioynt  burden  layd  vpon  vs  all, 

For  me,  by  heauen  (I  bid  you  be  afiurde) 

• He  be  your  father,  and  your  brother  too. 

Let  me  but  bcare  your  loue,  He  beare  your  cares : 
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Yet  weepe  Harries  dead,  and  fo  will  I, 

But  Harry  Hues,  that  flial  conuert  thofe  teares 
By  number  into  howres  of  happineffe. 

Bro,  We  hope  nootherwife  from  your  maiefly. 

Prince.  You  al  looke  ffrangely  on  me,  and  you  moft. 

You  are  I thinke  alTurde  I loue  you  not. 

luji.  I am  alTurde,  if  I be  meafurde  rightl3%' 

Your  maiefly  hath  no  iuft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

Prince,  No  ? how  might  a prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget. 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  vpon  me  ? 

What,  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon, 
Th’immediate  heire  of  England?  was  this  eafie  ? 

May  this  be  wafnt  in  lethyand  forgotten  ? 

luji,  I then  did  vfe  the  perfon  of  your  father. 

The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me. 

And  in  th’adminiflration  of  his  law, 

Whiles  I was  bufie  for  the  common  wealth, 

Your  highneffe  pleafed  to  forget  my  place. 

The  maieflie  and  power  of  law  and  iuftice. 

The  image  of  the  king  whom  I prefented. 

And  flrooke  me  in  my  very  feate  of  iudgement. 

Whereon,  (as  an  offeiidor  to  your  father,) 

I gaue  bold  way  to  my  authority,  > 

And  did  commit  you : if  the  deed  were  ill. 

Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland, 

To  haue  a fonne  fet  your  decrees  at  naught  ? 

To  plucke  downe  iuflice  from  your  awful  bench  ? 

To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword. 

That  guards  the  peace  and  fafetie  of  your  perfon  ? 

Nay  more,  to  fpurne  at  your  moft  royall  image. 

And  mocke  your  workings  in  a fecond  body  ? 

Queflion  your  royall  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours. 

Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a fonne, 

Heare  your  owne  dignity  fo  much  prophan’d. 
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See  your  mofl:  dreadfull  lawes  fo  loofely  flighted. 

Behold  your  felfe  fo  by  a fonne  difdained ; 

And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part;  " ' . 

And  in  your  power  foft  filencing  your  fonne,  ^ 

After  this  cold  confiderance  fentehce  me,  ' 

And  as  you  are  a king  fpeake  in  your  ftate, 

What  I haue  done  that  mifbecame  my  place, 

My  perfon,  or  my  lieges  foueraigntie. 

Prince,  You  are  right  iuftice,  and  you  Weigh  this  Welf, 
Therefore  flill  beare  the  ballance  and  the  fword. 

And  I do  wifh  your  honors  may  encreafe. 

Til  you  do  liue  to  fee  a fonne  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you  as  I did  s - 
So  fhall  I liue  to  fpeake  my  fathers  words, 

Happie  am  I that  haue  a man  fo  bold,  - ' > 

That  dares  do  iuffice  on  my  proper  fonne  t 
And  not  le/Te  happie,  hauing  fuch  a fonne. 

That  would  deliuer  vp  his  greatnefle  fo,  ^ - 
Into  the  hands  of  iuflice  you  did  commit  me ; 

For  which  I do  commit  into  your  hand, 

Th’vnflained  fword  that  you  haue  vfde  to  beare, 

With  this  remembrance,  that  you  vfe  the  fame,  ,j 
With  the  like  bold,  iufl,  and  impartial  fpirit,  -~ 

As  you  haue  done  gainfl  me  : there  is  my  hand, 

You'  fhall  be  as  a father  to  my  youth. 

My  voice  fhall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  eare, 

And  I wil  floope  and  humble  my  intents. 

To  your  well  pra6fizde  wife  dire(fl:ions. 

And  princes  all,  beleeue  me  I befeech  you. 

My  father  is  gone  wild  into  hisgraue  : 

For  in  his  toomb  lie  my  afFeiftions, 

And  with  his  fpirites  fadly  I furuiue, 

■ To  mocke  the  expectation  of  the  world, 

To  fru Urate  prophecies,  and  to  race  out, 

VoL.  II.  • Oo 
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Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  downe  • , . = . 

After  my  Teeming,  the  tide,  of  blond  in  me  • ^ 

Hath  prowdely  flowd  in  vanitie  till  now  ; 

Now  doth  it  turne,  and  ebbe  backeto  the  fea,  . ' 

Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  flate  of  fiouds. 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formall  maieftie.  ^ ; 

Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament,' 

And  let  vs  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfaile,  ■ 

That  the  great  b'odie'of  our  ffate  may  goe, 

In  equall  ranke  with  the  beft  gouernd  nation. 

That  warre,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be. 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  vs. 

In  which  you  father  fhall  haue  formoft  hand  ; - . 

Our  coronation  done,  we  wil  accite, 

(As  I before  remembred)  all  our  Aate,  ' ^ . 

And  (God  configning  to  my  good  intents,) 

No  prince  nor  peere  fliall  haue  luff  caufe  to  fay, 

God  fhorten  Harries  happy  life  one  day.  ' Exit, 

Enter  fir  lohn.  Shallow,  Scilens,  Dauy,  Bardolfe,  page, 

Shal.  Nay  you  fhall  fee  my  orchard,  where,  in  an  arbour 
we  will  eate  a laft  yeeres  pippen  of  mine  owne  graffing,  with 
a difli  of  carrawaies  and  fo  forth : come  coofm  Scilens,  and 
then  to  bed.  , * 

Fdlji.  Fore  God  you  haue  here  goodly  dwelling,  and  rich. 

Shal.  Barrainej  barraine,  barraine,  beggars  all,  beggars  all 
fir  lohn,  mary  good  ayre ; fpread  Dauy,  fpread  Dauy,  weU 
faide  Dauy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  femes  you  for  good  vfes,  hee  is  your  fer- 
ulng-man,  and  your  hufband. 

Shal.  A good  varlet,  a good  varlet,  a very  good  varlet  fir 
John  : by  the  mas  I haue  drunke  too  much  facke  at  fupper:  a 
good  varlet : now  fit  downe,  now  fit  downe,  come  cofin. 
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Scilcns,  A firra  quoth  a,  we  (hall  ^ do  nothing  but  cate  and 
make  good  cheere,  and  praife  God  for  the  merry  ycerc,  when 
fiefh  is  cheape  and  females  deare,  and  lufly  laddes  roame  here 
and  there  fo  merely,  and  euer  among  fo  merily. 

Sir  lohn,  Theres  -a  merry  heart,  good  M.  Silcns,  He  glue 
you  a health  for  that  anon. 

• Shal.  Giue  mafler  Bardclfe  fome  wine,  Daiiy, 

Daily.  Sweet  fir  fit,  He  be  with  you  anon,  moil;  fweet  fir 

% 

fit,  mailer  page,  good  mailer  page  fit : proface,  what  you 
want  in  meate,  weele  haue  in  drink,  but  you  muH  beare,  the 
heart's  al. 

‘ Shal.  Be  mery  mailer  Bardolfe,  and  my  Title  fouldier  there, 
be  merry.  ‘ 

Scilens.  Be  merry,  be  mery,  my,  wife  has  all,  for  women 
jwe  ihrowes  both  ftiort  and  tall,  tis  merry  in  hal  when  beards 
wags  all,  and  welcome  mery  be  .mery,  be  mery. 

Falji.  I did  not  thinke  mailer  Scilens  had  bin  a man  of  this 
mettall. 

Scilens.  Who  I?  I haue  beene  mery  twip  and  once  ere 
now. 

• t 

Enter  Dauy. 

Daily,  Theres  a difh  of  lether-coates  for  you. 

Shal.  Daily? 

Dauy.  Your  .worlhip ; He  be  with  you  flraight,  a cup  of 
wine  fir. 

Scilens.  A cup  of  wine  thats  brilke  and  fine,  and  drinks 
vnto  the  leman  mine,  and  a mery  heart  Hues  long  a. 

* Fal/i.  Well  faid  mailer  Scilens. 

* Scilens.  And  we  Ihall  be  mery,  now  comes  in  the  fweete 
a’th  night. 

Falji.  Health  and  long  life  to  you. mailer  Scilens. 

Scilens.  Fill  the  cuppe,  and  let  it  come,  He  pledge  you  a 
‘ mile  too'th  bottome. 
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Shat,  Honeft  Bardolfcy  welcome,  if  thou  wantfl  any  thing, 
and  wilt  not  call,  belhrew  thy  heart,  welcome  my  little  tiny 
theefe,  and  welcome  indeede  too,  lie  drinke  to  mailer 
dolfe,  and  to  all  the  cabileros  about  London, 

Dauy.  I hope  to  fee  London  once  ere  I die, 

Bdr,  And  I might  fee  you  there  Dauy, 

Shal,  By  the  mas  youle  cracke  a quarte  together,  ha  will 
you  not  mailer  Bardolfe  ? 

Bar,  Yea  fir,  in  a pottle  pot. 

Sha».  By  Gods  iiggens  I thanke  thee,  the- knaue  will  flickc 
by  thee,  I can  allure  thee  that  a wil  not  out,  a tis  true 
bred ! 

Bar,  And  He  Ilicke  by  him  fir.  One  knockes  at  dcore^ 

Sha,  Why  there  fpoke  a king : lacke  nothing,  be  mery, 
Looke  who’s  at  doore  there  ho,  who  knockes? 

Falji,  Why  now  you  haue  done  me  right, 

Sikns,  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  knight,  famingo : ill  not 
fo  ? , 

Faljl.  Tls  fo. 

Silens.  Ifl  fo,  why  then  fay  an  olde  man  can  do  fomewhat, 
Dauy.  And’t  pleafe  your  worlhip,  theres  one  Pijioll  come 
from  the  court  with  neWes. 

. Enter  Pillol. 

FdJj}.  From  the  court  ? let  him  come  In,  how  now  Pljlol? 
Pijiol,  Sir  lohn,  God  faile  you. 

Faljl,  What  wind  blew  you  hither  Pijlolf 
Pijiol,  Not  the  ill  winde  which  blowes  no  man  to  good : 
fweete  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greatell  men  in  this 
realme. 

Silens.  BIrlady  I thinke  a be,  but  goodman  Puffe  of  Barfon, 
Pijlo.  Puflc  ? puffe  ith  thy  teeth,  moll  recreant  coward, 
bafe>  fir  lohn^  I am  thy  Piflol  and  thy  frcnd,  and  helter  Ikeiter, 
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bane  I rode  to  thee,  and  tidings  do  I bring,  and  luckie  ioyes, 
and  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

lohu  I pray  thee  now  deliner  them  like  a man  of  this 
world. 

PiJioL  A footre  for  the  world  and  worldlings  bafe,  I fpeake 
of  Affrica  and  golden  ioyes. 

lohn^  O bafe  Ajjirian  knight  ! what  is  thy  newes  ? let  king 
Couetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

Scilens.  And  Robin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  Ichn. 

PiftoL  Shal  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  P and  (liall 
good  newes  be  baffled  ? then  Pi/loll  lay  thy  head  in  furies  lap* 

Shah  Honefl:  gentleman,  I know  not  your  breeding. 

PiftoL  Why  then  lament  therefore. 

ShaL  Giue  me  pardon  fir,  if  fir  you  come  with  newes  from 
the  court,  I take  it  theres  but  two  waies,  either  to  vtter  them, 
or  conceale  them,  I am  fir  vnder  the  king  in  fome  authoritic. 

Piftol.  Vnder  which  king,  Befonian  ? fpeake,  or  die. 

Shal,  Vnder  king  Harry^ 

Piftol,  Harry  the  fourth,  or  fift  ^ . 

• Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pift.  A fowtre  for  thine  office  : fir  lohn,  thy  tender  lamb- 
kin now  is  king  : Harry  the  lifts  the  man : I fpeake  the  truth: 
when  Piftol  lies,  do  this,  and  fig  me,  like  the  bragging 
niard, 

Falft,  What  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Pift,  As  nayle  in  doore,  the  things  I fpeake  are  iufl. 

Fal,  Aw'ay  Bardolfc,  faddie  my  horfe,  M.  Robert  Shallov:, 
choofe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  tis  thine : Piftol,  I 
will  double  charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard,  O ioyful  day  ! I would  not  take  a knight  for  my  for- 
tune. 

Piftol,  What  ? I do  bring  good  newes. 

Falft,  Carry  mafter  Scilens  to  bed  : mafler  Shalloiv,  my 
lord  Shalow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I am  fortunes  fteward/  get 
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on  thy  boots,’  wcel  ride  al  night : u fwcet  Pijlolf  away  Bar- 
dolf^  com  Piftoly  vtter  more  to  me,  and  withall,  deuife  fome- 
thing  to  doe  thy  felfe  good,  boote,  boote  mafter  Shallowy  I 
know  the  yong  king  is  ficke  for  me : let  vs  take  any  mans 
horfes,  thelawes  of  Etigland at  my  commandement,  bleflTed 
are  they  that  haue  bin  my  friends,  and  w’oe  to  my  lord  chiefe 
iuflice. 

Fiji,  Let  vultnres  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo  : where  is  the 
life  that  late  I led,  fay  they,  why  here  it  is,  welcome  thefe 
plefant  dayes.  Exit^ 

Enter  Sincklo  and  three  or  foure  officers* 

Hojl.  No,  thou  arrant  knaue,  I would  to  God  that  I might 
die,  that  I might  haue  thee  hangd,  thou  haft  drawn  my  ftioul- 
der  out  of  ioynt. 

I 

Sincklo.  The  conftables  haue  deliuered  her  ouer  to  mee, 
and  fnee  (hall  haue  whipping  cheere  I warrant  her,  there  hath 
becne  a man  or  two  kild  about  her. 

IVhoore.  Nur-hooke,  nut-hooke,  you  lie,  come  on,  He  tell 
thee  what,  thou  damnd  tripe  vifagde  rafcall,  and  the  child  I 
go  with,  do  mifearry,  thou  wert  better  thou  hadft  ftrook  thy 
mother,  thou  paper-faede  villaine. 

• Hcjl.  p the  Lord,  that  fir  lohn  were  come  ! I would  make 
this  a bloody  day  to  fome  body : but  I pray  God  the  fruite  of 
her  wombe  mifearry.  ' k.  ‘ 

Sincklo.  It  it  doe,  you  ftiall  haue  a dozzen  of  cufhions 
agalne,  you  haue  but  cltuen  nowe  ; come,  I charge  you  both 
goe  with  mee,.  for  the  man  is'dead  that  you  and  beat 

amongft  you. 

V/hoore.  He  tell  you  what,  you  thin  man  in  a cenfor,  I will 
haue  you  as  foundly  fwlngue  for  this,  you  blewbottle  rogue, 
you  filthy  famiftit  correcHoner,  if  you  be' not  fwingde.  He 
t'oiTwcare  halfe  kirtles. 

Sinck.  Come,  come,  you  fhee-knightrarrant,  come. 
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Hojl.  O God,  that  right  fhould  thus  ouercom  might ! wcl, 
of  fiifFerance  comes  cafe. 

Whoore.  Come  you  rogue,  come  bring  me  to  aiuflice. 

Hoji,  I come,  you  flarude  blood-hound. 

Whoore.  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones. 

HoJl,  Thou  atomy,  thou. 

Whoore,  Come  you  thinne  thing,  come  you  rafcall. 

Sinck,  Very  well. 

Enter  fir  ewers  of  riijhes, 

1 More  rulhes,  more  rulhcs. 

2 The  trumpets  haue  founded  twice. 

3 T will  be  two  a clocke  ere  they  come  from  the  coronation, 
difpatch,  difpatch. 

Trumpets  foundy  and  the  king,  and  his  traine  pajfc  ouer  the 

Jiage  : after  them  enter  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolfc, 

and  the  boy,  . ' 

Falfl.  Stand  heere  by  me  maifter  Shallow,  I will  make  the 
king  doe  you  grace,  I will  leere  vpon  him  as  a comes  by,  and 
do  but  marke  the  countenaunce  that  he  will  giue  me. 

Pyi.  God  blcfle  thy  lungs  good  knight. 

Falji.  Come  heere  Pijloll,  ftand  behindemee.  O if  I had 
had  time  to  haue  made  new  iiuerles : I woulde  haue  heftowed 
the  thoufand  pound  I borrowed  of  you,  but  tis  no  matter, 
this  poore  Ihew  doth  better,  this  doth  inferre  the  zeale  I had 
to  fee  him. 

Pijl,  Ic  doth  fo, 

Faljl.  It  fhewes  my  earnelfnefTe  of  aiFe<n;ipn. 

Piji.  It  doth  fo. 

Falji,  My  dcuotion. 

PiJi.  It  doth,  it  doth,  It  doth. 

Fal,  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night,Iand  not  to  deliberate, 
not  to  remember,  not  to  haue  pacichce  to  fliifr  me, 
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Sha!.  It  is  beft  certain : but  to  (land  ftained  with  traiiaile, 
and  fweating  with  defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  els, 
putting  all  affaires  elfe  in  obliuion,  as  if  there  were  nothing 
els  to  bee  done,  but  to  fee  him. 

Pijl.  Tls  femper  idem,  for,  obfque  hoe  nihil  eji,  tis  in  euery 
part. 

Shal.  Tis  fo  indeede. 

Fiji.  My  knight,  I will  inflame  thy  noble  Iluer,  and  make 
thee  rage,  thy  Dol,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts,  is  in 
bafe  durance,  and  contagious  prifon,  halde  thither  by  mofl: 
/mechanical,  and  durtie  hand:  rowze  vp  reuenge  from  ebon 
den,  with  fell  Ale&oes  fnake,  for  Doll  is  in  : Fiftoll  fpeakes 
nought  but  truth] 

Falji.  I will  deliuer  her. 

Fiji,  There  roared  the  fea,  and  trumpet  clangor  founds. 

Enter  the  king  and  his  traine, 

Faljl.  God  faue  thy  grace  king  Hall,  my  royall  HalL 

Fiji,  The  heauens  thee  gard  and  keep,  mofl:  royal  impe  of 
fame. 

Faljl,  God  faue  thee,  my  fweet  boy. 

King,  My  lord  chicfe  iuflice,  fpeake  to  that  valne  man. 

Fuji.  Haue  you  your  wits?  know  you  what  tis  you 
fpeake  ? 

Faljl,  My  king,  my  hue,  I fpeake  to  thee,  my  heart. 

King.  I know  thee  not  old  man,  fall  to  thy  praiers. 

How  ill  white  heires  becomes  a foole  and  iefler, 

I haue  long  dreampt  of  fuch  a kind  of  man. 

So  furfet-fweld,  fo  old,  and  fo  prophane: 

But  being  awakt,  I do  defpife  my  dreame, 

Make  lefle  thy  body  (hence)^  and  more  thy  grace, 

Leaue  gourmandizing,  know  the  graue  doth  gape 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  then  for  other  men, 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a feole-borne  iefl. 
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Prefume  not  that  1 am  the  thing  I was, 

For  God  doth  know,  fo  (hall  the  world  perceiue, 

That  I haue  turnd  away  my  former  felfe. 

So  will  I thofe  that  kept  me  company  : 

When  thou  doft  heare  I am  as  I haue  bin, 

Approch  me,  and  thou  (kalt.be  as  thou  waft. 

The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots  : 

Till  then  I banilh  thee,  on  paine  of  death. 

As  I haue  done  the  reft  of  my  mifleaders. 

Not  to  come  neare  our  perfon  by  ten  mile : 

For  competence  of  life,  I wil  allow  you. 

That  lacke  of  meanes  enforce  you  not  to  eullls. 

And  as  we  heare  you  do  reforme  your  felucs. 

We  will  according  to  your  ftrengths  and  qualitle, 

Giue  you  aduauncement.  Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord. 

To  fee  performd  the  tenure  of  my  word : fet  on. 
lohn,  Mafter  Shallov)  I ow  you  a thoufand  pound. 

ShaL  Yea  mary  ftr  lohn,  which  I befeech  you  to  let  me  haue 
home  with -me. 

John,  That  can  hardly  be,  mafter  Shalovj : do  not  you 
grieue  at  this,  I (hall  be  fent  for  in  priuate  to  him,  looke  you, 
hee  muft  feeme  thus  to  the  world  : feare  not  your  aduaunce* 
ments,  I will  be  the  man  yet  that  (hal  make  you  great, 

ShaL  I cannot  perceiue  how,  vnlefte  you  giue  me  your 
dublet,  and  ftuffe  me  out  with  draw  : I befeech  you  good  (ir 
/(?/;« let  me  haue  (iue  hundred  of  my  thoufand. 

John.  Sir  I will  be  as  good  as  my  worde,  this  that  you 
heard  was  but  a collour. 

ShaL  A collor  that  I feare  you  will  die  in  fir  lohn* 
lohn.  Feare  no  colours,  go  with  me  to  dinner  : 

Come  lieftenant  Ptftoly  come  Bardolfe, 

I (hall  be  fent  for  foone  at  night. 


Kntsr 


The  Second  Part  of 

I 

Enter  iujlice  and  frince  lobn.  • 

liijiice.  Go  cary  fir  John  Faljialfe  to  the  Fleet, 

Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

FaL  My  lord,  my  lord. 

Fuji.  I cannot  now  fpeake,  I will  heare  you  foone,  take 
them  away.  Exeunt* 

Piji,  Sifortuna  me  Urmenta  fpero  contenta, 

lohn,  I like  this  faire  proceeding  of  the  kings, 

He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  prouided  for, 

But  all  are  banilht  till  their  conuerfations 
Appearc  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  worlde. 

Juft.  And  fo  they  are. 

John.  The  king  hath  cald  his  parlament  my  lord. 

He  hath. 

John.  Iwii  lay  ods,  that  ere  this  yeere  expire, 

We  beare  our  ciuii  Iwords  and  natiue  fiet. 

As  farre  as  France,  I heard  a bird  fo  ling, 

Whofe  mufique,  to  my  thinking,  pleafde  the  king : 

Come,  will  you  hence  ? 

EPILOGUE. 

Firf:  my  feare  then  my  curfie,  lad  my  fpeech. 

My  feare,  is  your  difpleafure,  my  curfy,  my  duty,  and  my 
fpeech,  to  beg  your  pardons:  if  you  looke  for  a good  fpeech 
now,  you  vndo  me,  for  what  I haue  to  fay  is  of  mine  owne 
making,  and  what  indeed  (I  fnould  fay)  wii  (I  doubt)  proue 
mine  owne  marring:  but  to  the  purpofe,  and  fo  to  the  venture. 
Be  it  knowne  to  you,  as  it  is  very  well,  I was  lately  here  in 
the  end  or  a difplealing  play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and 
to  prcmiie  you  a better:  I meant  indeed  to  pay  you  with 
th  is,  which  if  like  an  il  venture  it  come  vnluckily  home,  I 
breake,  and  you  my  gentle  creditors  loofe,  here  I promifdc 
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you  I would  be,  and  here  I commit  my  body  to  your  mercies*,' 
bate  me  fome,  and  I will  pay  you  fome,  and  (as  moft  debtors 
do)  promife  you  infinitely : and  fo  I kneele  downe  before  you; 
but  indeed,  to  prayfor  thequeene. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  intreate  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you 
commaund  me  to  vfe  my  legges  ? and  yet  that  were  but  light 
payment,  to  daunce  out  of  your  debt,  but  a good  confcience 
will  make  any  pofTible  fatisfadion,  and  fo  woulde  I : all  the 
gentlewomen  heere  haue  forgiuen  me,  if  the  gentlemen  will 
not,  then  the  gentlemen  doe  not  agree  with  the  gentlewomen, 
which  was  neuer  feene  in  fuch  an  affemblie. 

One  word  more  I befeech  you,  if  you  bee  not  too  much 
cloyd  with  fatte  meate,  our  humble  author  will  continue  the 
ftorie,  with  fir  lohn  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  faire 
tharine  of  Fraunccy  where  (for  any  thing  I knowe)  Falftaffe 
fhall  die  of  a fweat,  vnlefTe  already  a be  killd  with  your  harde 
opinions;  for  Olde-cajile  died  martyre,  and  this  is  not  the 
man  : my  tongue  is  weary,  when  my  legges  are  too,  I wil  bid 
you,  good  night. 
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